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ADVERTISEMENT. 

Jl  O  the  Public^  and  to  his  poetical  Correspondents^ 
the  Editor  begs  leave  to  return  his  sincere  thanks 
for  their  3upporir^  and  to  express  his  hopes  that  he 
shall  in  future  be  favoured  with  as  large  a  portion  of 
it  as  he  has  hitherto  been. 

In  order  to  bring  up  the  arrear  of  the  Poetical 
Register^  the  years  1810  and  1811  viill  be  com* 
prised  in  the  eighth  volume^  which  will  be  pub- 
lished in  the  course  of  the  ensuing  May.  As  the 
time  fixed  for  the  publication  is  so  near  at  hand^ 
the  Editor  earnestly  requests  iiis  Correspondents  to 
send  him  their  communications  a%  early  as  possible, 
addressed  to  him,  to  the  care  of  Messrs.  Kivingtons. 
He  will  likewise  thank  them  to  write  "  Fugitive/' 
on  such  poems  as  have  before  appeared  in  print ; 
and  to  retain  copies  of  their  compositions,  as,  in 
consequence  of  the  immense  number  of  pieces  which 
h^  receives,  he  cannot  undertake  to  return  to  their 

A  ^ 


authors^  or  specify  in  prints  those  which  he  is  under 
the  disagreeable  necessity  of  rejecting.  At  the  same 
time^he  must  inform  his  correspondents^  that  the  non- 
appearance of  a  piece^  in  the  volume  for  which  it 
was  sent^  is  not  always  to  be  considered  as  a  sen^ 
tence  of  exclusion.  Want  of  room^  and  the  desire 
of  giving  variety  to  his  work^  frequently  oblige  him 
to  postpone  the  insertion  of  poems  whiph  possess 
^  large  share  of  merit. 


CONTENTS. 


ORIGINAL   POETRY. 


PkOt 

H£ Hampshire  Cottagers,  a  Tale.    By  Miss  Mitford****  5 

To  a  Lady»  who  asked  the  Author  if  be  could  really  love*  •  •  •  10 

The  Valentine  Wreath.     By  Mr.  Montgomery •- 11 

fiong>   by  Mr.  Davenport 12 

Prologue  to  the  Tragedy  of  Douglas.    By  Mr.  Schocn IS 

Epilogue*  to  the  same.     By  the  same 14 

The  Tellograph 16 

Xboaghts*  suggested  by  the  Approach  of  a  Kegiment  of  Sol- 
diers      17 

lines V* to 

Lines,  on  hearing  a  bell  toll  on  a  tempestuous  night»  after 

having  lost  a  valued  Mother 21 

Epitaph,  for  a  Child.     By  Professor  Richardson fit 

Ode  oa  Myra.     By  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  Russel 23 

Epigrani)  to  a  Lady,  who  lamented  being  of  the  Female  Sex. 

From  the  French  of  Pidou.     By  Mr.  Davenport 25 

An  Elegy  to  the  memory  of  the  late  Robert  Eden  Scott,  Esq. 

By  Dr.Ogilvie 26 

To  a  1m J,  on  the  Death  of  her  only  Child,  an  infant.    By 

the  fate  Rev.  Dr.  Russel 2S 

To  Mary.     By  Miss  Mitford    29 

Epitaph  on  Moliere.     From  the  French •  32 

Verses,  on  the  death  of  general  Washington 33 

Stanzas,  sent  to  a  young  Lady,  on  a  paper  round  a  Carnation. 

By  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  Russel S4 

A  3 


• 


VI 

PAG  I 

Song  of  the  Spanish  Patriots.     By  the  Rev.  J.  "\Vhitchous#'.«  35 

Elegy,  wntteu  at  Kirkstall  A  bbey.    Dec.  18()S>.  •  •  * 39 

Lines,  sacred  to  the  Memory  o4*  K.  J.  Moir- 4^ 

Epigram,  to  my  infant.     Fronr  the  Latin  of  Vinian  Paterson. 

By  the  Rev.  Michael  Calaray 44 

Mary.     A  Song....  f 45 

On  the  PictTire  of  Plato,  drawn  by  Miss  W.    By  the  late  Rct. 

Dr.  RusscI 46 

Imitation  from  the  French  of  the  Due  dc  Nivernois    47 

Epigram,  from  tlie  Greek • 49 

The  Will  o'  Wisp.     By  Josepli  Downes • 49 

Epitaph.     By  the  lat«  Rev.  Dr.  Russel 5:> 

Boileau  Satire  VIL  translated 56 

Verses  to  a  very  young  Lady    59 

Lmes,  written  at  Richmond.    By  the  Right  Hon.  Jolin  Phil- 
pott  Curran     &0 

Stanzas,  addressed  to  the  Bis>hop  of  Dromore.     By  the  Rev, 

Henry  Boyd • •   •  61 

Epitaph  on  his  Wife.     From  tlie  Latin  of  Di.  Jortin 63 

Lines,  to  a  Lady  very  fearful  of  Thunder.    By  liie  late  Rev. 

I  Dr.  Russel 64 

The  first  day  of  Rain  after  a  long  dsought.     By  Mrs.  Lenoir  65 
Ode,  on  the  death  of  General  Rouiana.    By  Professor  Richard- 
son   •  67 

.To  a  beautiful  beggar.     From  the  Spanish  of  Cervantes    •.••  70 

.lustice  Jerry,  or  the  Widower.    A.  West  of  Ireland  tale 71 

Epitaph,  on  a  cross  Housekeeper • 74 

Sappho's  Address  to  the  Evening  Star.     By  W.  J.  Roberts  ••  75 

Catulfus  on  the  death  of  his  Brolhcr.     By  the  same 77 

To  Mrs.  Stuteville  Isaacson,  on  her  Marriage.     By  Miss  Mit- 

ford 78 

Pcatli,  iiiiitatcd  from  the  Due  de  Nivernois  •  •  • 79 

A  True  Story • 80 

To  a  rose-bud,  from  which  I  had  made  a  drawing 81 

•  '       Ijtanzas,  from  the  French  of  Pannard.     By  Mr.  Davenport-.  82 
P.stilrn  CXLVIU.  Versified  to  the  104th  psalm-tune.     By  T. 

Park ,  EftjL. 83 

Lines  written  in  a  young.  Lady's  bible.     By  the  late  Rev.  Dr. 

Russel • • 84 

lines  on  the  death  of  II.  John  O'Donnel.     By  the  Rev.  T. 

Maurice '"'": 85 

f5  aiiza.%  written  im  a  blank  leaf  of  a  Lady's  Music  book  •  •  •  •  8^ 


•  • 


Vll 


« 


FlOt 

Love's  Labyrinth    87 

Stanzas,  written  in  tlie  blank  leaves  of  **  Hymns  for  Infant 

minds."     By   Mr.  Montgomery  •  • •  •  •     88 

On  one  insensible  of  the  passion  he  had  excited 89 

To  Master  Parr.     By  Miss  Mitford 90 

Prologue  to  La  F6e  Uigele.     From  the  French 91 

*  Edwin  and  Amelia • 9J 

lines  written  in  Ashborne  Church.     By  the  Kev.  Michael 

Calaiuy 95 

Part  of  Horace*s  13th  £pode  translated.     By  the  late  Rev. 

Dr.  Russel 96 

Legend   • •     97 

■  Hymn  to  Nemesis,  imitated  from  the  Greek  of  Dionyfms*«  ••     99 

To  a  Lady,  whom  a  magistrate  declared  matchless*  •  •  •  • ](K> 

Man.     By  the  Rev.  J.  Whitehouse 101 

Jjove  differently  expressed.     By  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  Uussel  •  •  102 

The  Secret.     By  >Villiain  Carey,  Efq. -.•.• 103 

Lines  to  H.  Hay  ward,  Esq.  of  Wallington.     By  Miss  Mit- 
ford  • 104 

Kpigram,  from  the  Greek 105 

•Tu  the  Moon 106 

Vola loa 

On  a  watch  paper  cut  by  a  young  Lady.     By  the  late  Rev. 

Dr.  R^ssel •' 109 

Epigram.     From  the  French • 110 

Elegy  on  the  death  of  W.  Cunningham   Ill 

Inscription,  for  the  monument  of  General  Moore,  at  Glasgow  11^ 
Tlie  Shepherds  of  Lebanon.     By  the  Rev.  H.  Boyd.     Part  I.  llj 

I Part.  II.  129 

The  Warning,  by  Mr.  Davenport    14S 

The  Lover  of  Nature.     By  the  llev.  J.  VVIiitehouse 149 

Song 151 

Part  of  the  7th  Ode  of  Horace  Book  I.  translated.     By  the 

late  Rev.  Dr.  Russel • 152 

The  AmuUt.     By  Miss  Mitford J5S 

The  Firm  Resolution.     By  Mr.  Davenport 154 

Ta  Bertram  Mitford,  E^q.     By  Miss  ]\Iitford 155 

Burlesque    Epitaph    on   a   very   beautiful   but  high-spirited 

Lady.     By  the  late  Rev.  Dr.  Russel 156 

The  Snow-Drop.     To  Eliza.     By  Whiston  Bristow   157 

fipigram  ou  an  avaricious  Quack  •  • • 159 

A  4 


Till 

Sonnef,  written  in  a  fit  of  illness 160 

»•"  vritten  in  October.     By  R.  P.  Gillies,  Esq. 161 

■  to  die  llcv.  John  Black.     By  the  same 16t 

■  I  to  a  favourite  Author.     By  the  same 165 

■  writ  tew  by  moonlight.     By  the  same » •'•   164 

— — •  To  lanthe.     By  Mr.  Davenport • 165 

'  To  a  Friend.    By  the  same 166 

■  By  the  same • ..•••!••#   167 

— —  To  the  Evening  Breeze    ••• 168 

TotheSun 169 

■'  On  the  Absence  of  a  Friend.    By  Mr.  Davenport  •  •  170 

■  To  Religion 171 

'  On  the  Bishop  of  Dromore  attaining  his  eightieth  year  1 7% 

An  Evening  Sketch.    By  the  Rev.  J.  Whitebouac 173 

Stanzas  on  Affliction.     By  the  Rev.  Michael  Calamy    ••••••  174 

The  Country  Squire  and  the  Poet    • ITS 

Epigram  •> ♦ ITU 

Alcander  and  Evanthe.     A  Tale.     By  the  Rev.  H.  Boyd. .  •  •    17T 
Epigram,  on  the  Maid  of  Orleans.     From  liie  French  of  Mai- 

herbe.     By  Mr.  Davenport ♦  •  •  •  204 

Stanzas,  to  a  Gentleman,  on  returning  a  book  of  early  Ro- 
mances     • • 205 

Self-knowledge.     By  the  Rev.  J.  Whitehouse 206 

Song 208 

TheSuicide    ♦ 209 

Epitaph.     From  the  French.     By  Mr.  Davenport*  •  •  •  •' 210 

Lines  to  Sir  William  Klford.     By  Miss  Mitford 211 

Ode  to  the  Muse.     By  R.  W  Gillies,  Esq. 212 

Epigram,  on  the  late  divorces  iu  Scotland .» 21 5 

i ly mn  in  Adversity  • 214 

Corunna.     By  the  Rev.  Michael  Calamy    ^ 215 

Epigram.     From  the  French  of  Scevola  de  St  Marthe.     By 

Mr.  Davenport ^ 216 

Stanzas  to  May 217 

Adrian  at  the  Tomb  of  H«ctor.     From  the  French.     By  Mr. 

Davenport • 218 

Song ' 219 

<*>tanza«,  sent  with  Cowper's  poems,  to  Viscountess  Bernard, 

ou  her  ^larriage 220 

Line*,  occakloncd  by  residing  the  tlireats  of  Buonaparte  against 

I'ngUud.     By  Mr,  Davenport 222 


IX 


FUGITIVE  POETRY. 


FAOft 

fears  in  Solitude.    Written  April  1798,  during  the  Alarm  of 

^        tah  invasion.    By  S.T.  Coleridge, "Esij 227 

On  the  tomb  of  Anacreon.    From  the  Greek  of  Simouides. 

By  the  Rev.  R.  Bland 234 

Verses,  Wri^en  In  the  blank  leaves  of  Southey's  Madoc*    By 

'•  ■   ■  the  late  Anna  Seward    235 

Ode  on  the  death  of  King  George  II.    By  F.  N.  C.  Mundy, 

Esq. 237 

lips  and  Eyes   23^1 

To  Sleep.     From  the  Italian  of  Fracastoro  •  •  • 240 

lineft,  imitated   from  the  French.     By  Helen  IVJaria  Williams  24t 
Epitaph  for  the  tomb  of  Heliodora.     From  the  Greek  of  Mc- 

leagfer.     By  the  Rev.  R.  Bland  •••'• ••••.  24.7 

Horace  in  London,  Bqok  I.  Ode  I.     To  John  Bull,  £fq 245 

i— --; — ii^ Ode  III.     Sir  Wiliiaui  Curtis's 

•        *  '    Yacht.. 24,5 

• Ode  V.    >..   247 

Walchervn  Expeditioii;  or,  the  Fngliibnian's  lamcjil  for  tbe 

loss  of  his  couiUryiuen.     By  Leigh  Hunt,  Esq. '» 249^ 

Son g ^it 

Ode^  from  the  German  of  Count  Stolbcrg • 25^ 

Epigram  on  a  sailor  who  was  thrown  on  the  neck  of  his  horse    *^.5S^ 

Ode-to  Ludlow  Castle  • .  1 254 

Imitation  6f  tlie  ItaUan  Song,  "  In  ({uel  vho  furbarello."     By 

Mrs.  Picfeii.  ."•  •*• - 256 

Cupid  and  'PS3  che :  a  mythological  tale,  from  the  Golden  A^s 

of  Apuleiiis.     By  Mr.  G urney 257 

The  Rose.    By  T.Noble .* 284 

Song    • • 28c> 

Ode  to  the  memory  of  the  Rev.  W.  Mason.     By  Sir  Brooke 

Boothby,  hart • • 287 

America,  an  Ode.     To  the  people  of  Kagland    .* jg^ 

Epitaph   on   Sophocles.     From  the  Greek    of  Si  nmlas   the 

Theban.     By  the  Rev.  R.  Bland ^  . . .  295 

Anacreon  in  Bow  Street.     By  the  Author  of  "  My  Pocket 

Book."    296 

Tht  Happy  Hours.    To .    By  Mr.  P.  Gent. 2^)7 


To  Rosa • 298 

Sunzas.     By  Mr.  Robert  Bloomfieid  ••• 299 

Retaliation 300 

Horace  in  London,  Book  I.  Ode  VIIL    To  Rowland  Hill*.  301 

Epigram  on  seeing  Venoni,  or  the  Novice  of  St.  Mark's*  • . . .  •  309 

'  The  Favourite  Blackbird  of  Cabin-Hill.     By  Dr.  Drenuan  .  •  303 

Epigram •  •  304 

'  Dirge,  written  on  walking  over  the  graves  of  the  crew  of  the 

Royal  George.     By  Eyles  Irwin,  Esq.   • 305 

Epigram  on  an  Epigram.     From  the  Spaniiih  of  Yriarte    •  •  •  •  306 
£piloi;ue  to  the  Merry  Wives  of  Windsor.     By  F.  N.  C.  Moo- 
dy, Esq 307 

Stanzas.     By  P.  L.  Courtier 308 

Lenora.     A  ballad  Irom  Biirger 309 

Profiles,  or  the  Warning.     By  Mr.  Du  Bois 317 

To  a  religious  Lady.     By  R.  Fenton,  Eiq. 318 

Catullus's  return  home  imitated.     By  Leigh  Hunt,  Esq.  * . .  •  3l9 

To  ,  a  spinster  in  her  fiftieth  year    320 

The  Medical  Courtship.     By  the  late  Dr.  Darwin 321 

Epigram • 328 

Zembo  and  Nila,  an  African  Tale • • .  323 

A  Husband  to  his  wife.     By  Mr.  P.,  Gent •  •  328 

Epigram.    On  certain  fashionables.     By  Mr.  Davenport  ••■•  329 
The  Acacia.     Imitated  from  the  Frencii  ol  Vig6e.     By  Mr. 

Elton 330 

France,  an  ode.     By  S.  T.  Coleridge,  Esq 33S 

Home.     From  the  Greek  of  Lcunidas  of  Tarcntum.     By  the 

Rev.  R.  Bland 335 

Epitaph  on  Mrs.  Ramey.    By  Dr.  Drcnnan 336 

Epitapk  on  a  living  actor 337 

Impromptu,  addressed  to  a  Lady,  by  a  water  drinker *   338 

The  Poplar 339 

Ode.    By  T.Noble 340 

Raisiac    •••• 341 

To 345 

Horace  in  London,  Book  I.  Ode  XX'    To  Sophy 34^ 

< Ode  XIV.    To  Mr.  Keroble. ...  347 

'     -  Ode  XV.    Buenos  Ayres 348 

Oile  XVII.     To  Laura 3.51 

The  Rose.     From  Bernard.    B^  Mr.  Elton    353 

▲twcreontic*    From  the  German ••••....  354 


Til 

'Ode.     Bj  Mr.Shaw ..- .i55 

Caia  on  the  Sea  Shore.     From  the  Gcriuuu  of  Count  Stolbcrg. 

By  the  Rev.  J.  VVhitohouse Si}6 

'Effusion  after  reading  the  Account  of  tlie  Savage  of  Avcyrufi     ,^ViJ 

Song.     By  R.  B.  Sheridan,  Es<]. StO 

Elegy.     Written  in  Drury-Lane  Theatre 361 

The  JPortraic.     From  the  French.     By  tiie  laic  Vice  Admiral 

Parker     •  3<J5 

Ellen fiOO 

Recollection.     By  P.  T«  Courtier    » 367 

An  Ode,  as  performed  at  the  Pic  Nic  Assembly    368 

Epigram.     By  the  lateRe*-.  R.  Potter     360 

5oiig 370 

Horace  in  London*  Book  1.  Ode  XXTI.     371 

■  Ode  XXIV.     To  Mr.  Harris- . . .  373 

. Ode  XXIX.    To  Lucy 374 

■  Ode  XXX.     The  Courtcsail"**  S7H 

. Ode  XXX.     Private  Hexe's  ••.•  576 

: Ode  XXXI.     To  Apollo 577 

Epigram 378 

Lines  on  a  favourite  retirement.     By  Mr.  Elton 379 

lin«s  to  the  memory   of  an  olUcer>  who  perished  in  the  Ka^t 

Indies,  176:).     By  Mr.  Shaw    300 

To  a  Lady,  from  VuUaire.     By  Antiumy  Champion,  Esq.   ••  3J6 
Heroic  Epistle  to  Joseph  Priesiley.     By  the  Autljor  of  "The 

(loldcn  Age" .387 

A  second  heroic  Epistle  to  Dr.  Priestley.     By  the  same    •  * « •  403 
Inscription,  on  the  Torn!)  of  the  Greeks  who  fell  in  batlle. 

From  the  Greek  of  Simonides.     By  the  Rev.  R.  Bland.*  416 

Ode  to  Sentiment • 417 

Epigram.     How  to  put  down  Sunday  papers  •  ••••• 413 

To '—,     By  Mr.  Davenport 419 

To  Mr.  C ge 420 

Epitaph 4.il 

Horace  in  London,  Book  I.  Ode  XXXV.     To  Fortune 42'f 

' Ode  XXX VIU. 4^4 

Book  IL  Ode  I.    'I'o  Mr.  Kemble 4^iS 

— ^ ; OdelV^    4^7 

Epigram,  on  some  elegies  on  a  lap  dog    •• ••••.  4<J3 

Horace,  Book  I.  part  of  Epist.  18.  by  the  late  Rev.  G.  Wako 

\    field 4%9 

IiDCs  from  L«rd  Mclcpmbe  to  Dr.  Young •  •  •  43<l 


'1^ 

• 


•* 


4* 

xn 


I)irge,  over  the  grftre  of  an  old  friend*  ••••>.•<••«•••..•..  43 
Epitaph  on  Homer.     From  the  Greek  of  AIcsus  of  Messen^ 

By  the  Rev^  K.  Biand ' 4Sj 

Stanzas  to  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Symmons.    By  R.  Fenton»  Esq 43; 

Song     •  •   •  •  • 43- 

The  Israelite  in  Love.     A  Song    43; 

Sonnet.     On  the  Death  of  Mr.  Warton   43{ 

431 

431 

-  From  the  French  of  Joachim  du  Bellay # . .  43j 

To  the  Red  Breast 44< 

Recollection  of  an  absent  loTer.     From  the  Spanish     44 
written  when  abroad    44j 

■  On  a  kiss.     By  the  late  Mr.  Six,  Jun.    44« 

'-  On  the  same.     By  the  same 44^ 

■  ■  written  on  the  banks  ol  the  Swale-  •  •  •  • 44i 

■  By  E.  Hamley 44e 

.  By  the  same  •  •  •  • • 44; 

n^  By  the  same •• • 441 

By  the  same 441 

By  the  same • 45( 

-  By  the  same 45; 

*  To  the  Muse  of  Sonnet • 453 

Hervor  and   Angantyr.    An  Ode.    Translated   by  the  late 

Rev.  Bagshaw  Stevens  •  •  • 45< 

Epigram,  on  a  reformer,  wh«  affects  the  character  of  Cato  •  •  451 

Horace  in  London,  Book  II.  Ode  VIII.     To  Mrs.  Clarke  •  -  45* 

•■■■ Ode  IX.     To  a  yonng  Widow. .   461 

■  Ode  XV.     New  Buildings****  46i 

Futurity *  •  • 46^ 

Epitaph  for  Opie    46^ 

Epigram,  from  the  Latin  of  Poliiian.     By  Mr.  Elsdale    ••••  46< 

SoHg * A&i 

An  Elegiac  Ode  to  the  Memory  of  Sir.  Joshua  Reynolds.     By 

the  Rev.  John  Whiteho4H*e    • 4fi< 

'Epitaph,  from  the  Greek  of  I^onidas  of  Tarentom.     By  the 

Rev.  R.  Bhmd   47t 

Horace  in  London,  Book  II.  Ode  XVI.    To  George  Coliuan 

the  y®unger,  Esq.* 47$ 

, Ode  XX 48^ 

,  Book  III.  Ode  VI.     The  Metropolis  *  *  484 

-r— ^Ode  VIL    To  Mrs.  ■  .  *  48^ 


m^m 


•  •• 


Xlll 


Eptgrtm*    Reason  for  thick  anclds*  •  •  •  • • vr  •  •  487 

Suiizas.    By  W.  Hayley,  Esq. 488 

Inscription  oa  the  tomb  of  Leonidas.    From  the  Greek  of  Loi. 

lius.     By  the  Rev.  R.  Bland 489 

A  spousal  hymn,   or  an  address  to  his  Majesty  on  his  Mar- 
riage, 1761.    By  James  Scott,  M.  A. 490 

Epigram  on  the  Mausoleum  of  Augustus.     From  the  Latin  of 

MastiaU    By  the  Rev.  R.  Blaud 496 

On  Woman.     From  the  Greek  of  Eubulus 497 

Ode  to  Popularity.     By  the  late  R.  Camberland,  Esq.    •  • .  •  493 
Horace  in  London,  Book  ITL  Ode  JX.     An  Italian  duet  > . .  500 

^.^^ Ode  Xlll.    To  Brighton 301 

. , Ode  XVI.   503 

.-— . — Ode  XXVr.    To  Fashion  ....   504 

m Ode  XXX.     A  Poet's  ujodes/y  505 

lines  written  on  the  banks  of  the  Thames  at  Eton.     By  Mr. 

Elton 507 

The  praise  of  Sulpicia.    From  Hbullus.    By  F.  N.  C.  Mundy, 

lEsq.     - 509 

Inscription  for  his  own  tomb.     From  the  Gieek  of  Leonidas 

of  Tarentum.     By  the  Rev.  R.  Bland 510 

Stanzas^ •••-• * -•• 511 

Ode  to  the  Juries  on  the  State  Trials  in  1794 512 

Epistle  to  T.  M.  Talbot,  Esq.  on  his  travels  in  France,  &c. 

By  the  late  Rev.  John  VValters    514 

Epitaph.    On  Heraclitus,  an  Elegiac  poet.     From  the  Greek 

of  CalUmachus.     By  the  Rev.  R.  Bland 5^  1 

Ode  on  the  death  of  Sir  John  Moore 522 

Inscription  for  the  tomb  of  Hesiod.    From  the  Greek  of  Ascle- 

piades^     By  the  Rev.  R.  Bland   524 

Staofai  cm  the  death  of  Edwin.    By  W.  Case,  jun. •  *  •  525 

Rondesnt ^^ • •  527 

A  C^uracier.     By  Mr.  Daveivport   , . . .  •  528 

EpigffiiD,  on  the  two  statues  erected  on  the  New  Covent  Gar* 

den  Theatre    • 529 

Frost  at  Midnight.     By  S.  T.  Coleridge,  Esq.   530 

Proposed  Inscription  for  the  monument  of  Lord  Nelson    •  * .  •  533 

The  Meeting.     By  Mr.  P.  Gent ^ 534 

I>oniestic  Mnsines.    By  Mr.  Elton w  535 

Address  for  the  Magdalen  Asylam  •*«•#•• •  537 


XIV 


VAOt 

Hymn  to  Health.    From  the  Greek  of  Ariphron«    Bj  the 

Rev.  R.  Bland  538 

The  Battle  of  Baylen.     By  W.  Carey,  Esq.  .  - 539 

S«ng  of  Orpheus,  translated  from  the  Greek      •••...• 542 

Caniiinet,  from  the  Italian  of  Francesco  del  Tcglia .543 


CRITICISMS,  180S. 

Epic  And  Heroic  Poems    •  •  •  • 54f 

Miscellaneous  Poetry    •••• 548 

Satire - 569 

Uepublications  of  Ancient  English  Poetry ....  571 

Translations  • 57 J 

TheDrama    b7T 


SS 


CRITICISMS,  1809. 

IPpic  Poem*  and  Rnmiinces  •••• 587 

JMiscellaneous  Poetry   •  •  • • 589 

Satire 607 

Repubiicalions  of  Ancient  Poetry    •••• 610 

Translations   • ..•*.. <  • .  •  611 

TheDrama • 615 


OlTiliaGl/E for  1808  and  1609    .........•:..•....;....•.  620 


• 


dWsinal  laoetrp* 


VOL.  vii. 


x\ 


ORIGINAL  POETRY. 


THE  HAMPSHIRE  COTTAGERS, 

A  TALE. 
BT   MISS   MITFORD. 


How  lovely  o'er  thy  vallies  gay. 

Sweet  Hampshire  spreads  the  verdure  mild ! 
How  brightly  chines  tne  morning  ray 

That  quivers  on  thy  woodlands  wild ! 

£den  of  England !  thou  art  fair ! 

Thine  is  each  soft  and  awful  grace ! 
A  Claude  might  catch  his  beauty  there. 

Or  wild  Salvator^s  grandeur  tcace. 

And  there  be^ath  "  Yitenje*s  oi^«,^ 
Where  darkly  spreads  the  forest  gloom 

That  echoes  jto  the  woodman's  strokes. 
The  blushing  rose  delights  to  bloom. 

Fair  are  thy  villas,  fairer  still 

The  cots  that  skirt  the  green  wood  side  ^ 
Where  some  lone,  shallow,  babbling  rill 

Pours  through  the  vale  its  silver  tide* 
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Atid  fairest  of  tlie  cottage  train 

That  decks  fair  Humpshire's  vallies  gajf 
Of  clustering  vine  afid  j^mide  vain. 

Rose  the  sweet  home  of  Gerard  Grey. 

All  smil'd  without  the  lovely  cot» 
And  ad  within  of  com^rt  spoke; 

The  happy  peasants  blest  therr  lot, 
And  doriMy  folest  tfa^  miptilil  ydke* 

Those  walls  had  Witness'^d  Gerard^s  birth; 

And  witnessed  thirty  years  of  bliss. 
Since  she  whom  best  he  loved  on  eafth, 

Blush'd  whilst  he  g^ve  the  bridal  kiss* 

One  only  daughter  btest  the  pair; — 
On  the  lone  shrub  one  rose  bud  beam'd 

Needs  it  to  say  how  sweet,  how  fair, 
How  pure,  this  living  blossom  seeln'd  ? 

But  not  the  parent's  eye  alone 

Dwelt  on  that  fiower  without  a  stain ; 

For  through  the  village  world  was  kiK)wa 
The  beauty  and  the  worth  of  ilfane* 

To  win  her  heart,  with  rustiic  wile 
•Full  many  a  pimple  peasant  strove. 

She  gave  to  all  a  gratefWt  smile. 
But  William  gained  the  blush  d{lo\^^ 

A  friendless  orphan  was  the  youth ; 

But  industry,  atid  strength,  and  healthy 
Unblemished  virtue,  spotfess  truth, 

And  faithful  love,  were  William^  weallh^. 

They  both  were  youfng;  but  **  ye  shall  wed^' 
Joyous,  the  happy  father  cried, 

**  Together  will  we  seek  our  bread, 
^'  And  work  for  Jane  oiir  mutual  pride  i 


^  How  Uest  will  be  tbe  day,  to  see 
*^  Yaur  lovely  babes  around  you  d^nf^ 
Hang  fondly  on  their  npiother^  knec^ 
Or  iniiEuat  carols  gaily  ^ng  1 

**  Yes  ye  shall  wed  {  soon  June  yf\l\  co]^ 
— **  Qlest  witness  of  o,ur  nuptial  vows  I 

**  Then  shall  my  cot  be  WiUiam's  hoqie^ 
**  My  blooqiing  Jane  be  Williai^'s  spouse*^ 

Oh  !  ^gaily  pa9t  ifair  April's  d^y, 
'Mid  warry  sun^,  and  baln^y  sl^ower^!; 

Now  in  the  pride  of  early  May 
Each  meadow  beams  yi'itk  dewy  flowers^ 

And  Jane  more  fair,  more  sweet  than  they. 
Trips  lightly  through  the  verdant  bowers* 

To  meet  her  Willian^  flies  the  maid, 
Willian),  for  tt^ree  long  days  unseen ! 

A  truant  f^^om  his  native  shade, 
To  Milbrook  fair  the  youth  had  been. 

He  comes, — but,  oh  !  how  changed  his  ^.ir  I 
How  gloon^y  his  o'erclouded  brow  I 

To  his  sad  breast  he  clasps  the  fair. 
Then  Caltering  tells  his  tale  of  woe* 

Too  sad,  too  irommon  is  the  tale ! 

By  heat,  ffUJgue  and  fi(utth  o'ej:came ; 
Whilst  quaffing  tlie  it^piring  ale, 

He  hears  ttie  spirit-stirring  drunji. 

The  sergeant's  artful  tale  he  hears ; 

The  f^tal  P^tbs,  are  qujckly  U'ep  j— 
^  And  soon, — a|i !  cease  those  u-uitlps^  tears ! 

•^  Mi^t  \^iUj^  Ipave  th^e|  gentle  .J^nc." 


I  may  not  tell  the  motiTniiil  scene 
When  William  left  heir  clasping  armsi--^ 

Ye  that  have  h)ved  and  pdi'ted  heen; 
Ah !  wett  ye  kilo\i^  her  fond  alarms  f 

I  may  not  tell  tvhat  anguish  rent 
Her  hearty  when  with  the  martial  trairi^ 

To  injtifed  Lnsitanra  sent. 

He  {(ailed  upon  t&e  distant  main* 

Oh  i  drooping  was  that  lotely  flower 
That  bloomM  so  fair  in  April's  ray ! 

Sad  and  alone  the  weary  hour. 
She  wept  for  William  far  away. 

And  oft  yoQ  tow'ring  hill  she  seeks^ 

To  gase  upon  the  misty  line 
I'hat  faintly  the  horizon  streaks. 

And  marks  where  hrnd  and  ocean  join. 

There  would  she  sit,  and  muse  and  weep» 
Dwell  on  the  light  bark's  shadowy  form^ 

And  as  the  evening  breezes  sweep, 
Would  shudder  at  th'  approaqihing  storm. 

But  youth  and  health  are  buoyant  stiU, 
Soon  hope  displayed  her  visions  gay  ; 

As  on  the  snow-crown'd  Alpine  hiti 
The  wintry  suns  resplendent  play^    ^ 

80  bright  the  lovely  dreaita  distiU  1 
So  tn^uskory  fade  awi^l 

Again  her  dimpled  smiles  arise. 

Her  mild  eyes  beam,  her  roses  bloom— -^ 
Ah  f  fatal  are  those  love-fraught  eye^ ! 

Gay  witching  smiles  ye  seal  her  dotfttl 
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For  Fitzroy  saw;    Detetted  tianie !       ^ 
Foliow'd  by  cUrses  low  and  deep  ; 

He  boasts  the  fell  seducer's  fame. 
Through  him  onnumber'd  wretches  weep^ 

Or,  happier  thus  to  hide  their  shame. 
Low  in  the  grate  his  victims  sleepi 

He  saw  her  fair ;  and  ftoon  his  darts 
Assiduous  the  destroyer  proves.— 

What  can  avail  his  thousand  arts  i 
What  shaft  can  pierce  a  heart  that  loves ) 

But  tiearer,  deiirer  sorrows  press ; 

Fell  poverty's  ftnaligaant  train. 
Disease,  and  anguish,  and  distress^ 

At  once  overwhelm  the  drooping  Jane* 

No  longer  in  his  sinewv  hands» 

Her  aged  Father  holds  the  plough  ; 

Her  Mother's  wheel  all  useless  stands ; 
And  Cherry  dies ;  their  only  cow  I 

The  rent  day  coiiies ;  find  tnany  a  pang 
t^ierces  the  heart  of  Gerard  Grey ; 

Till  seized  by  sickness'  iron  fang, 
Gerard  hkd  still  beeri  first  to  pay. 

But  now  he  from  his  home  must  go,—* 
The  cherish'd  home  of  sixty  yearj  !— 

And  in  the  dread  abode  of  woe. 
The  workhouse !  close  his  days  in  tear& 

Poor  hapless  Jaiie !  Still  Fitzroy  prest. 
And  ofier'd  stores  of  glitfrihg  gold ; 

But  foithful  still  that  gentle  breast. 
To  every  love  bat  William's  cold. 
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She  wept  her  parents'  wretched  fate, 

Bui  still  a  lingering  hope  arose ; 
That  her  own  William,  rich  and  great 

Wquld  come,  and  banish  all  their  woes. 

Toiling  and  weeping,  hoping  still. 

The  dreary  hours  slow  glided  by ; 
When  lo !  (the  messenger  of  ill !) 

A  Soldier  met  her  eager  eye. 

He  ask'd  her  name,  she  answer'd  not, ' 

But,  *'  Where  h  William  f  breathless  said^— ? 

His  dreadful  errand  soon  she  caught,-— 
That  William,  so  beloT'd,  was  dead  I— ? 

'Vails  not  to  tell  Corunna's  day. 

When  Britain's  sons  the  war-tide  stem^^ 

Scatter  their  foes  like  ocean  spray. 
But  mourn,  alas !  their  purest  gem : 

For  ever  shorn  the  brightest  ray 
That  shone  in  valour^s  diadem ! — 

■  *  .  .  • 

Then  William  fell ;  and,  ere  he  died^ 
Gave  to  his  faithful  comrade's  car^:; 

The  ring  he  destin'd  for  his  bride. 
And  a  bright  ringlet  of  her  hair. 

''  And  ere  he  died,  he  bade  bim  say 
*''  No  pang  had  he  in  that  dread  nighty 

*^  Save  for  that  sweet  one  far  away, 

*^  More  dear  than  health,  or  life,  or  light  I 

**  For  her  toy  parting  breath  shall  pray, 
^  And  we  snail  meet  in  regions  bright !" 


8he  sinks  subdued ;  but  not  in  death. 
Though  cold  and  pale  as  death  she  lies  ; 

Again  revives  her  quiv'ring  breath  ! 
Again  she  opes  her  weary  eyes  ! 

To  life,  to  misery^  she  wakes ! 

A  heavy  seuse  of  endless  woe  ! 
Her  frame  with  trembling  chillness  sbakoi ; 

Or  burns  with  wildly  ^vcrcd  glow. 

She  names  not  Him  for  ever  gone  ! 

Her  tears  are  dried  and  hush'd  her  sighs ; 
}ier  cold  heart  seems  transformed  to  stone ; 

But  lightening  flashes  from  her  eyes, 
And  in  her  wild  and  hollow  tone. 

Despair  and  madness  seem  to  rise. 

O'erclouded  was  that  reason  bright. 
That  mental  vision  pure  and  clear, 

Quench'd  that  mild  ray  of  hpavenly  lightj, 
Strong  to  direct,  and  warm  to  chear. 

Rose  to  her  eyes  that  blood-stain'd  beach, 
Where  William's  corse  unburied  lay ; 

Rung  in  her  ears  the  dismal  screech 
Of  vulti^res,  hoVring  o'er  their  prey. 

Oh  !  is  there  none  to  speak  of  peace, 
To  calm  that  brain  to  frenzy  driven  f 

Sid  that  despairing  anguish  cease, 
And  gently  guide  her  thoughts  to  Heaven  ? 

Heart*hroken^  hopeless  of  relief, 
Her  Parents'  bitter  sorrows  flow ; 

Not  William's  death  their  only  grief, 
To  morrow  from  th^ir  home  they  go. 
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Wlirm  from  the  heart,  her  mother's  UiAts 
Bathe  Jane's  cold  breast  and  icfy  cfheek ; 

The  sad  appeal  her  bosotn  hears. 
In  fondness  strong,  In  reason  wedc* 

Gone  is  that  guiding  ray  diviixe» 
Unheard  Religion's  heavenly  call, 

IVit,  virtue,  sense,  no  itiore  ye  shine  ( 
But  filial  love  survives  ye  all ! 

Agpiin  the  Tempter  comes ;  nor  vniil 
His  o§tt*d  love,  his  lavished  gold ; 

*^  Give  to  my  parents  wealth,  and  Jane 
**  Shall  Fitsroy  find  no  longer  cold/ 

He  came,  but  fled  ere'  mornitig  ray ; 

At  noon  again  he  sought  the  cot,^^ 
There  Jane  a  self-slain  victim  lay. 

For  ever  closed  her  hapless  Cot« 

O  God  I  in  thine  eternal  day 
May  Mercy's  tears  the  record  blot  i 

Her  virtues  shine  in  bright  array ! 
Her  errors  and  her  etid  forgot ! 


TO  A  LADY, 

WHO  ASKED  THE  AUTHOR  IF  HE  COULD 

REALLY  LOVEi 

Do  yott  ask  me,  s^eet  maid,  ^an  I  lovef 

And  seek  you  a  certain  token } 
Ah !  T1m6  ivill  the  doubt  soon  remove^ 

When  my  sftd  heart  is  broken ! 

a. 
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THE  VALENTINEl  IVREAtH . 

BT   MR.  UONTOOIIERT. 


Rosy  red  the  hiils  appear 

With  the  light  of  morning. 

Beauteous  clouds,  in  aether  clear, 

All  the  East  adorning ; 

White  thro'  mist  the  meadows  shine ; 

Wake^  my  Lovei  my  Valentine  I 

For  thy  locks  of  raven  hue, 
Floweiis  inrith  hoar  frost  pearly, 
Crocus-cups  o^  gold  and  blue, 
Snow-drops  drooping  early, 
With  Mesereon-sprigs  combine  ( 
Rise,  my  Love,  my  Valentine  I 

OVr  the  margin  of  the  flood. 
Pluck  the  Daisy  peeping ; 
Thro'  the  covert  of  the  wood. 
Hunt  the  sorrel  creeping ; 
With  the  little  Celandine, 
Crown  my  Love,  my  Valentine* 

Pansies,  on  their  lowly  stems, 
Scatter'd  o'er  the  fallows ; 
Hazel -buds  with  crimson  gems. 
Green  and  glossy  sallows, 
Tufted  moss  ancT  ivy-twine. 
Deck  my  Love,  my  Valeotioc. 
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Few  and  simple  flow'rets  these ; 
Yet  to  ipe  less  glorious 
Garden-beds  and  orchard-trees ! 
Since  this  wreath  victorious 
Binds  you  now  for  ever  mine, 
O  my  Love,  my  Valentine. 

Sheffield  J  February^  1811. 


SONG. 


When  far  beneath  the  western  wave  the  orb  of  day's 

descended,  [spreads. 

And  Twilight  o'er  the  tir'd  earth  her  dewy  mantle 

And  all  the  birds,  save  Philomel,  their  warbled  strains 

have  ended,  [leafy  beds ; 

And,  luird  by  whispering  acphyr,  sleep  within  their 

I  fly  the  sound  of  human  voice,  the  sight  of  human 

dwelling, 

A  melancholy  wanderer,  to  rove  the  woods  along. 

And  there,  while  teai-s  my  eyes  o'erflow,  while  grief 

my  heart  is  swelling,  [ful  song. 

I  break  the  silence  of  the  night  by  many  a  mourn- 

0 1  ask  you,  why  alone  I  rove  ?  why  ceaselessly  I  lan- 
guish f  [me  wander  so  ; 
^Tis  Love  that  saddens  all  my  thoughts,  that  bids 
But  who  the  maid,  whose  magic  power  has  fill'd  my 
soul  with  anguish,  [know. 
No  mortal  ear  has  ever  heard,  no  mortal  ear  must 

».  A.  DAVENPORT. 
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PROLOGUE 

To  the  Tragedy  of  boUglcm,  tis  perfprmed  bit  »>tnfc  ^xg 
Gentlemen  ahd  Ladies  at  JdAn  'Barker  Vhurck,  Bsq/i 
in  Sackvitte-street,  in  1795.  Spotcen  by  KlK  P^kitip 
Church* 


-■h!^ 


While  Christixias  blithe  defied  the  •pierctftg  gule, 

With  social  banquet,  and  with  jociitK)  tale» 

And,  decking  wiih  a  laugh  his  ruddy  brow. 

Lights  his  brisk  fagot  'midst  a  waste  of  snow  ; 

While  Siddons  mourns  her  perishing  command^ 

As  her  sweet  magic  yields  to  Mago's  wand, 

And  wondering  Harlequin  frisks  round,  and  feels 

Great  Shakspeare's  head  outbalanced  by  hb  heel: 

Bold  is  the  task  your  bosoms  to  assail 

With  artless  efforts,  aiid  a  sitiiple  tafe ; 

To  wake  the  sigh  for  scenes  of  mimic  woe^ 

To  bid  the  tear  for  fancied  sorrows  flo>y.; 

No  gesture  known,  but  those  which  Nature  taught; 

No  labour'd  skill,  to  point  the  pregnant  thought ; 

New  to  th^  ^motherM  tbhe  bfisrti fling  grief. 

The  sud^n  bortt  of  woe  which  brings  relief. 

The  sp^l^Hig  pause,  ni<je  break,  t)r  fhintic  start. 

And  all  ttfe  pttiyfek-'fe  Well  -envfehipM  art. 


u 

Bold  is  the  task !  yet,  should  one  tear  from  you 
Young  Norval's  solitary  grave  bedew. 
Well  shall  we  deem  those  labours  crownM,  which  strove 
To  blend  instruction  with  the  task  we  love ; 
For  not  in  vain  awakes  the  bosom's  fire» 
Whiph  ^ows  responsive  to  the  poet's  lyre-; 
This  trifling  scene  some  energy  may  wake. 
Whose  power,  matured,  the  realms  of  Vice  shall  shake  t 
Some  little  spark  perchance,  emitted  hence, 
May  thaw  the  stream  of  frosen  eloqueppe, 
Unbind  the  tongue,  whose  fetters  have  cousign'd 
To  barren  silence  many  a  gifted  mind ; 
The  ponderous  thought,  to  life  and  vigour  warm, 
Give  to  the  strong  conception  vivid  form ; 
Or  bid  that  elemental  ardour  glow. 
Which,  playins  round  the  jMitriot's  awful  brow, 
Bursts  in  the  thunder  of  the  stem  debate, 
To  crush  the  slave  of  faction  or  of  state.— 
Oh !  let  your  censures  bow  to  views  like  these  ; 
And  all  the  critic-— to  pur  wish  to  please! 


EPILOGUE. 

tVOKEir  BT   MISS  CHURCH. 

Tis  the  custom,  Tm  told,  at  the  end  of  the  play. 
With  voice  tun*d  to  mirth,  and  with  aspect  all  gay, 
Vour  woeHStricken  hearts  of  their  cares  to  beguile, 
And  relieve  all  your  sorrows,  at  once  by  a  smile. 


Id 

Just  now,  as  I  hinted  at  this,  youVe  no  notion 
In  the  green-room  how  quickly  I  fMd  a  commotion  } 
For  the  men  were  all  Aopev,  and  tilie  ladies  Mfears^     » 
That  our  stage  would  be  drown'd  in  a  deluge  of  tears  % 
And,  though  great  were  theyeflr*of  the  ladies — by  them 
I  was  chid  for  proposing  the  torrent  to  stem ; 
For  their  ttrror^  it  seems,  was  as  anxious  for  scope    ^ 
And  as  nice  to  the  full  as  the  gentlemen's  hopt : 
And  so— as  1  found  it  high  time-— I  withdrew. 
And  escap*d,  by  good  luck,  with  my  ciip  on,  to  yon. 
Well !  peace  to  them  all !  how  they  fretted  and  fumM  I 
Yet  did  they  but  know,  that  the  task  1  assura'd 
Was  so  far  from  my  heart! — with  how  little  delist 
I  should  put  all  your  softer  sensations  to  fii§^t ! 
Check  the  tear,  which  the  torpor  of  fashion  defies^ 
New  lustre  to  lend  to  the  brightest  of  eyes ! 
Or  strive  to  repress,  when  the  pulse,  beating  low^ 
Attends  on  the  pomp  of  u  story  of  woe, 
The  sigh  which  the  sorrows  of  others  impart 
To  ennoble  pur  nature,  and  better  the  heart  !— 
Did  they  know  but  all  this ! — they  would  soon  be  at  rest^ 
And  conquer  their  dread  of  a  perilous  jest. 
But  soft — for  roethinks,  as  I  chatter,  I  trace 
A  sly  kind  of  questioning  smile  on  each  face, 
Jvst  seeming  to  say,  **  If  all  this  is  so  true, 
"  And  the  task  you  assumed  has  no  pleasure  for  you; 
**  What  planet,  diverg'd  from  its  regular  sphere, 
**  Vouchsafes  us  the  honour  of  seeing  you  here  ?" 
Shall  I  own  i — ^That  enchanting  applause  which,  just 

now. 
Shed  the  sweetest  rewai*d  on  the  finishing  bow, 
With  snch  winning  charms  has  invaded  my  breast^ 
That  I  die  to  come  in,  for  my  share,  with' the  restt 
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THE  TELLOGRAPH  ♦. 


MAttk !  whilst  with  bloody  banners  wide  unfurrd 
Infuriate  discord  ravages  the  world, 
Where  yon  basaltic  coasts  remote  appear 
Sudden  she  pauses  in  her  dread  career, 
Starts  at  the  woud'rous  forms  that  guard  the  shore 
And  shrinks  with  terror  never  felt  before : 
High  on  Hibernians  coasts  four  giants  stand, 
Silent  with  arms  out-stretch'd  they  guard  the  land^ 
Now  black  they  sternly  frown  in  grim  attire. 
Now  white  their  glittering  helmets  glow  with  fire, 
Now  to  the  east  their  giant  arms  extend. 
Now  to  the  west  in  airy  circles  bend, 
One  magic  eye  at  once  informs  them  alU 
With  one  instinctive  voice  at  once  they  call  $ 
TJuhcard  by  man,  unseen  by  mortal  eye, 
The  winged  words  in  secret  silence  fly. 
Their  mystic  mandates  o'er  the  globe  they  roll, 
Their  spirit  fills,  their  sense  informs  the  whole, 
And  when  still  night  involves  the  world  in  shade, 
And  takes  from  forms  the  robe  which  nature  raade^ 
Bright  darts  the  star  of  safety  through  the  skies, 
From  pole  to  pole  the  unerring  watch-fire  flies, 
Pleas'd  at  Hibernia's  arts  Britannia  smiles,     . 
And  closer  bands  unite  the  kindred  isles* 

It.  L.  E. 

♦  A  description  of  whicli  may  be  Foimd  la  the  second  volomt; 
fkf  Nicholsou'5  Journal*  quarto  edition. 
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THOUGHTS 

SUGGESTED  BY  THE  APPROACH  OF  A  REGIlfENT 

O^  SOLDIEBJS. 


'W  RBir  I  hear  tlie  gay  biigle  notes  sdunding  from  far. 
Or  the  cUuig  of  the  ti^uinpet  from  squadrons  ad* 
vancing; 
mien  I  see  all  the  poinp  lind  the  splendor  of  war. 
In  the  banners  that  wave  and  the  plumes  that  are 
dancing-— 

'    When  the  sprightly  fife  and  drum 
Nearer  still  and  nearer  cbihe ; 
Cymbals  mihglin^  clash  and  ring. 

Beating  to  the  soldiePs  tread. 
Swords  that  meteor  flashes  fling. 
Gleaming  o^er  each  Horseman's  head—* 
Then,  oh  then  !  the  pride  of  stoiy 
Memory  bids  in  floods  to  roll ; 
Then  our  fathers'  deeds  of  glory 
JF1U  the  thought,  and  fire  the  soul ! 
Swift  as  pass  the  tramping  lines, 

Fancy  gloWs,  and  panting  turns ; 
Distant  soon  the  pageant  shines—* 
Still  she  muses,  still  she  burns*— 
-^Hark!  that  roar— the  rushing  fight ! 
Battling  armies  are  in  sight ! 
See!  'tis  Albion's  fire  that  glows! 
See !  'tis  Gallia  dares  oppose !— ^ 
Sons  of  Albion,  Britons,  on ! 

Hiirl  your  ai^door  on  the.  foe!— 
Rotft  their  legions — joy ! — ^'tis  done ! 
Sons  of  Albion,  mercy  show  I 

TOI.  TII.  c 
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-^Ceaser  ee&e,  tnjr  fiadi*4  >)MPt  t&ese  dfeams  of  «h«r 

battle— 
O  eanst  thou  see  joy  in  the  war-tempest's  rattle  f 
And  canst  thou  exult  in  the  red  tide  that'ftows 
With  the  blood  of  thy  hrethFtn— <tf  e'en  of  thy  foes  f 
Sat]^ff  shou|d'st  thou  not  n^tl|er  with  awenves^n-d  hr^a^r 
Contejpapmte  in  tears  the  wil4  ^QOgress  o^  death ; 
Ahr  flli6uhl%t  thou  not  weep  and  lamei^t^  Iq  ih^  cry 
Of  the  wounded  thatgroaiiy  ^d  the  ^9pquei'4^^4if.^ 
Dreadful  war?  no  more  }  se^ 
Pomp  and  glory  wait  on  thee ! 
O  furl  the  proud  l^aners  ^ai  flbat  o'^r  the  plaitiy 
Nor  stain  the  gseen  turf  with  the  g^ore  of  the  slain  ; 
And  bare  not  the  steel  that  with  metepr-Uke  rays^.) 
Athwart  die  bright  ether  «J(  de^adfully  plays,  > 

For  mine  eye  can  no  longer  ^el^ht  in  its  blaze*         j 
Ah  no  I  for  my  bosom  qow  iziiqurnfi^lly  swelfc, 
With  the  woes  that  the  breezy  fyom.  the  battlefield  ^1^^ 
It  tells  that  the  sun-beams  all  brilliant  that  play'd 
On  the  plumes  and  the  spears  of  the  gay  cay9.lpade; 
Of  their  faulchipas  and  helms  that  ef^EibJlt^on'd  the  pridie^ 
Shone  as  bright  oathe  arms  of  the  thousands  who  died^-^ 
It  tells  that  those  beams  shone  as  clear  oq  the  day,. 
When  each  warrior  slept  on  hijs  death-bed  of  clay ; 
And  it  sighs,  that  sad  bveeae,  as  opprest  with  the  groans^ 
Which  the  voice  of  the  dying  had  mixt  with  i-ts  moans. 
— ^Then  how  diear  came  the  night  o'er  the  late-S¥(arming 
heatli,  f  breath; 

While  the  gvass  whistkd  shriU  to  the  hollow  wind's* 
How  silent  save  that— ah,  how  solemn  and  still  I 
As  arose  the  pale  a^oon  from  the  forest-dark  hill : 
And  shrunk  not  th^  beauteous  queen  of  th^  nighty 
Ah !  shudder'd  she  not  a^  yon  terrible  sight  I 
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Al«»l  for fke mw  Aota tha ht^^vim  wooi^ 
Mer  p«di  ^et  the  fkin  tntk'd  #im  hxmoi  and 
yiNid; 

ibe  shed,  [that  wer»  spread,  f 

Onnly  glAiHc'd  boek  her  nsff  bHght  Urdm'  Mim*  t 
AH'bi^ikett  attd  gory,  ftMide  the  celd  dead;         j  . 
Ahd  loffg  by  the  hearth  ai  eaeh  warrtot^s  bDMe, 
Hii  cbiMrea  that!  Hstea,  aod  wbh  he  wM  edme ; 
And  long  AM  that  wish  M  eaieh  bosans  bcKdear, 
Ml  lotig  in  eiadt  aye  shatt  it  canibat  the  teal*. 
Pechaps  that  same  njchtywhen  beneath  thakeea  blast, 
Her  soldier  lay  sttdett'd^  and  ihiW  oil  the  Waste, 
The  wife  would  look  out  and  contettifylate  ^e  sky — 
Satvcy  the  mild  moon-beam— -and  thiak  wi^  a  lAf^ 
That  It  shone  on  his  tent,  while  be  wakeful  might  by. 
Of  be  dreaming  ef  her,  and  his  home  far  away: 
Thxm  tnmirtg  te  join  the  gay  ring  round  the  firei 
She  would  smile  with  her  children  and  talk  of  their 

sire; 
If  she  wept  for  his  bc^dness,  or  told  of  his  mieht, 
Each  stripling  youth  glow'd  to  be  with  him  in 

fight;  [would  bum. 

While  with  fervour  more  mild  the  soft  daughter 
As  she  pictured  the  joys  of  her  ftblber's  return. 
Fond  maiden,  ah  no  t— thy  lov'd  father  no  more 
The  threshold  shall  tread  of  his  own  humble  door ; 
Go,  comfort  thy  mother,  for  desolate  now, 
A  lone  widow  is  she-'^and  an  orphan  art  thou  ! 
And  oh  I  with  what  anguish  your  bosoms  will  wail. 
When,  all  rudely  perchance,  ye  shall  hear  Che  sad 

tale ;  [stay^ 

Thus  reft  of  your  staff,  your  support*  and  your 
What  sorrows  may  press  on  the  future's  dark  way; 

c  2 
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What  teart  of  affliction  may  languidly  flow^ 
What  nights  of  despair,  and  what  mornings  of  Woe ! 
Should  poverty  all  but  deny  the  raw  shed. 
And  paie  waiit  and  disease  ghastly  glare  round 
your  bed,       ^  [light — 

And  the  past  rise  in  eohtraat-^all  gay  with  de- 
'    Say  what  will  ye  think  of  the  ^  glorious  fight  f 
Will  ye  too  exult  with  the  conqueror  ? — no  !-— 
For  his  laurels  are  cypress-^is  victory  woe^— 
^  And  the  trophies  Ambition  so  joyous  would  rear. 
Are  the  widow's  lament,  and  the  orphan's  lone 
tear! 

Ah  !  sad  war !  no  more  I  see 
Pomp  and  glory  wait  on  thee ! 
TJHese,  these  are  the  sorrows  that  flow  from  the  battle : 
-—Then  beed  not  my  soul  the  fam'd  heroes  of  stoyy ; 
—And  pant  not  my  bosom  to  join  the  war's  rattle. 
Nor  so  proudly  beat  high  with  wild  visicms  of  glory. 

J.K.C. 

aaBBBSSBBBBdtti 


LINES. 

Tell  me  where  the  herbs  do  grow 
That  forbid  the  tear  to  flow ; 
Tell  me  where  the  balm  to  find^ 
That  can  heal  the  wounded  mind ; 
Tell  me  where  the  wretch  can  hide 
From  the  wrongs  of  power  and  pride  ;-*- 
I'll  tell  the  secret  to  the  brave—* 
They  can  find  them  in  the  grave. 


»«us« 
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LINES 

0«  kearmg  a  BeU  toll  on  a  tem^uom  Nighty  f^tt 
having  iM  a  valued  Mothir* 


»^        i 


Spirit  of  the  passing  storm ! 

Thou  could'st  not  shake  iqy  firm-ki)it  form  I 

Tis  not  the  pealing  thunder's  cr^h» 

Tis  not  the  light'nipgs.  sulphurous  flash. 

Could  blanch  n^y  care-)yorn  pheek  with  fear  $ 

Or  gather. in  my  eye  tl^e  tear. 

Tis  but  that  sound !  1  know  it  well^    . 

The  measur'd  note  of  funeral  bell ! 

Tis  but  that  sound,  can  thrill  my  hear^! 

And  make  n^e  ^ct  the  tren^bler^s  part ! 

tlings  it  again  ?  Oh  !  ipid  the  rpai: 

Of  warring  wio()s  be  bear4  np  ipore ! 

Oh,  still  th^l.  voice  t  which  speaks  my  woC| 

The  keenest  that  the  ipind  can  know. 

Yes !  though  the  blow's  by  wisdom  given 

And  e'en  ^  Angel's  Qed  to  Heaven; 

I  can  but  weep :  1  heed  not  scorn ; 

But  who  would  mock  ?  when  from  me  tonii 

1  mourn  for  her,  so  lov'd,  rever'd, 

By  coi^itiess  kindnesses  endear'd^ 
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Ob,  she  w^  ofie  who  proved  her  care, 
Soon  us  I  breath'd  the  vital  air; 
Who  a  poor  sickly  childhood  lov'd, 
Apd  e'en  fny  very  faults'  apprpT'4. 
Then  'mid  the  tempest's  rude  career. 
If  I  am  see|i  to  drop  the  tear ; 
Tkiiiii  Tkot  I  reick  the  hayoc  spread, 
Tis  the  sov  wei^|i%  the  hqthb^i  ^ead^ 


EPITAPU  FOR  A  CHILD. 

3T   PROT^SSOBi  |t|Cq4EI>9PN« 

To  mfs/'  s^id  Jesus,  **  lit;tle  children  come, 
^*  To  me,  as  to  your  frfend,  anid  natWe  honie. 
**  O  come  to  m^,  before  th  -  insidious  guile 
<<  Of  vice  allt^rp  yqu^  and  her  tain^  defile : 
**  P^eserv'd  when  living;,  from  h<^r  noxious  breath, 
M  I  will  conduct  you  thro*  the  vale  of  death,* 
And  if  he  call  thepa  vh  j)e  a  inortal  fi^me 
Confines  the  freedom  of  the  vital  flame, 
infill  he  not  giiide  ttiem  when,  they  soar  aiivay, 
And  quit  t|ie  burdeii  of  insensate  clay, 
O^ide  them,  and  at  tl|e  gates  of  heaven  receive  I 
■—Cease  then^  afflicted  parei^ts,  cease  to  grieve ; 
Assur'd  that  He  who  peyer  gave  you  pain 
But  when  you  laid  him  in  the  dust,  agaip 
>Vill  bless  you.    And  even  now,  the  lovely  hoy 
Tho'  haird  by  cherubs  to  the  realms  of  joy, 
Sighs  for  your  sorrow ;  ipov'd  by  filial  love, 
His  little  arms,  behold'  him !  from  above 
He  stretches,  reprimands  th'  incessant  tear. 
And  says,  "  my  parents,  |  wil|  meet  you  here.*'' 


•  .4  —   * 


ODE  OK  MYRA. 


Ht   THE   X.ATE  ASY.    DR.  &V8SEL. 


Of  all  the  Nymp^i  beaeath  the  sky 
With  Mypa  t&re  iji  uioA^  can  vie^ 

That  lonely  aymph  at  Court  ^  $ 
Her  cba&te  reserve,  her  modlist  mt^ 
Her  wordi,  her  4<ioksy  my  «(uil  j^osnai^^ 

And  ev'iry  sense  trautpoit. 

There's  samething  i^  het  mieo  and  grace 
So  £Eir  surpassiiig  fairest  faCe^ 

it  melts  ev'njsaviige  hearts; 
Were  Cowle;^  livings  be  would  swear, 
That  Love  his  isaga^ifie  kept  thelre^ 

And  Ihence  dif  eds  his  wtA. 

But,  oh !  what  language  sfiall  t  find,^ 
To  speak  the  beauties  of  her  mind. 

Her  laatchLess  virtues  tell  f 
fteligiou  pui'ey  unMnted  Truth, 
And  Innocence,  t&e  guard  at  Youth^ 

Within  hei  biosbm  dwell. 

«  CiiWt  Hottset  the  reiiiliroce  of  her  fathei^ 
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An  humble  Spirit,  hating  strife, 
A  Faith,  that  lopks  beyond  this  lifiS| 

With  holy  Hope  are  here  j 
And,  chief  ol  all  the  shinmg  train^ 
Fair  Charity,  the  friend  of  Pain, 

^ith  smiles  brings  up  the  rear. 

In  vaiii  to  ^wastes,  that  distant  lie^ 
In  vaiii  to  Ibnj^ly  Vpod^  I  ^y, 
To  shun  this  chaiming  maid ; 

{ler  angel-form  ray  steps  pursues, 
t  trips  with  me  the  mormng  dews^ 
And  gilds  the  evening  shade. 

In  vain  from  books  Iseek  relief. 
Books  only  aggravate  my  grief; 

For  Fhat  I  here  descry. 
That  raptur'd  Poet  e-er  has  said 
Of  sea-bom  nymph,  or  Heav'n-bom  maid| 

I  strait  to  her  apply. 

If  haply  sleep  inyade  my  eyes. 
In  sleep  I  see  her  phantom  rise^ 

Confest  she  stands  to  view ; 
Instant  the  killinjg  smart  returns, 
My  breast  with  raging  passion  bums. 

My  wounds  all  bleed  anew. 

But,  since  nor  sleep,  nor  books  relieve, 
Nor  woods,  nor  wastes,'  lost  peace  retiieye, 

A  diflf'rent  course  Til  take ; 
ril  bdldiy  to  fhe  Fair-one  go. 
Avow  my  flame,  declare  the  "woe, 

I  su^er  for  her  sake. 
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If  Heav*A  ia  mercyt  should  incline 
Her  generous  heart  to  pity  mine 

Who  then  so  bkst  as  I T 
But,  if  the  pow'rs  oppose  my  bliss, 
(4t  least  ril  get  one  parting  kis^ 

Then  bless  the  Nymph,  and  die. 


EPIGRAM. 

to  A  LADY«  WHO  LABfENTED  BEING  OF  THE 

FEMALE  SEX. 

'         FROlf  TUB  FRBKCH   OF   FIDOV* 

Natubb,  ChloriSy  when  she  made  you. 
With  all  her  cl^o$i:e8t  gifts  array'd  you  1 
A  beauteous  face,  seducing  form, 
A  mind  sublime,  and  feelings  warm^ 
And  Sentiment's  delicious  treasure. 
She  lavished  on  you  without  measure ! 
What^s  the  reward  for  all  her  pains 
The  kind,  indulgent  mother  gains  f 
Reproaches  hard !  and  scornuil  slighting 
Of  graces  every  heart  delighting ! 
But  doating  nature  should  have  known. 

You  "would  repay  her  fond  endeavour 
^ith  murmurs  andi  with  frowns  alone; 

For  children  spoiled  are  ingrates  ever« 

R*  A>  l>« 


*      •  •  •     ■« 

•»        »  '  ■»  .'■  ■  i     ■     '  ; 

AN  ELBGY 

« 

TO  THE  MEMORY  Of  tHt  ULft,  tiOtATtSmS 

SCOrr,  £SQ.; 

Profemr  tf  Mmral  PkUot§phf  in  Kin^t  College^  Old  Akerdeea, 

BT  DB.OOILVIB. 


HsARD  y«  tiie  tolly  asraovncing  final  dooniy 
Koll'd  o'er  the  dileiice  of  the  hoUow  tomb  ? 
Scott,  is  it  thine  theswetiiafl  fiowuh  |irodaim? 
Is  now  the  Friend  I  lov'd,  a  shade,  a  name : 
The  philosophic  mind  intent  to  pry. 
And  bend  on  nature's  laws  th'  dbservant  eye^ 
Fled  to  the  source  of  Ii^ht»  demands  no  ray 
From  reason's  g|immermg  lamp,  to  clear  i^  way  { 
But  mounts  eUtte,  to  hapj^ier  climes  consignM ;   . 
And  leaves  on  c^rth,  th'  iropurer  mould  behind. 
Still  must  th6se  eyes  that  gaze  around  the  iTall^ 
Turn'd  on  thine  empty  seat,  deptore  thy  &11 ; 
liopp'd  in  thy  prime  of  days,  a  soul  endowed 
With  native  getmis,  soaring  o'er  the  crovd^    * 
VThose  scientific  sefirchy  (a  search  unknown 
To  vulgar  ken)  explored  th'  Eternal  OKE  ; 
Held  to  the  sCroious  eye,  a  perfisct  rule. 
To  moral  dutieiB,  g^ve  their  just  controul ; 
liook'd  in  the  system,  to  ifs  general  laws ; 
And  roia  boti  matter  to  the  nasT  oabat  caitsju 


f  uch  were  thy  la&Minr  for  the  fMie  mmip 
By  pradence  tewiper^d,  yel  enforrd  wkb  Mil. 

Ye  tendribs  form'd  benesth  a  pa,rent  hand, 
Young  flowVets,  rear'd  to  grace  joar  native  land^ 
In  him,  who  iield  io  sigkt  the  noUeetcwi, 
Ye  lose  your  Guide,  your  Guanlian,  and  j6w  Friesd ; 
He  show'd  the  prise  for  generous  deeds  piepared, 
And  taught  that  **  Virtue  is  its  own  Reward  V 

In  hiimhler  walks,  which  thought  delights  to  8Cail» 
We  leave  the  Scholar,  to  admire  the  Man. 
Here  stood  the  Husband,  here,  the  Friend  displayed, 
Id  fairer  form  disposed,  and  gentler  shade. 
Had  you  a  secret  cotatet  to  iaipart^ 
To  tried  experience,  and  a  chosen  heart  ? 
With  hm  your  secret  toy  from  all  oooceal'd, 
Py  Prudence  guarded,  as  by  Wisdom  veiled. 

Shade  of  the  Man  I  lov'd,  tetl  where  the  mind 
Kow  holds  its  seat,  from  mortal  dross  refined  ? 
Say,  was  conjecture  right,  that  stretched  the  line, 
From  Man  to  Gob,  fron  mortal,  to  divine  ? 
Shrined  in  pure  essence,  and  etherial  light, 
Seest  thou  tl\^  former  mates  involved  in  tnf^tf 
Who  deem  that  darkness  day  I  Or  dost  thou,  bend 
Thine  eye,  in  pity,  on  thine  aged  friend, 
Who  treads  ike  soKtary  maze  alone, 
A  time-worn  wanderer  in  a  world  unknown* 

Oft  on  funeieal  riles  I  tarn  mine  eyes : 
Ihear  the  widow's  wail,  the  mourners  sighs ; 
The  bell,  that  tells  in  stow  returning  soaod 
Of  mouldering  bones,  and  consecrated  ground. 

•  TlM  Motto  engraved  en  »  WaH  ef  MsriielMd  College'«i 
IfflTttAT  TAKH2. 
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I  see  •  throfig,  in  $able  weeds  arra/d/ 
Invade  the  peaceful  mansions  of  the  dead ; 
A  scene  to  man  that  speaks^  a  general  call. 
In  death»tonM  accents,  not  to  one,  but  all* 

To  thee,  now  slumbering  in  thy  silent  cell» 
I  bid  a  last,  but  not  a  Umg  farewell : 
This  heart  once  toucb'd  with  animating  fire, 
This  aged  hand,  that  trembles  o'er  the  lyre^ 
Shall  join  thee  Scott^  in  yopder  blissful  Zone, 
JVipto  to  thine  ho|iQU|r'd  n^me,  thfit  joins  his  own* 

Jt  OGILTIBt 


TO  A  LADY, 

OK  THE  PI&iVTH  OF  HER  ONLY  CHILD,  AN  INFANT, 
BY  THE   LATB   REV.  OR*  RU88EL. 

Akd  is  the  lovely  shadow  fled? 

Yet  stop  those  fruitless  tears ; 
She,  from  a  thousand  pangs  is  freed» 

You,  from  ten  thousand  fears. 

Though  lost,  she's  lost  to  earth  alone ; 

Above  she  will  b<s  found. 
Amidst  the  stars,  and  near  the  throne. 

Which  babes,  like  her,  surround. 

Lodk  upwards,  and  your  child  yQ^^)  see 

Fixt  in  her  blest  abode ; 
And  who  then  would  not  childless  be, 

To  give  a  child  .to  God } 
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TO  MARY. 

Jtfay  litf    1810. 

BT   MISS   MXTfORb^ 


AoXtKy  sweet  Maid,  t&e  brilliant  ray. 
Smiles  joyous  on  the  youthful  May ! 
She  lies  not  now  in  torpor  lapt» 
In  clouds,  and  gloom,  and  darkness  wmpt^ 
Despoil'd  of  all  her  blooming  charmS| 
Lingering  in  hoary  Winter's  arms^ 
But  in  her  pride  of  beauty  leads, 
The  rosy  Hours  on  Flora  s  meads ;      * 
Witlf  laughing  Pleasures  in  her  train. 
Trips  o'er  the  gay  enamell'd  plain ; 
And  hestlth,  and  joy,  and  gladness  gives, 
To  aU  that  breathes,  and  moves,  and  lives..- 

How  balmy  is  the  fragrant  mom 
When  dew-drops  deck  the  snowy  thorn ! 
How  bright,  how  varying  in  the  beam 
Of  ndon,  the  flowery  vallies  gleam  ! 
How  sweetly  fair  the  twilight  pale 
Wraps  *Nature  in  her  dewy  veil ! 
Far  sweeter  that  illusive  charm, 
Than  radiant  beauties  gay  and  warm  f 


so 

For  Fancy  decks  the  lovely  scene 

With  purer  floods,  and  meads  more  green  ; 

Strews  flow'rets  of  a  tbottaaii#  dies ; 

Bids  the  wild  copse  majestic  rise ; 

Deepens  the  shadows  of  the  dell ; 

Gives  to  the  hills  a  holder  swell ; 

Laps  Nature  in  her  soft  controul^ 

And  breathes  iier  nrngic  </er  the  souL 

T^en  evening  comes — away,  Aw^^yt 

Ye  visions  of  enchantment  gay ! 

Ffincy,  away !  on  d^a  Mast  sp^t. 

In  May's  sweet  eve,  we  need  thee  not. 

Enough  for  us  fair  Nature's  power. 

Spring's  bakny  grace,  and  evenings  hour* 

Fairer  than  aU  Uiat  Fancy  drew 

The  living  landscape  spring»  to  vtew» 

Beneatb  fair  Cynthia's  tremUing  ray^ 

Silvering  the  elm's  ^ntastic  spray. 

Tis  from  that  hill^  whose  beech  crown'd  brow 
Overlooks  the  smiling  vale  below ; 
An  amphitheatre  around^ 
High  woodlands  the  fair  proqiect  bound  i 
Deep  in  the  vak  the  gathering  shade  • 
Adds  gloom  to  each  embowering  glade; 
Save  where  on  some  lone  cottage  wall. 
The  moon's  pale  beams  wild  quiv'ring  fall^ 
Cast  a'er  the  Cot  their  modest  lig^t. 
Or  gleam  upon  the  casement  bright ; 
Save  where  the  shallow,  peaceful  strearoj^ 
A  waveless  mirror  seems  to  beam ; 
Now  seen,  now  lost,  the  woods  amon|^ 
It  winds  its  devious  course  along  v 
The  clustei^ijig,  elms,  in  hoarv  pride| 
The  stately  oaks,  hang Ver  the  tide. 
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Atid  yon  nide  todfle  in  antique  BisCe^'  : 
Trembles  beoealk  &e  peaMst's  weigM* 
Save  where,  amid  the  genecal  gleen. 
One  cheriilird  spot  tkoae  niys  iUumei 
It  is  a  modest  raansioii  fiur. 
And  Taste  has  spvcad  his  beauties  thei«| 
My  Mary,  know'st  thou  not  the  dome? 
The  seat  of  peace,— —-my  lovely  home  I 
Lovely,  and  most  belov'd :  though  now 
Alone  I  seek  the  hilts  fhir  brow'; 
Alone  I  tread  the  verdant  plain. 
And  si^  lotr  thee,  and  s^h  in  vain» 

Thee,  higher,  tenderer  duties  clainv 
A  sister^  and  a  daughter's  name ; 
The  noble  matron's  fruitless  grief, 
Finds  only  in  thy  cares  relief; 
Thy  widowed  &th«r^  anguished  soul. 
Melts  only  at  thy  soft  controul. 
Ah  !  Mary  thou  each  woe  hast  knowa 
And  wept  all  sorrows  but  thine  own ; 
For  close  within  that  gentle  breast. 
Each  selfish  sigh  is  locked  to  rest ; 
For  other^s  grie&  thy  soft  tear  ilows^ 
For  other's  Uks  thy  bosom  glows. 
Ne'er  may  that  tender  bosom  foei 
The  wound  of  misery's  hitler  steel  f 
'Tis  thine,  with  soal-enchaating  grace, 
To  banish  piun'a  matignaat  trace ; 
Balm  on  the  mourner's  pillow  shed, 
And  sooth  declining  ag^  head. 
Hard  is  the  task :  but  blest  the  deed  t 
And  bright  fisir  Virtue's  glorious  meed ! 
Beloved  Maid !  that  Virtue's  posser  • 
Suatains  thee  in  the  trying  hour; 
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Thotigh  youth,  and  healtb,  and  beauty,  all 
In  the  jnd  task  should  fade  and  fall ; 
Yet  shall  thy  charms  of  mind,  of  soul. 
Spurn  sorrow's  sway  and  time's  controul ; 
lliy  life  with  purest  rays  illume. 
And  soar  to  bliss  beyond  the  Tomb ! 

Bertram. Houitm 


EPITAPH  ON  MOUERE. 

FROM   THE   FRENCH. 

Within  this  dismal  tomb  confined 
Lies  him,  who  laughed  at  all  mankind ; 
To  rich  and  poor,  to  youth  and  age 
Taught  truth  upon  the  comic  stage ; 
And  made  the  theatre  a  school. 
Where  vice  was  lash'd  by  ridicule. 
When  spreading  antlers  shade. the  brows 
Of  rustic  QT  of  courtly  spouse. 
He  taught  them  gracefully  to  bear 
The  honors,  they  were  doom'd  to  wear* 
Daring  at  last  to  try  his  wit 
Upon  the  quack  and  hypocrite 
Death  took  /oflfence,  and  aimM  a  dart 
That  smote,  our  actor  to  the  heart : 
He  dies,  while  only  sick  in  jest. 
Denied  in  hcjy  ground  to  rest ; 
Left  b^  the  priest  and  doctor  in  the  lurch. 
Without  th^  aid  of  physic  or  the  Church, 
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VERSES 


ON  TH£  DEATH  OF  GENEJLVL  WASHINGTON4 


Amid  the  incense  of  a  world's  applause. 

That  hails  the  champion  of  his  country's  cause. 

By  virtue's  tears  cmbalin'dy  to  merit  just, 

I'hy  ashes,  Washington !  return  to  dUst ! 

But  not  to  death's  oblivious  shildcf  return 

Thy  soul's  warm  energies — they  guard  thy  urn— a 

When  Freedom 9  shrieking  thro*  the  westerfl  sky^ 

Call'd  all  her  sons  to  conquer,  or  to  die, 

Tum'd  her  fair  face,  and  shudder'd  as  she  view'd 

The  kindred  hosts  with  civil  blood  imbru'd, 

Full  in  the  van  thy  withering  arm  rcfveal'd 

Its  awful  sweep^-and  conquest  trod  the  field. 

AVhen  torn  humanity  in  sorrow  stood 

As  war's  wild  vengeance  poui^d  the  crimson  flood^ 

Thine  was  the  boast  'mid  ranks  with  terror  lin'd 

To  blend  the  feeling  and  the  mighty  mind ! 

In  scenes  of  havoc  and  devouring  flame 

No  brutal  carnage  stain'd  thy  glorious  httme  j 

No  voice  of  misery  in  vain  implor'd 

The  meed  of  mercy  from  thy  conquering  sword  t 

These  were  the  triumphs  whose  supporting  power 

Shed  its  soft  influeoce  on  thy  dying  hour  ! 

VOL.   VII,  i) 
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To  thee  I  no  terrors  deepened  into  gloom 
The  long  unfathom'd  twilight  of  the  tomb. 
•^That  heart,  with  virtue  s  punest  feelings  warm^ 
— ^That  arm,  the  first  in  battle  and  alarm, 
Still  shield  ihy  country— for  thy  birth  was  fame^ 
And  hitest  agei  shall  adofe  Hiy  name. 

Edinburgh.  A«B. 


S 


STANZAS 

S£NT  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY,  UPON  A  PAtER  KOUNI> 

A  CARNATION. 

BY  THE   LATE   BXV.  BE.  llVSSEL. 


1  HIS  flower,  by  Flora's  hand  array'd, 
See,  what  a  lovely  dress  it.  wears ! 

But  soon  alas !  its  colours  fade. 
And  ey'ry  beauty  disappears. 

Pass  but  a  few  short  hours,  and  all 
Those  charms  our  ravish'd  eyes  behold. 

Shall  into  dusty  atoms  fall, 
And  blend  and  mix  with  common  mould. 

Then  know  this  useful  truth,  my  Fair, 
'  This  moral  learn  from  what  you  see ; 
^uch,  as  this  flow'r  is  now,  you  are. 
Such,  as  'tis  ten  days  henccv  youll  be. 
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SONG 

OP  THE  SPANISH  PATRIOTS  •. 

BT   THE   RET.   J.  VHITEHOtfSS. 


Say,  shall  proud  Gallia^s  tyfant  dam 
Insult  the  land  renown'd  of  old 
,  For  heroes,  in  Earners  proudest  lists  enrolt'd  ? 
Sunk,  and  degraded,  even  beneath 
Those  who  his  chains  opprobrious  wear< 
Shall  Spaniards,  crouching  to  his  thronef| 
The  rights  of  the  Usurper  own  t 
O  no  !  by  heaven  and  earth  we  swear, 
From  Honour's  path  we  ne'er  will  swerre, 
Our  Country's  cause  ne'er  cease  to  serve, 
Our  vows,  our  choice  but  one — Or  libertjl  or  death. 

Not  cur's  the  unhallowM  rage, 
With  bids  Ambition's  sons  engage 
In  ruthless  war :  no  frantic  scheme 
Of  boundless  sway )  no  feverish  dream 
Of  fancied  glory  false  and  vain. 
Tempts  us  to  the  embattPd  plain  : 
Our  Country's  weal,  our  Monarch's  fate. 
Our  swords  are  drawn  to  vindicate ; 

♦  Written  in  Dec.  I8O84 
i>3 
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And  teach  the  insidious  chief  of  Gaul 
Whose  treacherous  acts  project  our  fally 
That  when  resolved  to'  assert  their  rights, 
A  gallant  people,  like  one  man,  unites. 
No  power  on  earth  can  bar  them  of  their  aim,. . 
Oi  in  their  b^soYns  quench  the  heavcn-eti kind  I'd  flame« 

From  the  proud  heights  of  Arragon^ 
Lead  we  our  conquering  legions  on ; 
O'er  Andalusia's  verdant  vales, 
Where  fragrance  scents  the  vernal  gales. 
Where  richest  pastures  stretch  around ; 
O'er  hills  with  ruddy  vineyards  crown'dy 
By  Tejo's  stream,  and  £bro''s  banks. 
We.  march  In  £[rm  Cc^rapacted  ranks^ 
Eager  to  face  the  foe,  and  dare 
His  utmost  fiiry  in  the  war  ! 
Prepared  to  meet  the  battle  shock. 
We  his  vain  threats  and  curses  mock ; 
Driven  back  in  terror  and  dismay, 
l)is  routed  hosts  shall  rue  the  day, 
'When  by  madness  urged  and  guilt, 
;  Our  breth rent's  blood  they  foully  spilt. 
And  aimed  to  crush  us  at  a  stroke. 
And  bend  our  necks  beneath  the  victor-yoke^ 

O,  nevef  shall  Iberia's  name 

High  iiir  honour,  high  \h  fame, 

Be  Aiark'd  with  ignoirtiny  and  shame ; 

Nor  shall  the  blood  of  Spaniards  slaiii 

To  heaven's  tribunal  cry  iu  vain; 

Even  now  the  storm  of  vengeance  loAvcrs, 

And  soon  its  fiercest  bolts  shall  fall. 

Crushing  Ambitions  haughty  towers^ 

And  Gallials  gtiilty  race  appal : 
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Vain  all  their  boasts !-— They  proudly  thought 
To  rule  the  wide-extended  realms  of  earth  ; 
But  soon,  by  dire  experience  taught. 
They  shall  their  arrogance  disclaim, 
And  coise  the  insanity  that  gave  it  birth, 

UnmixM  our  blood  with  spurious  stain^ 
The  brave  descendants  of  a  generous  race, 
With  indignation  and  disdain, 
Spurn  we  every  traitorous  aim 
In  friendship  mask'd,  to  work  us  shame, 
And  on  our  cause  to  stamp  disgrace ; 
What  though,  awhile,  to  sloth  a  prey, 
Our  Country's  genius  dormant  lay ; 
The  spirit  that,  in  elder  times, 
Cherished  virtues,  punish'd  crimes. 
Again  that  spirit  shall  revive  ! 
And  like  our  warlike  chiefs  of  yore, 
To  lofty  Independence  soar ! 
The  feats  of  arms  our  sires  pcrform'd. 
When  by  heroic  ardour  warm*d  ; 
Their  well-tried  valour,  manly  worth', 
That  gave  to  deeds  of  glory  birth. 
Again  in  history's  page  shall  live— 
The  patriotrpassion,  while  its  fires  expand^ 
Shall  purge  our  kingdpm*s  dross  and  purify  the  land. 

Spaniards !  suph  loyal  zeal 
Our  cause  befits ;  we  hasten  to  fulfil 
The  holy  duties  which  oqr  parents,  wives. 
And  children  claim  ;  their  bulwark  and  defence  ! 
The  faithful  guardians  of  their  honour,  lives, 
Ag^ust  the  ^ox\&  of  fraud  and  violence ! 
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first  in  the  field,  and  prompt  to  sl^are 
The  toils  and  dangers  of  the  war; 
Heart  ^nd  bond,  come  op,  we  pry. 
Oar's  be  death  or  victory ! 
Thrice  arm'd  is  be  whose  cause  is  justy. 
In  God's  protecting  power  we  trust, 
Nor  shall  our  hopes  and  vows  be  vain 
To  stem  Oppression's  swelling  floods 
Tbe  ruthless  Tyrant  to  restrain, 
And  check  his  mad  career  of  blood ! 
Fftr,  far  frop^  us  b^  guilt-polluted  hands. 
The  t)|irst  of  interest,  honours,  or  commands, 
With  evVy  selfish  aim. — We  burn  to  prove 
One  pfiotive  sways  ijs  all — Our  Country's  love  ; 
Anxious  her  laws  to  gui^rd,  her  wrongs  redress, 
^\\d  build,  on  freedoim's  base,  the  publip  happiiiess  | 

So  help  us  Heaven ! — ^nd  for  the  fight 
Arm  us  with  thy  own  power  and  migbt 
Si^ch  as  thp  foe  shall  not  withstand  ; 
Avail  him  not  bis  impious  blasphemy  ! 

Q  God  of  hosts  !  to  whom  belonj[;s  , 
To  poise  the  scales  of  victory  and  defeat. 
Give  us,  when  in  the  hostile  r^nk«  we  meet, 
Undaunted  courage,  the  contempt  of  death, 
Ami  constancy  unshaken :  Valiantly, 
Give  us  to  chase  the  base  invaders  hence. 
And  perseverance,  to  pur  latest  breath, 
To  fight,  to  conquer,  in  our  just  defence^ 
An^  deeply  to  reycnge  our  Covintry's  wrongs, 


ELEGY 

WBIXrEV  AT  KIRKSTALL  ABBEY,  Dec.  1809. 


1. 

From  Life's  vain  pageant,  its  tumultuous  fray, 
From  cares  that  harass,  pleasures  that  beguile, 

From  the  gay  beams  of  thought-dispersing  day. 
Receive  me,  mouldVing,  venerable  piUi. 

O !  let  thy  columns  hoar,,  thy  scatter*d  graves. 

Where  sorrow  sleeps,  where  toil  has  reached  his  goal^ 

L.et  these  dim  cloisters,  where  the  rank  grass  waves. 
Diffuse  a  kindred  sadness  o'er  my  soul. 

III. 

Soft  on  thy  tower  the  magic  moonshine  falls. 

Through  rich-wrought  windows  pours  its  silvery  light, 

Flings  their  long  shadows  o'er  the  moss -grey  walls, 
To  grace  the  grandeur  of  advancing  night. 

IV. 

Yes !  thus  that  band,  (record,  my  soul,  the  truth, 

Nor  weave  a  vain,  unprofitable  lay ;) 
To  Heaven,  to  peace,  who  consecrate  their  youth, 

Live  mild  in  age;  live  reverenced  in  decay. 

V. 

Nought  stirs  tlie  silence,  save  the  low-hoard  stream, 
That  ceaseless  rushes  down  the  willowy  vale ; 

Or  pendant  ivy,  tipp*d  with  pale,  soft  gleam, 
Thftt  shakes  its  tendrils  in  the  whisp'ring  gale. 
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VI. 

• 

Ah !  different  once,  loved  haunt,  thy  prouder  days  } 
O'er  these  lone  aisles  what  $acred  footsteps  trQ4 ; 

Oft  from  these  cells  has  hurst  the  voice  of  prai^ ; 
The  faith-wihg'd  wish  has  sought  the  throne  of  God^ 

In  Fancy's  ear  still  tojls  the  vesper  {jejl, 

'Midst  evening's  mildness,  through  ypn  hallowed  gTPvei 
The  choral  hymn,  the  deep-to^i'd  organ's  swell 

Still  waft  tl^'  enthusiast  $oul  to  realms  above. 

VIII. 

And  wheppe  fhose  shadowy  forms  t}iat  glide  f^lon^ 
From  each  )ow  vaults  revisiting  the  gloom  ? 

Dread  not,  my  soul :  'tis  the  departed  throng 
Have  burst  th'  obliyio^s  slumber  of  the  tomb. 

Fled  from  ^  faithless  world,  a  perjured  fair, 
.  8low  strays  |he  nioumer  o'er  his  s^d  retreat ; 
Retum'd  from  Salem's  tpqib,  the  pilgrim  thpre, 
Hangs  up  liis  staff,  ai)4  rcst^  his  way-bruised  feet. 

X. 

Mark  !^  where  the  niur^erer  seeHs  in  holy  hook. 
To  sooth  his  tortur'd  soul  with  accents  Inland ; 

He  cast?  to  Heaven  an  agonized  look,  [hand. 

And  lifts,  then  shudaring  hides,  his  blood-stain'd 

XI. 

Yet  but  a  while  \  and  lo  !  his  feg^rs  are  fled ; 

Charmed  ev'ry  pang,  dispersed  his  anxious  woe; 
Hail'd  the  blest  font,  where  guilt,  though  crimson-red| 

Laved  into  brightness,  mocks  the  drifted  snp\y. 


XII. 

There  trade's  adventurous  son,  from  toils  retired. 
Stills  each  high  passion,  bids  his  wanderings  cease ; 

There  the  scarred  warrior,  once  by  glory  fir'd, 
Asks  but  one  boon ;— to  pass  away  in  peace* 

XIII. 

}<lor  noised,  nor  noticed,  their  departing  days, 
Soft  as  the  sheltered  stream,  in  silence  flow; 

In  heaveOi-bent  thought,  in  penitence  and  praise, 
They^fiod  ^  calm>  the  world  could  ne'er  bestow* 

XIV. 

Ah !  what  that  world  ? — hopes  thwarted,  vain  concerns; 

Mirth's  poison'd.  bowl,  false  friendship's  treacherous 
Soon,  source  of  Good,  the  wearied  soul  discerns   [kiss ; 

Alone  in  ^ce,  contentment,  rapture,  l;>liss« 

XV.      . 

Say,  holy  shades,  were  life's  thin  flame  restor'd, 
Say  would  not  wisdom  prompt  an  earlier  flight; 

The  world  less  prized  :  th'  Eternal  more  adored  ? 
— They  sigh  asscuti  and  vanish  from.  my.  sight.  . 

XVI. 

Yes !  shgll  their  voice  my  wayward  footsteps  bend, 
'*     Yet  not  to  rest,  remote  in  Hermit  cell ; 
To  fight,  not  flee,  my  choice ; — my  post  defend ; 
Act  for  mankii^d ; — with  Heaven's  high  circle  dwell 

XVII. 

And  oft,  at  darkening  eve's  reflective  hour. 
From  cares  that  harass,  pleasures  that  beguile ; 

^tray  to  thy  shade-wrapt  courts,  thy  moss^growo  tower. 
Thy  gloom  and  grandeuri  venerable  pile. 


». 
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LINES 

SACRSD  TO  TIfE  MEMORY  OF  RICHARD 
JAMES  MOIB. 

JFio  departtd  this  Ufe^  July  25,  1810,  tn  the  Tweaikth 
Year  of  his  Age^  and  Ues  interred  in  Nazing  Church, 
Essex* 


Ok  the  dark  yew  too  long  the  lyre  hath  hung, 
And  lefty  unjustly  left,  thy  loss  unsung-*— 
Yet  not  unfelt— for  oft*  our  tears  were  shed, 
Tho  Muse  was  silent-«-but  our  hearts  have  bled! 

Oh  I  early  suinmon'd  from  thi^  lower  sphere, 
T*  enjoy  the  Heav*n  thy  virtues  >von  thee  here ; 
Oh  I  early  snatch'd  in  manhood's  opening  bloom, 
To  the  still  marble  slumbers  of  the  tomb, 
When  we  had  hop'd  to  see  enlarg'd  life's  span. 
Thy  youth  of  promise  ripen  into  man, 
Nor  thought,  cat  I'd  fortli  by  Spring's  deceitful  breath. 
Those  buds  would  feel  the  wint'ry  blast  of  Death. 

My  brother !  joyous  was  thy  morning  scene, 
Ko  clouds  of  care  disturb'd  the  sweet  serene ; 
Hope  p(«>««ing  sraii'd,  and  Nature  kindly  grac'd 
Thy  fpnn  with  beauty,  and  thy  soul  with  taste^ 
Endear'd  to  all  by  worth,  and  manners  kind, 
And  the  rich  knowledge  of  a  vigorous  mind~-« 


45 

No  passions  there  a  whelming  tide  to  roll, 

To  stain  thy  virgin  purity  of  soul, 

But  chiisten'd  wishes,  and  a  temper  even» 

And  piety  that  lifts  the  heart  to  tieaveu.     . 

And  was  thy  noon  o'ercast  f — Oh !  sickness  shed 

Its  bitterest  vial  on  thy  patient  head-— 

Oh  !  long  the  Hydra-houied  fiend  conspired. 

To  mar  the  calm  Religion  had  inspir'd, 

But  tried  in  vain-*for  though  thy  heart  was  rent. 

Unstrung  thy  nerves,  and  all  thy  vigour  spent, 

Thy  anient  love,  thy  native  strength  of  mind. 

Thy  grace,  and  gentleness  yet  staid  behind. 

And  shed  around  thee,  to  Affliction  giv'n, 

The  holy  radiance  of  a  child  of  Heav'n. 

Oh !  can  we  e'er  fc>rget  that  awful  day. 
Ere  the  soul  fled  its  tenement  of  clay, 
When  round  his  bed,  we  wept,  and  knelt,  and  pra/d 
For  that  release  by  Death  so  long  delayed. 
<'  Oh !  I  am  thankful  still,"  the  sufferer  cried, 
•*  Thankful  to  God  for  every  want  supplied— 
^'  For  His  Son's  blood  to  wash  my  sins  away,  . 
^  For  His  own  smiles  that  beam  eternal  day, 
^*  My  God !  my  God !"— <-tbe  len^hening  accents  died| 
But  his  nmek  looks  spoke  what  his  tongas  denied. 
— ^Tis  past^^be  sickly  dream  of  life  is  past. 
And  bis  freed  soul  tastes  happiness  at  last ! 
Yet,  oh!  forgive,  blest  shade,  if  still  we  pine*-* 
Ou^swas  the  loss — the  gain  alone  was  thine: 
Forgive  us  if  awhile  we  dew  with  tears 
The  blighted  promise  of  thy  early  years, 
And  mourn — oh  !  idly  mourn,  we  could  not  save    . 
The  flow'r  that  blossom'd  only  for  the  gtave. 
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EPIGRAM  • 

TO  MY  INFANT. 
trom  the  Latin  rfNiman  Pater^^ 

BT  THB   REV.  MICHAEL  CALAMT« 


Why  so  soon  do  tears  arisie 
Infant !  in  thy  tender  eyes  ? 
Has  fate  presented  to  thv  sight 
M^ery  coeval  with  the  light  f 
Can  shame  attend  a  spotless  life, 
Or  law  perplex^  with  madding  strife  ^ 
No  present  carei  no  future  fear, 
^         No  pangs  of  love  thy.  bosom  tear ; 

Unmock'd  by  Hope's  suspended  vow, 
Unscar'd  by  Poverty's  .dark  brow,  *' 

Perhaps  (too  eloquent  for  me) 
Thy  prescient  eye  my  woes  may  sec ; , 
Or  Fate  alarms  with  sad  presage ; 
Or  sorrows  rise  with  rising  age ; 
Then,  tears  too  early !  oh  delay  !  .    .  . 

Reserve  them  for  a  future  day : 
But  now  my  age's  cordial  live, 
r  And  transport  to  thy  mother  give. 

•  See  Lord  Woodboaselee's  Life  of  Lord  Kamesi  yo{«  L  ^p< 
peQdia»  p.  9.  ,  "  '^ 


45 
MARY. 

A    SONG 


Poor  tho*  my  lot,  yet  sweet  my  fore^ 
Should  thy  dear  hands  the  meal  prepare ; 
My  hut  vrould  be  a  palace  rare. 

If  bles5*d  with  love  and  thee,  Mary* 

No  light  but  from  thy  beamy  eyes, 
Jio  warmth  but  what  thy  love  supplies, 
Ko  music  but  thy  low-breath'd  sighs, 

And  they  shall  thrill  my  soul,  Mary. 

And  when  my  daily  task  is  done, 
And  home  I  hie  at  setting  sun, 
W&at  price  so  bright  was  ever  won 

As  thy  approving  smile,  Mary. 

No  worldly  care  shall  dare  intrude 

To  mar  our  peaceful  solitude. 

No  vice  shall  taint  with  footstep  rude 

The  dwelling  grac'd  by  thee,  Mary. 

And  oh !  if  e'er  by  sickness  prcst 
For  cbme  k  may,  unbidden  guest. 
My  pillow  shall  be  thy  soft  breast, 

.  My  bed  shall  be  thy  arms,  Mary. 

Nor  long  my  soul  with  sorrow  riven, 

For  if  a  tear  of  thine  be  given. 

Like  the  rich  dew-drop  sentfronv  Heaven 

Twould  cheer  my  drooping  heart,  Mary, 
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Thy  tear  Aat's  shed  for  grief  gone?  hjf 
Thy  smile  that  welcomes  coming  joy 
Shall  blend  a  rainbow  to  my  eye^ 

A  pledge  of  peace  to  me,  Mary* 

Thus  smooth  our  lives  will  flow  away. 
While  love  and  virttte  bear  the  sway ; 
Pleasure  shall  crown  each  passing  day. 

Our  nights  be  nights  of  bliss,  Ma>y« 

And  when  I  quit  the  world  and  thee, 
To  sleep  beneath  the  Alder  tree, 
My  latest  breath  a  sigh  shall  hc^ 

A  sigh  to  Love,  and  Thee,  Mary. 

London]  a.  M. 


ON  THE  PICTURE  OF  PLATO^ 

DRAWN  BY  MISS  W. 

Plato,  in  lines  so  strong,  fair  Virtue  drew^ 
That  eV'ry  ej'c  the  lovely  Goddess  knew ; 
Fair  Virtue  now  a  just  return  has  made, 
And  caird  up  Plato  from  th'  Elysian  shade ; 
Again  he  breathes,  again  his  form  appears. 
Safe  from  the  change  of  any  future  years  ; 
Such,  as  in  life  he  shone,  the  same  by  thee 
To  life  restored  the  rev'rend  SagC  we  see. 
"fhy  pencil.  Nymph,  with  Hermes'  rod  may  vie, 
The  dead  it  raises,  makos  the  living  die. 

REV,  DR»  RUSSEt* 
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IMITAnON 


FROM  THE  FRENCH  OP  M.  LE  DUC  DE  NIVSRHOISb 


Through  driving  sleet,  and  drifted  snosfi 
A  pious  Sire  resolv'd  to  go. 

To  pay  his  vows  to  Jove ; 
And  well  I  ween  much  cause  he  had^ 
Of  hope  and  fear,  of  good  and  bad. 

From  the  decrees  above. 

His  sons  were  pressed  and  sent  to  fight| 
A  damn'd  attorney,  wrong  or  right. 

Had  hampered  him  in  law ; 
By  eager  hope  of  gain  aHur'd, 
His  ships  at  sea  were  not  ensur'd. 

His  wife  was  in  the  straw. 

His  weary  steps  the  summit  gain 
Where  high  in  air  uprose  the  fane, 

Rock'd  by  the  wintry  blast ;    . 
Just  as  be  reach'd  the  portals  wide 
An  ancient  friend  his  entmnce  spied,    *> 

And  ask'd  him  why  so  fast  f 


4a  . 

Hiink^st  thoti  the  Gods  have  power  to  grftM 
What  foolish  mortals  wish  and  want, 

In  every  selfish  vow  ? 
As  well  to  Joverthd  worm  might  cry. 
Whilst  the  swift  share  is  passing  by, 

And  bid  him  stop  the  plough. 

.  The  future,  present,  and  the  past, 
-Were  form'd  at  one  Almighty  cast, 

On  one  unchanging  plan. 
Shall  rapid  orbs  that  whirling  pass. 
Shall  the  momrentum  of  the  mass. 

Stop  for  the  insect  Man  ? 

Think'st  thou  ? Indeed  my  friend  not  tf 

I  know  that  mighty  Jove  on  high 

Superior  and  alone^ 
Exempt  from  human  hope  and  fear^ 
Sees  spaceless  time's  eternal  year 

Revolt e  around  his  throne. 

But  man,  in  every  clime  and  age. 
The  saint^  the  savage,  and  the  sage^ 

Whep  urg'd  by  joy  or  care ; 
Helpless,  and  to  the  future  blind, 
Looks  up  to  the  omniscient  mind. 

And  soothes  his  soul  with  prayer* 


Bi*  %¥.%* 


EPIGRAM 

PROM  Tfi£  GREEK^ 


BLESti  he  wl\o  sees ;  who  hears  thee,-  trebly  blest ; 
Thy  kiss  is  Paradise  \  and  Heaven  the  rest. 
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f  • 


ICtiE  WILL  O'  WISP; 


lit  iOSi^Fk  DQWKBS* 


Tkfi  frosty  sky  w»s  brigfit  aiid  stiii| 
. ,  Tke  Winter  moon  shone  clearly, 
l*wd  lovers  roam'd  o'er  heath  and  hill 
That  Idtig  had  lov'd— find  dearly. 

The  blast  blew  chill,  and  'neatli  their  feei 
,,  The  snow  in  hills  was  driven ; 
Tet  pKst  to  them  those  moments  sweet. 
As  'neath  a  siimmer-heiivelu 

Kow  at  the  lonely  Coitdge  ddof 
Th^  stood— ^in  niurmiirs  telling, 

And  IbokS)'  that  spoke  than  language  iilore^ 
What  at  the  heart  was  swelling* 

But  they  must  part^the  youth  again 
Must  tread  the  wild  h^ath  ov6r, 

Fbr  Patty's  sire  would  hear  with  pain 
The  whisper  of  a  lover. 

For  she  who  had  it's  day-star  been 

Had  left  his  bosom  lonely ; 
Had  inourhful  made  Life's  evmuiig  scene  n 
He  liv'd  in  Patty  only. 
VOL,  vu«  s 
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For  sBe,  when  on  his  wither'd  face 

Her  eye  it's  light  directed. 
The  moon  of  his  benighted  days. 

Her  parentis  smile  reflected. 

She  seldom  from  the  cottage  strayM, 
Save  when,  at  Lovers  entreating. 

Hid  in  a  welKknown  hawthorn'^  shade^ 
Her  shepherd  lover  meetrng. 

And  there  she  sung  in  sununer  day»y 
While  he,  enamour'd  leaning, 

On  those  soft  eyes  would  fondly  gaze 
That  beam'd  with  tenderest  meaning* 

^  Let's  meet  to-morrow,  love,'*  said  he^ 
'^  And,  when  thy  father's  dseaming,. 

A  taper  shall  my  signal  be. 

Across  the  white  heath  streaming.'* 

**  Farewell,"  she  said  with  glistening  eycj^ 
**  But  come,"^  she  whi*per'd  sighing, 

"  Oh  come — or  I  shall  see  you  lie 
Beneath  the  snow-hills  dying. 

Sb^ll  hear  your  groan  o£  dying  p^in. 
In  dreams  of  death  and  sorrow — 

I'll  never  sing^  to  you  again. 
If  you  forget  to*morrow  T' 

•*  Farewell !"  they  whisper'd  mournfulfy,- 

Reluctant  still  to  sever  ^ 
Their  looks  reverting  with  a  ^gh, 

As  if  it  were  for  ever. 

The  morrow  came ;  tlie  snow-clouds  vaslr 
Gloom'd  all  the  wJ^ite  world  over^ 

As  Patty  ey'd  the  disQal  waste, 
And  trembled  for  her  ]over» 
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And  oft  she  ventured  from  the  cot, 

Returning  numb'd  and  weeping  ; 
And  wish'd  for  once  her  words  forgot^ 

And  he  in  safety  sleeping. 

Hark  !  a  shrill  sound — it  thrills  her  blood ; 

«  Oh  'tis  the  dead-^fcU  ringing  •  ;'' 
Twas  only  midst  the  icy  wood 

Far  off,  the  night  wind  singing. 

There  lost  in  snow  did  Colin  roam, 

All  wonder'd  why  he  tarried ; 
Thence  to  his  anxious  wife  and  home, 

His  purple  corpse  was  carried. 

And  Hariy  must  that  wood-way  tread. 

When  Cfolin  died  'tjwas  lighter ; 
Her  anxious  heart  beats  quick  with  dread  ; 

Her  very  breathings  fright  her !  * 

''  Hea/n's  grace !  who  groans  so  long  and  deep  ^ 
What  breathless  terrors  fraught  her ! 

Hark !  'tis  her  father's  voice  in  sleep, 
"  Oh  Patty  !  oh  ray  daughter, 

"  Farewell !"  it  ceas'd — the  cricket  sung ; 

Biit  still  she  listen'd  quaking,  ^ . 

So  dismally  the  accents  rung ; 

When  lo  !  th'  horizon  streaking, 

Glad  sight,  a  little  lonely  star, 

Love's  beacon  light  advancing^ 
It's  long  long  line  of  radiance  far 

Across  the  white  heath  glancing* 

TheJ)eftd-bell  is  an  imaginarv  sound  which  superstition  in 
:  countries  supposes'  to  be  hea^d  by  survivors  at  he  d«ath  of  a 


some  countries  supposes' 
friead  or  relative* 
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£iif  liark !'  sf^ln— <<  ivhat  wake  rid  n4T&ft 
My  chilfl— my  child — what  never? 

Oh  let  me  look  again  before 
You  shut  the  lid  for  ever !" 

^*  How  dismal  V  sigh'd  her  heart  appalPiFy' 
"  And  yet  he  is  but  sleeping;** 

And  tho'  that  light  to  rfeiptilre  caird. 
She  left  the  cottage  weeping. 

The  wi Ads  that  from^  the  mountains  bkw,' 
Benumbed  the  beauteous  rover ; 

Her  drowsy,  eye  sArce  holds  in  vieity 
The  beacon  of  her  lover. 

Within  the  cot,  now  seen  no  more. 
Death's  watch  all 'night  was  beating  j^ 

The  bird  of  darkness  hovered  o'er, 
And  shrieked  portentous  greetings 

Who's  he  that  tomfistHrougtt  the  snows^^ 
His  needful  sliim Hers  scorningfj 

His  silver  hairs  all  stiff  and  froze, 
Before  a  glimpse  of  morning  ? 

Oh  I  'tis  a  tender  father's  tear, 
His  furrow'd  cheek  o'erflowing  J' 

'Tis  for  his  child,  his  only  dear. 
He  bravts  the  blast  keen  biowitig. 

And  who  is  he  that  alLthe  nfjght 
Has  search'cithe  heath  all  over, 

Fale  as  a  death  shroud  with  affright  K 
Oh  Patty !  'tis  thy  lover; 

"  Tve  search'd"  he  to  the  father  calls, 
**-rve  search'd  where  you  are  going,**'' 

As  feeble  o'er  the  furze  he  falls. 
Beneath  the  snowdrifts  |p:owihg^ 
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^"Oh  I  have  ha^l  a  fearful  drean^ 

I  call'd,-!!--!  rose, — :I  sought  her*} 
I  only  heard  the  pwlet  scream ; 

Oh  Harry — ^where's  my  daughter  ?* 

>^^  I  cannot  tell,''  he  wildly  cried> 
*'  Last  night,  the  snows  descending  \ 

For  safety  to  the  mountaiif^  side. 
My  flocks  I  was  intending. 

**  And  from  iha^  trlealc  and  dismal  hei^t 

A  blue  light  l  discoyei^'d ; 
Where  da  the  Ipncly  heath  all  night. 

The  Jack  a  lanthorn  hovei''d. 

"  And  then  a  voice,  a9  from  the  hill, 

I  heard  my  name  repeating ; 
iOh  !  on  my  very  heartstrings  still 

The  smother'd  sound  seems  beating* 

^  Th'  abrupt  wild  cry  of  JLife's  last  breathy 

The  farewell  soh  re^m1)led  ^ 
^y  watch-4^£  hea^d  the  soyud  of  death. 

And  starting  howPd  and  trembled. 

^^  Oh  1  was  panic  struck  an^  cold, 

I  thought  upon  your  daughter, 
Tour  door  unclosed  her  absence  told^ 

And  I  all  night  have  sought  her*'' 

Alas !  th,^t  mountain  echo  near 

A  fenny  ^ulph  lay  cover'd  ^ 
He  knew  not  tbis — ^nor  knew  ,tha,t  there. 

That  fatal  light  had  hover'd. 

*  It  is  Dsaal  for  shepherds  in  heavy  fal|«  of  SQowy  to  driyf 
fte  fl9ck9  to  hilly  iUoatioBSf  to  avoid  the  4ri^  of  the  va^s^ 
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But  darkly  on  the  father's  mind 
It  rush'd,  and  hope  was  bftnishM ; 

He  spoke — and  swifter  than  the  wind 
The  frantic  lover  ranish'd. 

Soon  from  afar, — ^**  turn  back  thy  head  !'* 

A  voice  exclaim'd  in  horror ; 
The  youth  rush'd  past  with  Patty  dead. 

And  to  the  cottage  bore  h(Er. 

And  stretch'd  her  on  the  hearth,  ey'n  yet    ., 

Not  quite  of  life  despairing ; 
But  froze  were  those  blue  veins,  and  set 

'ITie  glaz'd  eye  ghastly  staring. 

Ah  mourner  grey !  tbo'  sad  the  change, 

Gaze  not  mistrustful  o'er  her ; 
Though  sunk  those  charms,  now  grimly  strangQ; 

Beneath  a  cloud  of  horror, 

It  is  that  blooming  creature  fair, 

Jjong  cherish'd  on  thy  l)Osom  ; 
Flow'r  of  it's  warmth,  thy  evening's  star^^ 

Thy  winter's  cheering  blossom  ! 

The  harden'd  sexton  learnt  to  sigh. 

The  placid  corpse  outlaying. 
And  children  wipM  the  artless  eye. 

Her  coffin's  plate  surveying. 

The  sire  look'd  down  her  mansion  cold. 

Despair  of  tears  bereft  him, 
He  stood  upon  her  burial  mould ; 

Despair  alone  was  left  liim. 

But  Harry  'midst  the  group  was  not. 
That  round  her  grave  was  sighing  s 

Far  from  his  home,  and  native  '^pot, ' 
A  maniac  he  was  flying. 
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Far  and  more  far  bis  lonely  flight 

He  keeps,  no  tie  remaining; 
The  village  hears  his  voice  by  night,  - 

Amidst  the  woods  complaining. 

And  there,  when  'midst  it's  lonely  haunts 
The  moon*light  sleeps  in  mildness, 

All  night  her  favourite  song  he  chaunts. 
In  melancholy  wildness. 

For  oft  he  hea.rs  her  whisper  there. 

His  solitude  beguiling ; 
He  tells  you  from  what  beauteous  star. 

He  saw  her  spirit  smiling. 

And  he  too  smiles — but  in  his  eye 
'Tis  like  a  tomb-light  burning; 

That  form  in  spring-tide  vigour  high 
Is  fast  to  dust  returning. 

Lonely  of  heart,  and  wild  of  brain, 
Death's  worm  is  in  his  bosom ; 

Hailry  shall  never  see  again, 
The  sunimer  heath-flower's  blossom* 


EPITAPH, 


liEitB  lies,  consigned  to  native  dqst,  a  youth 
Of  softest  manners,  and  unblemish'd  truth, 
Who  knew  no  vice,  no  wayward  courses  ran*, 
A  friend  mature,  tho'  not  advanced  to  man ; 
Puteous,  sincere,  in  ev'ry  act  approv'd. 
But  ah  I  how  early  from  our  hopes  reniov'd  \ 
Vet  call  we  not  that  life  too  short  a  stay, 
\|fl|Qse  virtues  ga^i^'d  him  ^n  eternal  day. 
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Let  us  now  change  our  stile,  and  quit  Satire,  my  Muse^ 

?re  are  badly  '^rftploy'd  wh^n  We  others  abuse ;    '      '  * 
o  an  author  'tis  fate,  be  the  man  whom  he  will, 
And  the  ill  said  of  pfbo^  produces  but  ill : 
Oft*  a  Koiet,  by  r&ige  for  detra;ction  mi^ledy 
\Vhile  he  seel^  for  applause,'  brings*  disgrace  on  his  head  \ 
And  t^e  jest  which  to  pleasure  the  reader  was  tneant,^ 
Has  oft'  giv'n  to  its  author  just  cause  to  repent. 
*  A  dull  panetfyric,  an  eulogy  cold,  "' 
On  the  bookseHe'r^  Bhelf  rbts  in  quiet  unsold ; 
Of  Reviewers  it  heeds  not  the  cKticism  just,    ' 
And  has  nothing  to  fear'biit  this  book  Worm  and  dust: 
But  the  arch  sneering  bard,  who  our  laughter' excites, 
Vi^hoth  we  blame  as  we  read,  and  yet  read  all  he  writes; 
T^hile  his  fit  lasts,  thjnk^  Ucens'd  each  freedbm  he  takes; 
And  of  those  who  laugh  with  him  oft  enemies  ma^es*  ' 
A  discourse  too  sincere  is  stiU  sure  to  displease,    ' 
XtLch  thii^s  in  the  glass  his  owh  image  he  sees  t 
And  the  man  who  while  reading  delighted  appears 
yrith  your  verse,  in  liis  heart  both  detests  yoU  and  fears« 
*Tis  in  vain  then,  my  muse,  yout  hiand  itches  to  wtite," 
And  if  we  must  rhyme,  let  us  praises  indite ; 
]>t  us  seek  for  some  hero  ot  virtue  sublime  * 
M^Jtio  our  incense  deservesi  and  is  worthy  our  rbyme» 


\ut  in  vain  ,to  this  effort  I  strain  all  my  wit, 
can  ne'er  find  unc  rhyme  for  encomium  that's  fit 
Ach  jthought  I  bestow  but  encreases  my  pain, 
in  vafn  bite  my  nails,  and  my  head  beat  in  vain; 
'rom  my  brain's  deep  recess  I  can  nothing  retail 
Biit  some  rhymes  still  more  forc'd  thaii  those  of  Li^ 

Pucelle; 
Fm  like  one  on  die  rack,  and,  to  thwart  my  design. 
In  resistance  my  pen,  and  my  paper  combine : 
But  if  Satire's  the  theme,  I  succeed  to  my  mind^ 
And  'tis  then  that  my  strength  as  a  Poet  I  find. 
Phoebus,  soon  as  I  open  my  lips,  hears  my  pray'r, 
And  my  words  stand  arrang'd  without  trouble  or  care. 
If  a  wish  to  pourtray  a  great  knave  I  should  feel,    . 
Without  pausing  a  moment,  I  write — Raumcnille; 
If  a  fool  who  in  folly's  superior  to  all, 
kly  pen  at  the  end  of  the  verse  finds  Sofal ; 
And  I  feel  that  with  Genius  my  mind  is  on  ^re. 
If  a  poor  poetaster  to  paint  I  desire. . 
IHy  rhymes  like  a  torrent  the  paper  o'erfiow^ 
And  Piernn,  and  PcUetier,  instantaneously  shew ; 
Bonnecorse,  Titreville,  Colletet,  and  Pradon ; 
And  a  thousand  I  find,  where  I  sought  but  for  one. 
I  in  triamph  exult,  and  in  secret  my  Muse, 
With  herself  quite  delighted,  her  labours  pursues* 
nns  in  vain,  in  the  height  of  poetical  rage. 
To  myself  I  oft  times  whisper  maxims  most  sage; 
'Tis  in  vain  I  would  favour  at  least  shew  to  one,    ' 
For  my  mischievous  pen  will  give  quarter  to  none; 
And  when  phrenzy  poetic  the  niast'ry  has  gain'd, 
Thro*  the  sieve  of  keen  Satire  each  object  is  stmin'd. 
Yet  to  favour  true  merit  I  ever  delight, 
And  a  coxcomb  could  never  find  grace  in  my  sight ; 
But  I  still  \xw%  him  down  as  a  hound  does  his  pfrey^ 
And  as  $6oh  as  I  find  him  I  keep  him  at  bay. 


•  •  i< 


58 

In  fine,  not  to  waste  on  such  nonsense  my  time. 
To  the  tail  of  some  words  I  can  tag  a  fit  rhyme ; 
Oft  an  arch  piece  of  prose  I  in  rhyme  have  exprest. 
For  in  aughl  if  I'm  good,  'tis  at  that  I  am  best. 
Thus  whether  untimely,  by  Fate's  stern  decree. 
In  his  flight  cruel  death  should  pounce  down  upon  me. 
Or  a  long  happy  life  to  my  wish  heav'n  should  yield. 
Or  in  Paris  or  Rome,  in  the  City  or  Field, 
Tho'my  Muse  should  thereby  the  whole  universe  spite. 
Poor  or  rich,  gay  or  sad,  I  still  verses  will  write. 
Poor  wit,  you  will  say,  how  thy  case  I  bewail, 
Let  thy  sad  ebullitions  no  longer  prevail ;  [crime. 

And  beware  lest  some  wretch,  thou  hast  lash'd  for  his 
In  thy  blood  should  extinguish  thy  ardor  for  rhyme. 
What!  when  Horace,  who  copied  Lucilius's  stile, 
Breath'd  in  witty  lampoons  his  redundance  of  bile; 
And  fair  Virtue  avenging,  in  Satire  sublime, 
Unmask'd  every  vice  that  prevail'd  in  his  time ; 
Or  when  keen  witty  Juvenal,  laughing  at  all, 
From  his  pen  pouring  torrents  of  wormwood  and  gall, 
In  his  wrath  the  whole  city  of  Rome  did  offend. 
Did  either  of  these  meet  a  tragical  end  ? 
What  have  I  the^  to  fear  from  so  idle  a  strain, 
Whilst  unknown  both  my  name  and  poetical  vein ; 
'  While  my  rhymes  in  attempting  to  rival  Montrcuil, 
Ne'er  the  Magazine's  page,  with  impunity  swell  ? 
'Tis  with  pain  I'm  prevail'd  on  to  read  them  when  teiz'd. 
To  amuse  some  old  friend  who  with  Satire  is  pleas'd. 
Who  may  flatter,  perhaps,  and  with  treacherous  glee 
Laugh  aloud  at  my  work,  and  in  secret  at  me. 
In  fine !  'tis  my  pleasure,  I  cannot  refrain, 
Tho'  I  cannot  speak  well,  I  my  tongue  can't  restrain ; 
And  the  moment  a  pleasant  thought  comes  in  my  head[ 
I  can  ne  er  be  at  rest  'till  'tis  written  or  said ; 
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I  resist  not  the  torrent  that  bears  me  away : 
But  enough— out  of  breath  I  must  here  end  my  lay. 
And  my  hand  quite  fatiguM  must  relinquish  my  pen, 
But  to  morrow,  my  Muse — wc  11  resume  it  again. 

Br*     W^»    W^« 


VERSES  TO  A  VERY  YOUNG  LADY. 


O  Caroline,  O  Caroline, 

O  thou  hast  stol'n  this  heart  of  mine* 

O  Caroline,  O  Caroline, 

'Twas  not  the  lustre  of  thine  eync. 

That  stole  this  foolish  heart  of  mine* 

O  Caroline,  O  Caroline, 

'Twas  not  thy  form,  so  slim  and  fine, 

That  stole  this  foolish  heart  of  mine. 

TTis  not  thy  form,  'tis  not  thy  face. 

Nor  magic  voice,  nor  wh,  nor  grace, 

But  something  in  which  all  combine 

To  steal  this  foolish  heart  of  mine. 

Tis  mirth,  'tis  humour,  fancy,  whim. 

In  every  look,  in  every  limb, 

In  every  accent  sweet  of  thine. 

Which  steal  my  heart,  O  Caroline ! 

O,  L.  8* 
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LINES 


IfTKIITEN  AT  RICHMONB^ 


|IT  TKK  EIQHT  BOX.  JO^K   PHILPOT  CURRAF: 


Ji.v.Ji).        I      .....  i 


On  the  ^ame  spot  where  weepins  Thornton  pai^ 
The  l«il  ead  tribute  to  his  Talbofs  shade, 
An  humble  Muse,  by  food  remembrance  led. 
Bewails  the  absent  where  he  mourned  the  dead. 
]^or  differs  much  the  subject  of  the  strainy 
KVhetheir  of  DeiUh  ,or  Absence  we  complain  ; 
Wliether  we're  sunder  d  by  the  final  scene, 
Pr  envious  seas  disjoining  roll  between. 
Absence,  the  ,dire  effect,  is  still  the  same^ 
And  Heath  and  Distance  differ  but  in  name* 
Yet  sure  they're  different  if  the  peaceful  grave 
From  ^lu^t^  thougl^f  Us  low  laid  tenant  save  ! 
Alas !  my  friend,  were  Providence  inclined, 
In  unrelenting  wrath  to  human  kindl, 
To  take  back  every  blessing  that  she  gave, 

from  the  wide  ruin  she  would  Memortf  save; 
or  Memory  still,  with  more  than  Egjfpfs  art 
Embalming  every  grief  that  wounds  the  heart; 
&\tf  at  the  altar  she  had  rais'd  to  woe, 
And  ieeds  the  source  whence  tears  must  ever  flow. 

,  I    .  ..    .  >  s     .       ...  .     .  ......        .  ....      .  r     .V  s 
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STANZAS 

Addressed  to  tie  Right  Reverend  Thomas  Lord  Bishop  ^ 
DromorCf  Jamnr^  ^  1%\U 

BY  THE   REVEaENiy  H*.  BOYV. 


No^  tH^'  if'iAt  Havoe  of  the  year  b  past  t 
Like  a  retiring'  Host  *  it  spread  amr 

Of  Nature's  works  a  ihelJEiiicnoly  wdste, 
And^  spoils  of  Spring  and  Life  the  ruin'shai^* 

While  prone,  tbtrestrial  ihidd^  desponding  pofe 
On  the  dull  soil,  aiid  d):eam  the  parting  soul^- 

Like  withering  vegetationi  liV(^  Ho  morei 
Bat  finds  beneath  the  clod  its  final  goal  ; 

And  sensual  wassailers,  like  Circe's  crew, 
Combine  in  deep  oblivious  flood  to  drowns 

The  heavenly  sparic,  content  if  Spring  renevT 
The  draught  of  Comus  and  the  rosy  crown  ;' 

And  mole-eyed  Sophists,- when  the  mortal*  fortaft 
The  time-worn  mark  of  passing  yeartf  displaysyi' 

Contend  that,  in  the  reverend  sage  and  worm^- 
The  vital  spirit  with  its  dust  decays ; 

Sceptic,  thaf  venerable  form  behold, 
To  common  eye^  it  bears  the  marks  of  time  ^' 

Tet  the  free  spirit,  active,  undontroll'dt 
Still  shews  its  native  energy  sublime*/ 

^  SinOie  frcna  DnYiea. 
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Yes,  there  are  beams  that  pierce  the  cloudy  vest 
Of  this  damp  clime,  from  no  material  light 

Derived,  which  round  a  steady  splendour  cast, 
From  Heaven  sent  down  to  banish  mental  night* 

Time  on  the  heaven-aspiring  soul  bestows 
New  lu&tre,  and  improves  her  beauty  still ; 

Years  pass,  but  in  eternal  youth  she  glowsj 
Like  her  that  nectar  to  the  Gods  did  fill. 

While  her  existence  lasts,  she  feeds  on  truths 
The  more  she  feeds  h(*r  energies  improve  > 

And  energy  in  her  is  endless  youth, 
Eternal  rapture  and  Eternal  love. 

Now  Sceptic,  look  once  more,  is  that  a  soul 
To  fleet  in  vapour,  or  in  dust  to  lie; 

In  good  more  active  as  more  near  the  Goal, 
As  nature  wakes  beneath  a  dawning  sky* 

Likfe  *  the  young  prophet  erst  by  Tigris*  flood. 
Beheld  the  giant  form  of  empire  shook 

Without  a  breath,  and,  where  aloft  it  stood. 
Without  a  hand  in  thousand  fragments  broke ; 

Thus  thro'  religion's  medium  pure  he  sees 

Monarchs  deposed,  and  thrones  in  ruin  hurl'd^ 

And  from  the  reliques  fonning  by  degrees 
The  beauteous  fabric  of  a  nobler  world. 

Hail  him  !  ye  parents,  for  that  youthful  train^ 
Refin'd  by  him  from  torpid  sloth  and  sin ; 

Witness  you  hamlets  round  yon  solemn  fane, 

Which  peace  protects,  while  virtue  dwells  therein. 

•  See  Dan.  Chap.  ii. — It  is  hoped  that  this  comparison  will  not 
be  thought  extravagant:  the  author  only  meant  to  express  that 
when  the  lights  of  Scripture  and  of  reason  are  compared  by  a  mind 
replete  with  knowledge  and  matured  by  time, «« liis  old  experience 
may  attain  to  somewhat  like  prophetic  strain.'' 
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And  when  yon  liamlets,  and  yon  solemn  fane. 
Are  passM  away  as  if  they  ne'er  liad  been, 

These  shall  their  genuine  feature  still  retain. 
The  deathless  inmates  of  a  nobler  scene. 

Hail  him,  ye  Muses,  on  that  sacred  height 
Where  palm  and  laurel  mix  their  friendly  shade ; 

There  from  your  airy  seats  ye  oft  would  li^t. 
And  prompt  his  musings  in  the  flow'ry  glade. 

Ye  that  have  shared  the  bounties  of  his  hand. 
Hail  bim — but  faltering  notes  can  never  sing 

What  the  heart  feels ;  else  Fancy  would  expand 
Aloft  a  more  than  Pegasean  wing.  ii.  b. 


EPITAPH  ON  HIS  WIFE. 

BY  DK.  JORTIN. 
TRAKSlATED    mOM   THE    LATIlT. 

0  THAT  the  cruel  Fates  whose  iron  sway. 

In  beauty's  prime,  my  Pceta  snateh'd  away*; 

Me  too  would  summon  to  the  fatal  shore 

Where  Phoebus'  beams  would  glad  my  eyes  no  more; 

That  in  the  tomb  by  her  I  might  repose 

My  lifeless  corse,  and  rest  from  all  my  woes ; 

But  you  my  love  beware  the  noxious  draught 

Of  Lethe's  numbing  stream,  and  leave  unquaff'd 

Oblivion's  bowl ;  preserve  within  thy  miiid 

The  thoughts. of  him  whom  thou  hast  left  behind; 

Who  soon  will  follow ;  for  the  torch  of  Love 

llie  darkness  of  the  journey  shall  remove. 

X.  Y. 


^ 


Lines 

io  A  LADY  VERY  FEARFUL  OF  THUNDlA 
At  tHB  LATE  REV.   DR;  RtJSftEt^ 


-*f!-*f 


SxTy  whence  this  sudden  chill,  my  tiitf 
When  thunder  rattles  through  the  air  ? ' 
Why  quits  your  blood  each  distant  part^ 
And  hastes  to  guard  the  laboring  heart  f 
Why  all  this  shiv'Hng,  pafitJng,  tryJftg,' 
This  something  little  less  than  dying  f 
If  wretches,  stain'd  with  deadly  sin. 
Quake  alt  the  worm,  that  gna\Vs  within  | 
If  savage  Tyrants  trembling  fly, 
And  think  the  fate^  they  merit,  nigh ; 
If  treach'rous  statesmen,  who  have  sold 
Their  Cotintry  and  their  God  for  gold. 
Are  by  this  solemn  Sound  disniay'd, 
And  dread  his  wrath,  they've  disobey'd  9 
Yet  wny  does  my  Eliza  fear. 
What  only  should  the  wicked  scare? 
The  flash  that  strikes  the  villain  dead, 
Is  taught  to  spare  the  guiltless  head ; 
Qr  should  by  this  the  virtuous  die, 
Twere  but  01^  lightning's  wings  to  flyy 
And  gaiti  with  greater  speed  theix  sky.* 


\ 
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*tTHE  FrttSf  DAY  OF  RAlJr 


AFTBR  A  LONG  DROUGHT; 


•  \ 


BY   MRU.  IB  KOtK^ 


f 


A  sAttotIr  edrt)  veiU  Ndtiire  o'eri 

No  friendly  moisture  giv'n ; 
And  parching  meads  in  vain  iroploro 

Refreshing  drops  of  Heav'n  ; 
The  thirsty  Earth  feach  streamlet  drains. 
And  yawns^  and  opes  her  famish'd  veins 

Sad,  o'er  the  barren  lawn  and  heath. 

The  lowing  cattle  stray, 
t^ick  the  Tftnk  nettle,  or  beneath 

Dried  leaves  that  streW  their  vmy  t 
Fov  Siinimer's  mantle  tamishM^  torni 
He  shakes  it  from  him,  as  in  scorn* 

Fair  Flora  weeps  her  chaplets  gfly  ; 

The  roses  wont  to  greet, 
The  blooming  .€k>ddess  on  her  way, 

Untimely  strew  her  feet ; 
Yet  shorter  ii  their  short-liVd  doom, 

Alfis !  diey  withei  ese  they  blaoa# 
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Sad  Zephyr  skims  the  garden  Tontiif 

And  o'er  his  fav'rites  grieves, 
And  faintly  sighs  with  plaintive  soun4 

'Mong  scathed  flowers  and  leaves  ;' 
Tir'd  bees  unwonted  distance  roam, 
And  bring  but  half  their  lading  home* 

While  Nature  burns  throughout  her  frame. 

And  vapours  taint  the  air. 
Can  Man  alone  exemption  claim 

From  ills,  all  else  must  share  f 
Ah,  No !  he  feels  her  ev'ry  pain, 
LiiikM  in  the  universal  chain. 

—But  soft ! — the  welcome  show'rs  arrive, 
— How  drinks  the  gladden'd  soil  I— 

— How  the  flow'rs  breathe— the  plants  revive^ 
How  the  gay  pastures  smile ! — 

And  Man  reviving  with  the  earth. 

Inhales  new  health,  new  joy,  new  birth ! 

But  ah  !  in  vain,  for  such  whose  pow'ra 

In  lingering  pain  decay. 
In  vain  kind  Heav'n  its  pity  show'irs. 

And  freshon'd  breezes  play ; 
In  vain  the  grateful  earth  replies, 
And  breathes  her  incense  to  the  skies^ 

They  may  not  trace  the  silver  stream. 

Along  its  winding  way. 
Nor  wander  at  the  setting  beam. 

To  hail  declining  day-i 
For  Ev'ning^  8igh»  borne  on  the  breeze, 
5o  sweet  |a  iiealUi,  were  Death  to  these !— 
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ODE 


on  THS  BBATtt  OF  OSN^RAL  ROMilTi. 


at  MkovKssoK  aicBAavsov* 


t. 

Lo  t  in  tliat  isle,  girt  by  the  Scandiah  WHsre^ 
ftomanay  with  his  bold  Iberians,  brave 
Their  Gallic  foe.    Behold  them  bare 
Theit  manly  bosoins !  "  We  will  die,"  tbcfy  sweajh^ 
"  Will  shield  atid  save  our  native  land,  or  die."—* 
The  patriot  oath  was  heard,  and  regbterd  on  high* 

IL 

Tb«t  d^y»  id  pt^ence  of  th^  Almighty  mind| 
With  holy  awe,  the  Genius  of  mankind, 

Rang*d  in  the  radiant  cotirts  of  Heaven 
With  those  to  whom  the  gracious  charge  Was  gliren 
Of  other  sprlendid  orbs^  with  ardent  gaze, 
Keim'd,  as  it  x^oU'd  afar,  his  own  fair  planet  blaio. 

t2 
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III, 

And  upward  as  th*  unusual  radiance  flow's. 
The  conscious  rapture  of  his  bosom  glow*d. 

While  shouts  of  many  nations  came, 
And  loud  and  clear  amid  the  vast  acclaim. 
The  recent  blazon  of  th'  Iberian  race 
Rose  thro'  tke  starry  spheres  of  ifttermediate  spa^e. 

IV. 

The  solemn  ofith  wa*  tdgfster'd  on  high  f 
And  rising,  thro'  Iberia's  troubled  sky, 

By  flame-ma n'd  coursers  drawn,  behold 
Romana  wafted  in  a  car  of  gold  ! 
Whose  corruscations  bright  as  they  ascend, 
With   lighl'ning's   flashing  wide   ii'om   Heaven^s  &ig& 
portal  blend:. 

V. 

And  lof  while  foosc  his  raven  tresses  fly, 
With  the  dark  lustre  of  an  eagle  eye, 
Thy  Genius,  by  th*^  unfolded  gate. 
With  helm  and  spea^,  Iberia  1  deigns  to  wait, 
And  greet  the  stranger. — But,  "  retutn,"  he  sayiy, 
Nof  yet  a  while  enjoy  thy  meed  of  full-earn'd  praisTr 
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"  While  othfer  warriors  in  the  ntorsliard  fields   ''*» 
"  With  patriot  zeal,  and  virtuous  ireimpeU'd^ 
•    **  Hurl  their  loud  veng^ncfe  on  the  foe, 
"  TiH  the  ted  flood-gates  of  the  battle  flow; 
**  Be  thine  a  loftier  holier  ttfsk  f  descend, 
Inspii^i  i^id  with  thdr  spirits,  let  thy  ^tiX  i>3jeodU 
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VII. 

••  Go,  reinforce  them  if  their  fires  relent, 
"  ChiU'4  ,by  disaster,  or  uaduly  speut 

"  la  rash  atchievement.     Go,  impart 
'^  The  wisdom  of  thine  own  sagacious  heart ; 
**  And  deeply  let  these  truths  their  minds  impress, 
"  No  sloth  can  win,  no  rashness  shall  cputroul, 
"  But  wise^  and  manly  perseverance,  sole, 
^  With  th'  aid  of  iJoAv^n,  shall  earn,  and  ratify  sue- 


cess/' 


Vlfl. 


Nor  shall  the  Ctmbriaii  isle  no  fame  obtain, 
That  saw  Romana  rouse  the  wrath  of  Spain. 

Tho'  cold  beneath  a  northern  clime, 
Veil'd  with  gray  mists,  and  hoar  with  frosty  rime, 
With  scant  and  transient  grace  thy  fields  display 
The  ehearful  bloom  of  summer's  fair  array. 
Yet,  Funen,  shall  thy  little  island  claim 
Distinction,  henceforth  class'd  with  lands  of  antient 
name* 

IX. 

**  1  saw/'  the  future  traveller  will  relate, 

"W^en,  Tycho's  isle  that  crowns  the  Baltic  strait, 

"  And  Hamlet's  famous  Elsinore, 
"  Hafnia's  fair  city,  Zealand's  verdant  shore, 
*'  Contrasted  with  the  mountainous  array 
"  That  Swedeland's  rocks,  iu  gloomy  pomp,  display, 
**  And  Funen,  dear  to  freedpm,  where  a  band 
•*  Of  patriots  vow'd  to  die,  or  free  their  native  land."   . 
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TQ  A  BEAUTIFUL  BEGGAR  • : 

(S^pposeft  to  haoe  been  written  by  a  Qierk  to  a  Magistrate^ 

WKOU   THE   SPANISH   OF   CEETAJfTTES. 


G09  beautiful  beggar,  depart  from  this  door. 
Here  charity  dwells  not ;   tis  shut  on  the  poor* 
The  wretched,  with  age  and  with  sickness  decayMy 
Scarcely  pick  up  a  crumb  when  the  dogs  have  been  fedf 
But  thy  youth  and  thy  healthi  thro-  thy  rags  as  they 

smile. 
Pronounce  thee  unwilling  yet  able  to  toil. 
Thy  you),h  find  thy  health  that  with  rapture  I  see,; 
Through  thy  n^  and  thy  dirt,  as  they  beam  upoi^ 

me— ^ 
Those  lips  asking  kisses,  those  love*darting  eyes— 
Ah.!  bow  will  they  speak  to  the  old  and  the  wise  ?— r 
I  am  young,  and  tho'  cold  and  insensible  thought, 
I  feel  I  can  pity,  by  loveliness  taught : 
But  what  are  my  feelings,  my  pity,  my  love ! 
Oh !  pajrdozf  a  lariguage  you  may  not  approve-^ 

•  #•##• 
f  f  #  •  *  f 

SAAVSPRA. 

f  Th^se  versf  s  were  intended  for  insertion  in  a  tratislatioi^  of 
{Cervantes'^  novel  oif  tlie  Gituiilla.  The  girl  is  supposed  to  reac^ 
them  to  a  party  of  young  men  (before  whom  she  appeared  with 
the  company  of  gypsies,  to  whicn  she  belonged)  as  a  specimen  of 
what  productions  her  charms  had  given  rise  to.  One  of  the  young 
mei),  ont  of  jealousy,  snatche*  them  eut  of  htr  hands  before  shf 
comes  to  the  end. 
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JUSTICE  JERRY,  OR  THE  WIDOWER. 


A  W£Sr  OF  IRELAND  TALE. 


Ik  Sleep*s  warm  embraces  the  Justice  lies  snoring*     . 
Btisy  Fancy  in  dreams  his  past  pleasures  restoring! 
Up  the  well-known  green  hill  she  shews  crowds  fast  as* 
And  a  long  cavalcade  on  the  Sheriff  attending ;  [cending. 
The  blissful  Assizes  she  pictures  before  him, 
With  all  the  delights  that  attend  on  the  Quorum ; 
Grand  Juries,  grand  Dinners,  and  circling  Decanters, 
And  business,  and  bustle,  and  speeches,  and  banters ; 
Now  Jobs  thick  as  filberts,  she  gives  in  her  bounty. 
And  tickles  his  palm,  with  the  purse  of  the  County; 
Grave  Lawyers  and  Judges  she  soberly  musters. 
And  points  in  all  corners  Attorneys  in  clusters : 
At  her  magical  touch,  all  the  scenery  blooms. 
And  white  wigs,  like  white  roses,  shed  precious  per* 
And  now,  like  Arachne,  as  Jerry  prepares     [fumes. 
To  fetter  poor  vagrants  in  law-woven  snares ; 
behold  to  disturb  the  fine  web  of  his  fancy. 
Nurse  comes  to  announce  the  demise  of  his  Nancy ; 
Slow  turning,  and  stretching,  and  yawning,  he  cries, 
'*  Zounds  1  Nurse  is  she  gone?"  "  Sure  enough"  she 

replies. 
Lack-a-'day !  as  the  cock  crew,  I  shut  up  her  eyes  : 


T3 

pi  the  dear  pretty  corp^!  }K)U  would  swear  AA  % 

sl(&epingy 
?Twotdd,  comfort  your  yorsjiip  to  tiike  bvt  a  peep  in/* 
*^  Cease,  cease,  you  old  Gossip !  with  prate  tp  pppresi 

Odds  life!  Vm  sp  hurried!  send  Dick  here  to  dress 
How  unlucky  that  Nanny  should  die  at  this  crisis ! 
t)octor  Speed-cm  declar'd  she'd  outlive  the  Assizes; 
But  wives,  young  or  old,  are  for  fever  perplexing, 
And  living  or  dying,  take  pleasure  in  vexing  V^ 
Thus    the  Justice  exclaims, — as  half  sleeping,  hs^t 

waking. 
Poor  Dick  stagger^  down,  in  a  sorrowful  taking, 
f*  So  Richard Tyou're  there  I  I  approve  of  your  hastpi 
Alas !  my  good  Fellow  !  weVe  no  time  to  waste ! 
Scarce  the  moment  w^'re  speaking  is  at  our  commaiid| 
We're  all  unprepar'd,  and  the  Judge  is  ^t  hand  V* 
'*  P  1  mercy  upon  us;  and  keep  us  from  evil!'* 
Cries  Dick  all  aghast, — ** and  fromDeath  and  the Deyil! 
Sure,  as  the  Pray'r  says,  we  are  miserable  sinners! 
And  the  Judge  will  ^oon  see,  that  we^re  not  new  b^« 

ginners  ^ 
Though  Tuistress  was  young,  and  ^o  good,  apd  so  pretty^^ 
Lord  bless  us,  your  honour  1  see  Death  had  no  pity ;' 
\Ve're  forty  years  older ; — but  sure  we  be  stronger. 
So,  Master,  mayhap  we  may  last  a  bit  longer  !*^ 
^*  Why  you  curs'd  sleepy  Bui^zard !  what  is't  you'ree 

dreaming  2  [teeming?*^ 

With   what   nonsense  is  this  that  thy  numskull's  -^ 
Cries  the  Justice  enrag'd — in  a  voice  loud  as  thunder. 
While  Dick  stands  as  stiff  as  the  statue  of  Wonder. 
*'  I  sent  for  you.  Sirrah  1"  continues  the  Master, 
*^  To  assist  in  repairing  this  morning's  disaster ; 
But  when  County  affairs  my  attention  engage. 
You  prate  about  Death,  and  the  Devil  and  Age  I 
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(S^o.firA  to  Tted  Snip,  and  bring  hrm  m  liaste, 
Von  ralscal !  you  know  I  have  no  time  to  waste  | 
Assure  liim  I  must  have  my  mourning  to  day, 
For  my  present  condition  admits  no  delay ; 
Then  as  you  return  call  on  Mrs.  Mac  Thimble, 
And  get  roe  a  hat  band, — be  sure  you  be  tiimble ; 
fjtt  my  mourning  be  Anished  with  fashion  and  fancy^ 
As  a  proof  of  my  grief  for  my  dear  little  Nancy ; 
iiCt  me  see !  this  is  Monday !  we'll  earth  her  to  mor- 
^s  the  onfly  wise  method  to  bury  one's  sorrow ;    [ronic^ 
Tm  too  tender  hearted  for  watching  and  weeping. 
And  what  would  my  wife  be  the  better  for  keeping ; 
Then  as  soon  as  we've  done  with  that  sneaking  dog 
To  regulate  matters  we,  perhaps,  may  be  able !    [Sable, 
Tbeiiffae<house  may  be  settled,  things  put  in  their  places. 
Now  all's  in  disorder  as  often  the  case  is ! 
On  Wednesday  in  business  quite  up  to  the  ears. 
We  must  measure  our  roads  and  consult  overseers: 
To  the  Assizes  on  Thursday, — away  I  shall  drive! 
pr  £gad  !  my -Presentments  would  few  of  them  thrive!" 

So  concluded  Old  Jerry: — and  just  as  he  said, 
He  got  ouhis  mourning  and  buried  bis<iead;- 
He  settled  his  household, — his  roads  did  he  measure. 

Then  tirove  to with  spirit  and  pleasure : 

^ut  think  what  a  trial,  awaited  him  there, 

Enough  for  a  Job,  or  a  Jerry  to  bear  ! 

The  Sheriff  imagiu'd— how  wild  was  his  fancy ! 

That- Jerry  would  stay  to  lament  over  Nancy : 

So  another  he  placed  in  his  stead  on  the  Jury, 

Which  rous'd  our  meek  magistrate  into  a  fury. 

Thus  the  Justice,  poor  man !  was  excluded  from  play. 

But  he  watch'd  o'er  the  Game  all  the  length  of  the  day ; 

And  at  night  with  the  Judges  and  Jurors  so  merry, 

bay  who  w^s  so  joking,  so  jovial  as  Jerry : 
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But  now*  O  ray  Muse,  the  sad  sequel  relate ! 
Lo !  a  Writ  is  just  issued  from  the  high  Court  of  Fat«. 
lu  Law  and  in  Riches^  how  vain  all  bis  trust  is  \ 
Influenza  arrests  him,  altho'  he's  a  Justice  : 
The  hard  hearted  B^Iiff  the  Prisoner  apprizes. 
To  pack  up  his  papers  and  quit  the  Assizes — 
That  on  Styx  he  must  sail,  without  passport  or  clearance, 
Before  Chief  Justice  Minos  to  make  his  appearance; 
MThereno  counsel  shall  plead  for,  no  interest  can  bail  him, 
IVhere  no  Juries  are  pack'd,  and  no  bribes  can  avail  him* 
Kow  Jerry  he  finds,  as  he  steps  out  of  life. 
That  a  husband  is  mortal  as  well  as  a  wife. 
And  learns  too  this  truth,  as  he  yields  his  last  breath. 
That  the  sly  like  the  pimple  are  subject  to  Death  ! 

!»•  C.  K« 


EPITAPH 

ON  A  CROSS  HOUSEKEEPSIL 
WRITTEK   DURING    IIEE   LIFETIME* 

Here  lies  my  good  housekeeper,  Maggy  the  old} 

Who  was,  I  confess  it,  a  horrible  scold  ; 

And  I  cannot  help  fearing  the  Devil  will  win  her. 

For  Tm  sure  whilst  she  liv'd  that  he  always  was  in  her  t 

Yet  to  take  her  e'en  he  should  beware  of  consenting. 

Since  a  rival  he'd  find  in  the  Art  of  Tormenting : 

For  when  she  was  here  I  can  tell  Mr.  Devil, 

That  ^M  house  and  my  house  were  much  on  a  level. 

Could  he  send  her  above,  he  at  length  would  be  even 

With  those  Angels  that  kick'd  him  to  Hell  out  of  Heav'n« 
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»APPH(yS  ADDRESS  TO  THE  EVENING  STAR. 


SCENE. — rTHE  PROMQNTORy  OF  LEUCADIA. 


Star  of  my  soi}l !  if  bright  thou  ride. 

To  cheer  with  hope  these  weeping  eyes ; 

Or  come  to  light  the  cold  wave's  breast. 

The  pillow  of  thy  Sappho's  rest ; 

Still  thy  blest  beam  is  joy  to  me. 

For  Fm  thy  truest  votary. 

And  oh  !  if  yonder  swelling  wave. 

Is  doomM  to  be  thy  Sappho's  grave ; 

Wilt  thou  upon  its  bosom  sleep. 

And  charm  the  tempests  of  the  deep? 

That  here  if  Phaon,  pity-led, 

Should  breathe  one  sigh  for  Sappho  dead  } 

My  hovering  shade  may  he^r  that  sigh, 

For  then  it  will  be  bli^s  to  die ! 

How  oft  I've  poured  my  soul  to  thee, 
In  songs  of  sweetest  melody ; 
And  bade  my  lyre's  soft  numbers  roye^ 
In  all  the  luxury  of  Ipye ! 
put  now  the  burning  blush  I  steep, 
},n  tears  that  must  for  ever  weep. 
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I^spair  has  chillM  the  Muse's  firoy 

And  Love  bends  weeping  o'er  my  lyre ; 

The  Spirit  of  the  dulcet  strings 

Awakes  no  more  to  Rapture's  wing ; 

But  sighs  with  melancholy  tone, 

"  Weep,  Sappho,  weep !  thy  Phaon's  gone !" 

Then,  Venus,  hasten  to  bestow 
Peace  to  a  soul,  where  life  is  woe* 
By  all  the  passion  of  thy  breast, 
That  woo'd  Adonis  to  be  blest ; 
And  by  those  sacred  tears  that  fiow'd, 
When  o'er  his  pallid  form  you  hovi'd  ; 
O  pity  one  who  feels  like  thee, 
Whose  love,  alas !  is  misery  ! 
— Ev'n  the  fond  breeze  that  waves  my  half, 
Moans  like  an  echo  to  despair ; 
And  sorrow  whispers  in  my  breast, 
*^  Die,  Sappho,  die !  for  Death  is  rest !'' 

Farewell,  sweet  Star !  whose  brilliant  ray, 
lUum'd  with  joy  my  early  day ; 
When  Rapture,  in  the  Lesbian  grove, 
Wanton'd  with  Beauty  and  with  Love* 
'  ThouVt  sinking  in  the  glowing  main. 
But  soon  all  bright  to  rise  again ; 
While  Hope,  that  once  as  thee  was  bright* 
Now  trembles  on  the  brink  of  night ! 

Come  then,  all  dark  and  cheerless  gloom, 
No  star  remains  to  light  the  tomb; 
For  gloomy  clouds  tempestuous  driven, 
Show  fury  on'  the  front  of  Heaven ; 
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And  loud  the  wailing  spirits^  cry, 
**  Victim  of  Passion  !  diEire  to  die  T 
Tes,  I  can  dare — for  o'er  my  soul, 
Still  wilder  storms  of  anguish  roll ; 
And  welcome  are  the  waves,  that  steep 
My  sorrows  in  eternal  sleep ! 

W. J.  ROBERTS  \ 


CATULLUS  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  HIS  BROTHER; 

O'er  many  a  wild,  o'er  many  a  wave^ 

My  solitary  path  has  been ; 
Alas !  and  is  a  brother's  grave, 

My  mournful  journey's  closing  scene  t 

Still  I  had  hop'd  one  joy  to  prove, 

T^o'  £eite  of  muiy  has  bereft  me ; 
Had  fondly  hop'd  a  Brother's  love. 

To  cheer  this  drooping  heart,  was  left  me* 

But  hoped  in  vain,— no  more  renewed 
Is  Love's  embrace  or  Friendship's  vow ;— • 

— ^The  wreath  of  death,  with  tears  bedew'd^ 
Is  all  that  I 'can  give  thee  now  ! 

Farewell,  farewell.!  tho'  fate  denied 

To  clasp  thee  living  to  my  breast.; 
Still  will  I  kneel  thy  tomb  beside, 

And  weeping  hail  thy  peaceful  rest ! 

W.  J.  ROBERTS. 

*  The  amiable  and  interesting  antfaor  died  at  Bristol,  in  1806, 
in  his  leist  year.  A  selection  from  his  various  poetical  and  pros* 
ppodactions  liat  been  formed  into  a  volume^  wbidk  is  on  tira  v?t  of 

publication* 
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TO  MRS.  STtJTEVILLE  ISAACSOK* 

ON  HER  ]$1AKRUG& 


Joy  to  Victoria!  istill  my  Wend 
^ay  bliss  on  all  thy  paths  attend  i 
"What  though  the  loved  fraternal  door 
Shall  bound  each  maiden  wish  no  more, 
^hat  though  new  claims,  new  dutieSy  rise^ 
'To  bind  thee  with  a  thousand  ties^ 
Yet  in  these  ties,  these  duties  new, 
A  th6usand  btessfng^  ^ni^g  to  view, 
^nd  whilst,  in  all  fhy  virgin  chahnsy 
Weeping,  thou  leaVst  a  Brother's  arms. 
Yet,  guardian  of  thy  destiny. 
Shall  Stuteville  wipe  thy  dewy  eye. 
And  hush  to  rest  each  pensive  sigh. 

And  well  by  thee,  fair  gentle  Maid, 
Are  all  his  tender  cares  repaid. 
For  not  thy  tuneful  skill  atone, 
Nor  brilliant  smiles,  the  feelings  own. 
Those  sounds,  within  whose  magic  spelt 
The  soul  entranced  delights  to  dwell. 
Are  but  the  echoes  of  a  mind 
In  purest  harmony  combined.  , 

Those  smiles,  whose  dimpled  radiance  prove 
The  force  of  beauty  and  of  love, 
'  Beam  the  reflection  of  a  heart 
Where  Feeling  reigns,  unspoilt  by  ArU 
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That  mindy  that  heart,  that  humour  gay^ 
They  promise  many  a  happy  day, 
When  virtues  known  and  temper  tried. 
Endear  the  wife  beyond  the  bride ; 
Alike  in  every  varying  hour 
They  boast  their  woe-dispelling  pow'r, 
Chase  ev'ry  passing  care  away, 
And  brighten  Joy's  refulgent  ray. 
Whilst  pleasure  mis  thy  gentle  breast. 
In  blessing  others  doubly  blest. 

Bertram  Howe,  mart  bussxll  tfiTrofti>. 

April  25,  1810. 


DEATH 

IMITATED  FROM  THE  DUG  DE  NITERNOIS, 

Death  !  I  do  not  fear  you ; 

Death !  I  dare  come  near  you. 

The  present  good  I  always  seue. 

The  present  ill  I  bear  with  ease, 

1  ne'er  look  back  on  passing  sorrow, 

I  never  tremble  for  to-morrow— * 

I  ne'er  from  harmless  pleasure  Ay, 

Nor  fill  the  cup  of  joy  too  high ; 

What  nature  gives  I  ne'er  abuse. 

What  nature  wants  I  ne'er  refuse  a 

Thus  I  secure  my  tranquil  state. 

Shun  the  extremes,  and  leave  the  rest  to  fate» 

R*  Li  6^ 


m 


A  TRUE  STORY. 


Wttt  TiPPLB,  ^ho/reqfiieniijf  muted  a>  pkce^ 
Applied  to  a  Gentleman,  well  recommended. 
Who  finding  one  failing,  was  all  he  could  tracCi 
Engaged  him,  the  very  first  time  he  attended. 
I  find,  quoth  the  Squire,  you  are  fond  of  a  glass^ 
So  am  I,  and  can  readily  pardon  the  crime; 
I  therefore,  unnoticed,  the  failing  shall  pass,—** 
If  you'll  promise  we  sha'n't  both  be  drunk  at  a  timcf^r 
To  this  very  fair  offer,  Will  quickly  assented, 
And,  with  honour,  his  promise  resolv'd  to  perform : 
But  before  half  a  year  had  elaps'd,  he  repented^ 
(A  period  he'd  soberly,  weather  d  the  Storm f) 
He  therefore  gave  warning — the  cause  may  amuse  ye--* 
Quoth  the  Squire,  what  reason,  Will,  do  you  assign  ? 
Since  you  came,"  did* I  ever  of  drinking  accuse  ye  f 
Or  ever  lock  up,  either  spirits  or  wine  t  [teazi;  yc^ 

You  have  had  your  own  way,  have  had  nothing  to 
Then  why  can  you  wish  such  a  service  to  leavel 
Ev*ry  servant,  I'm  sure,  is  desirous  to  please  ye. 
Take  my  word,  if  we  part,  at  your  folly  you'll  grieve* 
Will  replied, — In  your  service  I've  had  no  enjoyment, 
For>  with  truth,   I  can  say  that,  from  M^rch  till 

October, 
The  time  that  Tve  liv'd  in  your  Honor's  employment. 
You've  been  ev'ry  day  ^Irunk^  and  I,  ev'ry  day,  soben 

T.  A0 


SI 


to  A  ROSE  BUiJ 


ttioM  Which  i  had  mad£  a  tmii:WiNd 


SvsfiT  it€ise-1>ud  I  emtilem  6f  some  modett  mud^* 
like  thee  in  native  loveliness  array'd^ 
Like  thee  too,  blushing,  trembling,  as  afraid 

Of  lawless  gazing ; 

Thou  hast  the  simple  bteuty  nature  gave. 
Nor  wealthy  nor  finery,  nor  fashion's  ^lave ; 
Ui4ike  the  fair  with  gold  front  India's  wave. 

Or  jewels,  blazing. 

thy  tints  litiW  S6fl  !-^nd  oh,  how  fragile^  too  I 
For  soon  thy  tender  form,  sd  sweet  to  view. 
Thy  leaves  half  filled  with  drops  of  pearly  deW| 

So  getitly  bending. 

Must  fadci  luid  die !— but  So^  swe^t  bud,  ^twould  M 
Had'st  thoU  still  bloonti^  upon  thy  parent  tree ; 
Thete  the  rude  winds  would  quickly  kill  e^en  tfaee^ 

Thy  beauties  rending. 

What  pity  se^ms  it  that  a  flower  so  fair. 
Such  &te  should  s6  inevitably  shafe. 
And  none  ptevent,  no^  not  by  tend'rest  eare^ 

Thy  doom  delaying  ; 

V0I.4  Tib  « 
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While  this  unskilful  semblance  frail  of  mine. 
Will  long  in  imitative  colours  shine. 
Memento  sad  of  hues  no  longer  thine. 

No  more  displaying. 

And  yet  to  think  the  uapei  plant  will  11  ve. 
The  real  flowV  its  perfumes  cease  to  give. 
Thus  nature's  copy  nature's  self  outlive. 

Is  purest  pleasure : 

Thus  too,  perchance  the  moralist  might  say, 
Xife's  blooming  sweets  departing  fade  away, 
And  Memory's  pencil  only  can  pourtray 

The  passing  treasure. 


J.  <•  c. 


STANZAS 

fKOM  THK  FJIEKCH  OF  PANNAto. 

*  ■ 

O  no^w  soft  beah)  your  eyes!  Ohow  tender's  their  gaze! 

If  I  4are  to  believe  them,  you  love  me  most  deaijy* 
Put  does  your  heart  feel  what  1  learn  from  their  myski 

O  tell  nae,  dear  youth,  are  they  speaking  sincerely* 

If  you  love  not,  alas !  with  my  peace  do  not  play :  '  ' 
To  allure  me,,  no. longer  thus  cruelty  seek  : 

And  if  that  yiiur  heart  has  got  nothing  to  say, 
O  let  not  your  eyes  with  such  eloquence  speak*  ^ 

&«  A.  ^* 
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PSALM  CXLVllL 

f^ergijitd  to  the  I04itk  Pioipvtmei  9an^poiU  tfjl  U^ndiL 


^T  t.  PA%%f  t^. 


Prais^^  praise  we  the  Lotd>  high  thrdnM  IboVe  ftU 

height, 
Praise  him  all  ye  host,  who  dwell  in  his  sight : 
Ve  rays  of  his  ^lory,  iun,  moon^  stars,  and  light. 
Him  praise  in  your  courses,  by  beaming  more  bright* 

£arth^  air,  sea,  and  sky^  his  praise  be  your  theme 
Whose  goodness,  whose  power,  whose  will  is  supreme  $ 
The  world^s  vast  foundation  in  vrisdom  who  laid. 
Who  spoke  the  great  mandate,  and  all  things  Weri 
jnade* 

Soft  murmur  his  praise,  each  fountain  afid  rill, 
Ye  storms  sound  his  praise  whose  laws  ye  fulfil ; 
Ye  mountains  your  summits  with  reverence  raisei, 
Ve  vales,  let  your  verdure  smile  forth  to  his  prai8i& 

Ye  Aocks,  while  ye  bleat,  your  shepherd  pnxflaiia ; 
Ye  herds,  as  ye  graze,  still  publish  the  same; 
Ye  trees,  wave  your  branches  in  homage  on  high, 
Ye  birds,  waft  your  praises  to  heav'n  as  ye  fiy« 

Q  St 
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Let  princes  and  kings,  who  rule  on  this  eartliy 
Let  youtli  anil  old  age, — let  all,  from  their  birth^ 
To  praise  their  (^eator,  with  liear^  and  with  tongue^ 
Unite  in  one  con<iei%  «iid  join  in  one  6ong« 

To  iBop,  our  sole  Lord,  all  praises  be  giv'h 
By'  ftien  tipon  earth,  by  angels  in  Hea^n ! 
Praise  him  all  ye  nations,  from  pole  unto  pole, 
f  raise  him  all  ye  people,  praise  GoU,  O  my  soul ! 

T,  PARK* 


LINES 

•  Written  in  a  Young  Lady* 9  Bible  bound  up  with  ikt 

Common  Frayer-book, 

<      ■ 

BY   THE   LATE   REV.    BR.  RUSSEL. 

-  ^  - 

Whilst  here  you  read,  what  Saints  have  wrote^ 
And  heaV'nly  inspiration  taught ; 
Know,  bright  Eudocia,  many  a  maid 
These  doctrines  learnM,  fhese  truths  obey'd. 
And,  arra'd  with  Prayers  such  as  these, 
'Midst  burning  tortures  dy'd  in  peace. 
Nor  wonder,  they  to  death  were  true. 
They  read,  and  pray'd,  and  liv*d  like  you  > 
Like  youPs  the  faith,  that  bade  them  die;. 
And  such  as  your's  their  constancy. 
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LINES 

Oh  the  Death  ofH.  John  (yDonnel^  a  Youth  of  l6,  v)ho^ 
m  the  loH  of  the  Crescent  Frigate y  5th  Dec.  1808,  tn  the 
North  Seasy  Captain  John  Temple,  Commander^  reM)- 
iuteiy  refused  tp  quit  the  Captain,  his  Frknd  and 
PatroMy  theugh  urged  to  save  himself  lohich  %oa$  frac* 
ticahle,  and  wait  down  with  the  Vessel. 

BT  THE   REV.  T.  MAURICE, 


Extiwguish'd  hope ! — his  ship  9,* mighty  wreck, 
Ilodauiited  Temti^e  su:orns  to  quit  his  decky*^** 
Scoros— i-thoqgh  each  billow  yawns  an  op'ning  grave— 
T6  quit  the  sacred  charge  his  country  gave. 
While  mountain-billows  dash  their  foam  around. 
And  from  the  rocks  the  shattered  planks  rebound  ;     ' 
While  jtbe  p^^le  mariners, — a  ghastly  band  I 
Strain  ev'ry  nerve  to  gain  th'  inviting  strand ; 
hoi  one  bold  youth,  on  Fate's  tremendous  verge,     .' 
;  iiopeU'd  by  friendship,  braves  th'  advancing  surge  ;  , 
Displays  the  dauntleais  breast,  where  Honour  bi]irn3, 
And  Death's  accumulated  horrors  spurns. 
By  the  strong  chain  qf  warm  affection  bound, 
They  sink  together  in  the  dread  profound  ; 
But  only  sink^  on  happier  shores  to  rise, 
Where  never  storms  obscure  the  cloudless  skies; 
Through  seas  of  purer  azure  cleave  their  way, 
Ai^d  bathe  fof  »y^V  m  the  fount  of  Day  1  • 
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STANZAS 

ff^ritten  in  a  blank  Leaf  of  a  Lad/^  Muiie  Bool,  Hhg  # 
Collection  of  Am  and  Daftcei^  which  the  pos^uqr  M 
mJ^ally  9vng  fOi  Of  danced  ff^ith^  H$  At^hoTf 


lii'JH 


Oh  i  sweet  are  thy  strains,  and  thy  nielodies  sweet, 
And,  oft  to  their  magic  sh0.ll  glance  the  lithe  feet 

Of  Tibby,  the  buxom  and  tair; 
|n  the  chjll  A^tujnn  eye,  when  the  northern  win^Is  blow« 
And  ^hen  Winter  resumes  his  hoar  mantle  of  $no\y, 

And  Spring  breath<ss  her  odorous  air. 

"When  sorrows  intrude,  find  serenity's  smile 
^lees  her  roseate  cheek,  and  the  tei^r-drop  awhile 

Glistens  bright  in  her  languishing  eye; 
When,  nor  )oye,  nor  solicitous  friend,  can  impart 
Oueht  of  peace  tp  the  sorrow  that  dwells  fit  \kpr  hpgt^ ; 
.And  frequent,  and  deep,  is  the  sigh; 

Thy  mystijsal  notes  and  thy  magical  lor^ 

1*0  her  ^heek  shal)  the  fleeting  false  blossoi^  T^^tor^i^ 

From  her  eye  lure  the  eloquent  tear ; 
And  ^otVd  t>y  thy  dulcet  enchantment  diviii^t 
No  more  shall  her  heart  in  anxiety  pine, 

JKor  ]ier  fifea^t  heave  with  tremulotts  Jfi^r* 


8T 

And,  often,  perchance,  from  the  clamorous  Arong^ 
Where  circles  the  jest,  and  the  mirth-inspir'd  song, 

She'll  turn  with  reflection  to  you ; 
She  may  think,  and  the  thought  may  be  blest  with  a 
On  one,  a  lorn  exile,  and  weary  the  while,       (smilfi^ 

On  the  ffiend  who  has  whisper'^  adieu* 

For»  Fancy  full  ok  with  cameleon  hues 
Will  deck  ev'ry  page,  and  her  magic  difTase 

Oer  thy  measures  transcendently  sweet; 
And  the  visions  of  far-distant  days  shall  recall. 
The  walks  of  the  morn,  and  the  feats  of  the  ball. 

And  the  charms  of  the  Sylvan  retreat, 

Ofa !  then  shall  thy  notes  he  far  dearer  to  me ; 
A  solace  when,  tossM  on  vicissitude's  sea. 

An  exile  forlorn  and  depressed  ; 
Thy  talisman  strains,  faithful  record,  shall  last^ 
Shall  picture  the  shadows  pf  bliss  that  is  past. 

And  awhile  lull  my  sorrows  to  rest,  ^ 


LOVFS  LABRYNTH, 


Tom  falls  with  Kate  o'er  head  and  ears  in  love. 
But  dreads  hii  artless  svit  will  fruitless  prove. 
Well  he  may  fear  her  looks,  for  1  have  hints 
The  darling  object  of  his  passion  squints  ; 
And  he,  poor  fellow,  stammers  so,  'tis  vain 
One  sentence  in  an  hundred  to  explain, 
'Thus,  She  cannot  his  sentiments  define. 
Nor  He,  the  language  of  her  eyes  divine : 
Good  reader  tell  me,  out  of  pure  cdmp^sion, 
How  Tom  and  ]^ty  should  declare  their  passion* 

T.  A. 
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STANZAS^ 

pft^^fjf  in  the  hhnk  Leaota  rf  ^^  Hymm  for  Infanf 
.  Mindsy  by  the  Author  of  Original  PoemSf  Rhymes  fof 
ihp  Nurserjff  4r9*  . 

Addressed  to  Ann  and  Janeif 

AT  XR.  X0KT60MERT« 


W^EK  the  shades  of  night  retire 
From  the  morn's  advancing  beams. 
Ere  the  hil^s  iare  tipt  with  fire. 
And  the  radiance  lights  the  streams  z 
JjO  !  the  Lai'k  begins  her  song. 
Early  on  the  wing  and  long* 

Summon-d  by  the  signal  note^, 
Soon  her  sisters  qiiit  the  lawn. 
With  their  wildly  warbling  throats^ 
Soaring  in  the  dappled  dawn ; 
Brighter,  warmer  spread  the  rays. 
Louder^  sweeter  swell  their  lays^ 

Kestlings  in  their  grassy  beds, 
Hearkening  to  the' joyful  sound. 
Heavenward  point  their  little  heads 
Ix>wly  twittering  from  thie  ground  ; 
'Tin  their  wings  are  fledg'd  to  fly  ' 
^0  the  Chorus  in  the  sky. 
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Thus,  fdr  Minstrels  1  while  ye  sing. 

Teaching  Infant  minds  to  raise 

To  the  !|n}vers^l  king 

liumble  hymns  of  prayer  and  praise,-^ 

P  may  all  who  hear  your  voice, 

jLooky  and  listen,  and  rejoice ! 

f  ault'ring  like  the  sky-l{i^rk'9  youngs 
While  your  numbers  they  record, 
Soon  may  ev'ery  heart  and  tongue 
|!iearn  to  magnify  the  L»Td ; 
And  your  strains  divinely  sweet, 
pabom  Millions  thus  repeat* 

Minstrels !  what  reward  is  due 
For  this  labour  of  your  love? 
—Thro'  eternity,  may  you, 
In  the  Paradise  above, 
kound  the  dear  Redeemer's  feet^ 
All  your  infant  readers  meet* 

fiheffidd,  Nov.5,  UIO0 


pN  ONE  INSENSIBLE  OF  THE  PASSION  HE  HAD 

EXCITED. 

'^Hus  by  some  stream's  reflecting  tide, 
The  passing  Traveller  often  waits ; 

yiews,  uncopcem'd,  the  waters  glide. 
Nor  heed^  the  image  )ie  creates. 
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TO  MASTER  PARR. 

JprHf  1810« 

BT   MISS   MITFOEB. 


Let  lofty  Bards,  whose  towering  lay 

Aspiring  rooiinls  on  high. 
Like  eagles  drink  the  brilliant  ray^ 

And  soar  along  the  sky ; 

Let  Fame  await  their  tuneful  toil, 

Unfading  laurels  crown, 
Still  heam  the  Critic's  fav'ring  smile,    - 

Unfelt  his  awful  frown  ;-^ 

Springs  D0|  Cor  them  a  joy  so  sweet, 

From  all  th«ir  vaunted  lays, 
As  my  rude  harp^s  wild  warblings  greet 

When  Nature  deigns  tp  praise. 

Yes,  Nature's  self ! — enchanting  child, 

Tliy  bosom  is  her  cell ; 
And  musing  soft,  ^r  sporting  wild. 

With  thite  she  loves  to  dwell. 

.Tis  she  whc^  teaches  tbee  each  tear 

To  shed  on  that  lair  breast, 
Wbosa  li^ndest  hope,  whose  tendercst  care^ 

On  Ibee  for  ever  rest* 
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Thy  softly  dimpled  smiles  she  sends 

When  Wit's  bright  arrows  part, 
And  Taste  her  sweet  enchantment  lends 

To  charm  thy  little  heart. 

O  happy  Boy !  for  Wit  and  Taste 

With  Virtue's  self  combine 
To  guide  thee  through  the  world's  wide  waste. 

And  lead  thee  to  her  shrine* 

Still  may  each  fair  propitious  hour 
Thy  Friends'  fond  wishes  bless  !-— 

The  Muse  can  scarcely  wish  thee  mort 
Than  such  rare  tenderness. 

Slay  ev'ry  tegtr  that  dews  thine  eye 

For  others'  sorrows  flow. 
And  in  each  smile  that  sparkles  high 

Thy  own  soft  transports  glow  I 


SSB 


PROLOGUE  TO  LA  f6e  URGELE^ 

ADPRESSED  TO  THE  IJUDIES. 
fROM   TUX  7R1NC3. 

PowiBit  is  the  highest  pleasure  of  the  sex ; 

When  pleas'd,  the  power  to  please;  when  yex'd*  to  vex: 

But  different  feelings,  different  fancies  fit ; 

W<e  Aink  the  pkasure  sweetest|  tb  Submit. 

R.L.X. 
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EDWIN  AND  AMELIA. 


JSSSSm 


BrkeatR  this  humble  turf,  the  cold  remaitif 
Of  Edwin  and  his  lov'd  Amelia  rest^ 

Here  oft  the  village  youth,  at  £ve'8  lone  faouri 
Shall  bring  the  earliest  blossoms  of  ^e  Spring 
To  deck  their  lowly  grave;  and  while  thj$  gloom 
Steals  disregoi-ded  cm,  shall  linger  round 
To  hear  the  tale,  that  speaks  their  hapless  loves 

Beneath  yon  mossy  roof,  whose  little  casements 
Gleam  with  the  setting  sun,  Amelia  liv'd — 
Fair  as  the  beams  of  Morn, — her  pious  t^k 
To  smooth  her  aged  Mother's  sickly  pillow, 
And  gild  her  passage  to  the  silent  grave. 
First  of  the  swains,  that  woo'd  the  gentle  m^id^  : 
Young  Edwin  vow'd,  and  told  his  artless  tale ; 
They  looked,  ]they  )ov'd| — a  spiile,  long  stranger  there, 
Gleam'd  o'er  her  Parent's  cheek,  as  she  survey 'd 
And  blest  the  mutual  flame.     Each  passing  moment 
Was  wing'd  with  joy,  while  Edwin  hung  enamour'd 
O'er  Beauty's  downcast  eye,  and  talk'd  of  love* 

Now  laughing  May,  led  by  the  circling  Houra^   "{ 
Danc'd  forth  with  rosy  feet,  and  wak'd  to  life 
The  yellow-bosom'd  flow'r  that  bears  her  name;! 
And  now  to  hail  her  glad  return,  and  cull           '    "  ]- 
The  waste  of  sweets  she  flung  o^er  e/ry  *vale| ' 
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The  happy  villagers,  at  early  dawn,    -  ^ 

In  joyous  groups  rove  o'er  the  flow'ry  turf 
Still  wet  with  Morning's  tears, — amidst  a  troop 
Of  lovely  Virgins,  lovelier  far  than  all, 
Amelia  movM, — ^and  as  she  threw  around 
A  fearful  glance,  to  seek  her  youthful  lover. 
She  saw,  and  bltish'd  to  see,  each  roving  eye 
Fix'd  pn  her  angel  form, — afa !  little  deemM 
The  beauteous  Maid,  that  she  no  more  should  hear 
The  music  of  his  voice,  no  moxe  delight 
To  trace  the  dawning  of  her  infant  passion. 
And  bless  that  happy  fate,  which  gave  her  £dwfn« 
He,  helpless  youth !  as  o'er  the  Mersey^s  banksji 
Near  whose  fair  waves  his  humble  cottage  stood. 
Love  wing'd  his  steps,  to  meet  the  pensive  nymph 
Who  haplv  mourn'd  his  absence,  paus'd  awhile 
To  vie^  that  lovely  stream,  whose  sounds  so  oft 
Had  sooth'd  his  list'ning  ear,^  now,  like  a  totrent^^ 
Roll  its  vast  tide,  and  thunder  o'^er  the  vale !         ^       7  > 
One  tender  lamb,  nurs'd  by  Amelia's  eare^ 
A  sudden  swell  swept  from  the  verdant  bank. 
And  bore  the  prize  away* — When.  Edwin-  heard 
It's  piteous  cries,  and  saw  the  little  mourner 
Call  for  her  Guardian  aid,  yet  call  in  vaiti. 
He  iung  his  flower-em beliish'd  crook  aside^ 
(If  haply  he  could  save  the  struggling  victim,) 
And  plung'd  into  the  flood.     Awhile  his  arm 
With  nervous  vigour  stem'd  the  rapid  torrent. 
And  seem'd  to  mock  its  rage, — ^yet  ere  he  reach'd 
The  dying  innocent,  enfeebled  nature 
Faint  and  more  faint  oppos'd  the  swelling  tide 
That  wildly  roar'd,  and  iaugh'd  to  see  his  effbrts«-r 
Fate  hover'd  o'er  him, — soon  an  icy  chill 
Stifien'd  his  limbs,  and  clo$'d  his  eyes  for  ever ! 
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On  the  tone  tueach,  l!h^  heating  Mllow)  (lung 
His  mangled  corse,  yet  lovely  e'en  in  demili. 

From  this  sad  scene,  the  weeping  Mine  sverti 
Her  tearful  eyes,  to  view  yon  busy  plain. 
On  whose  gay  bosom  dance  the  village  youth, 
While  Mirth,  which  loves  the  haunts  of  Innoeeneey 
Glows  in  each  cheek,  and  laughs  in  ev'ry  eye; 
Save  where  Amelia  moum'd  her  Edwin's  abfeence^ 
And  pensive  wandering,  cuU'd  the  rising  flowers 
That  pour'd  their  sweetniss  round,  and  bade  them  Morfi 
Wreathed  routid  her  auburn  hair ;  yet  vain  the  efibri 
E'en  by  this  pleasing  task,  to  chace  the  gloom 
That  sadden'a  o'er  her  mind.    Oft  as  she  heard 
The  voice  of  joy,  that  echoed  o'er  the  greeUi 
A  starting  tear  would  tremble  in  her  eye, 
And  her  white  bosom  heave  with  frequent  sigh«« 
"  Where  lingers  Edwin  ?  Oh !  what  fav'rite  bow'f 
"  O'ershadows  thee,  my  love,  while,  whispering  softf 
**  The  cooling  zephyr  wantons  round  thy  brow  ? 
"  Or  dost  thou  slumber  by  that  lovely  stream 
'**  Where  we  so  oft  have  wander'd,  and  whose  wave* 
"  So  oft  have  listen'd  to  thy  vows  of  truth  ? 
"  Oh !  if  some  happier  maiden  haunt  thy  dreams, 
"  Qr  should'fet  thou  breathe  to  any  ear  but  mine 
**  Thy  tale  of  love,  this  woe-fraughtheart  would  break,-^ 
**  Where  lingers  Edwin  ?  oh !  why  comes  he  not 
"  To  still  these  fears,  and  with  his  magic  voice, 
"  Chace  the  dark  visions,  that  oppress  my  soul?" 
The  beauteous  mourner  wept, — when,  loud  and  dre«d> 
A  cry  of  horror  smote  her  startled  ear ! 
She  gaz'd,  she  listen'd ;  o'er  the  distant  plain 
The  vacant  laugh  the  song  of  Mirth,  was  hush'd. 
Dismay  chill'd  ev'ry  face, — she  saw  each  youth 
With  steps  impatient  quit  the  festive  scene, 
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And  hasten  to  the  shore.    Her  sickening  heart 

Foreboded  evil,  and  with  fainting  feet 

She  hurried  on-^In  vain  with  eager  look 

She  ask^d  the  dreadful  cause ; — the  averted  eye, 

Or  look  of  pity,  her  enquiriea  met. 

Struck  terror  to  her  souU    She  eliUght  the  Dane 

Of  Edwin  !  at  that  much  lov^d  sound  she  shriek'df 

Flew  to  the  crowded  shore,  alas !  poor  Maid 

Thy  frantic  eye  rests  upon  Edwin's  corse ! 

In  silent  awe  the  circling  rustjcs  stood, 

And  as  they  watched  her  pate  and  frenzied  looks, 

Their  rugged  nature  soften'd  into  tears. 

By  her  unconscious  Lover  knelt  the  Maid, 

And  flung  her  white  arans  round  him.    As  she  gaa^d 

Upon  his  *hx^d  and  beamless  eye,  no  sound. 

No  sigh  escap'd  her — 111  her  gentle  bosom 

Could  bear  so  rude  a  shock ;  it's  panting  tenant 

Burst  frotn  its  frail  abode»— then,  like  the  lily 

Which  hangs  its  silver  cup,  surcharg'd  with  dew. 

She  sunk  upon  his  breast,  and  slept  for  ever !      h.  i. 


LINES 

Written  ^  Ashbourne  Ckurch^  at  the  Tmh  rf  Penelopep 
Daughter  of  Sir  Brooke  Boothly^  Bart 9 

BY  THB   REV.  MICHAEL  C ALA MT. 

Though  now  no  longer  life's  warm  current  glides 
Through  the  fair  frame  which  this  cold  marble  hides. 
Oh  !  let  not  man  in  ignorance  complain. 
That  beauty  fades,  that  innocence  is  vain  ! 
She  lives — where  angels  shall  a  sister  greet ; 
Where  parted  friends,  to  part  no  more,  shall  meet  i 
And  where,  as  Heaven's  blest  inmates  undefil'd,. 
£re  long  the  father  shall  behold  his  child. 


♦ . .  .   '  .       •  •         •  .    . 

t>ART  OF  HORACrs  18th  EPODIS 
Tft^NSLATilD* 

%Y  THE  L4TS  KSVa  PR.  BtJSSEU 


^^A8  tlius  tinto  bis  d&rling  care! 

The  wis6  prophetic  Chiron  sung, 
^  Oh  i  youth  nor  bom,  nor  taught,  to  tetlt^ 

Illustrious  youth  from  Thetis  sprung* 

^  Thee  to  those  realms  thy  lot  ordains 
VThei^e  Hector's  sire  the  sceptre  wields,^ 

tfhere  Xanthus'  stream  divides  the  plain^ 
And  Simois  mut'murs  thro'  the  fields. 

*'  There,  there,  at  length,  thy  thousands  slaiil^ 
Ev'n  thou  sbalt  fall  by  Phcebus'  shaft; 

Kor,  ah  I  shall  e'er  thy  kindred  main,. 
Thee,  to  thy  native  Pthiai  \(raft. 

**  Whatever  then  thy  soul  shall  vex. 
Let  sprightly  soutids  its  tumult  quell ; 

Whatever  cares  thy  mind  perplex^ 
Let  sparkling  bowls  those  cares  tepelU 

•*  If  wine  and  song  thy  life  employ, 
When  future  times  record  it's  date, 

They'll  eternize  what  you  enjoy. 
And  only  leave  the  rest  to  £ate«'' 
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LEGilND. 


The  moon  sliines  full,  and  cold  and  bright 
Her  lustre  gleams^u  Mora's  hill ; 

Th^  stars  which  gem  the  robe  of  night 
Quiver  in  yon  ledecting  rill. 

Vet  blows  the  urind  ;-^the  fbtting  cloud 
Rides  thwart  the  pale  and  silver  moon  i 

And  wraps  her  in  a  sable  shroud — 
^^Mantlc  of  blood  shall  veil  her  soont 

tiark  (  hear  v6  not  the  footsteps  sounding 
Along  high  Mora's  rugged  side ; 

And  see  ye  not  the  death-h'ght  bounding^ 
And  o'er  the  shelfy  chasms  glide  ? 

And  see  ye  hot,  in  warlike  vesture, 
A  silent  band  come  marching  on ; 

See  ye  not  him  of  frantic  gesture  ? 
Tis  Dersa's  brother,  Campbell's  soni^ 

See  ye  not  yOndei*  caverh  dreUr, 
Wide  Ocean  beating  at  it's  base  ? 

There  moonbesims  shine  on  hiany  a  speat 
Of  brave  Macdonald's  armour'd  raetf^ 
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Their  chieftain  woo'd  a  white-arm'd  maid. 

With  snowy  bosom,  raven  hair ; 
And  'mid  her  darken'd  lashes  play'd 

The  love-glance  of  the  melting  fair# 

But  deadly  feud  of  thousand  years 
Forbade  his  kindling  bqpet  to  rise ; 

But  Dersa  scorn'd  a  woman's  fears, 
She  blushes,  trembles,  loves  and  flies* 

Mac^Qnald's  arms  received  his  love. 
And  sooth'd  her  beating  heart  to  rest ; 

(While  shelt'riog  spears  around  them  move) 
And  onward  to  the  ocean  prest* 

Morn  would  have  seen  their  white  sail  bend 
Towards  distant  Erin^s  friendly  shore  ; 

But  Morn  was  never  to  ascend 
With  peace  and  light  on  Dersa  more* 

Yet  rose  the  Morn  : — ah  !  what  a  sight 

Burst  on  the  pupple  eye  of  day  I 
Victims  of  vengeance  and  of  night. 

The  CampbcU  and  Macdonald  lay. 

And  o'er  them  bends  a  female  form. 

Her  bosom  bare,  her  dark  locks  flowing; 
And  her  eyes  baihc  with  tear-drops  warm 

Each  corps9  where  life  no  more  is  glowing- 
Then  sinking  still,  as  still  she  weepSy 

Faint  grows  her  weakly-fluttering  breatk:— 
By  Campbell's  side  his  sister  sleeps, 

And  clasps  Macdonald's  hand  in  death. 
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HYMM  to  NEi4ESI& 

tBtlTATED  FROM  TKfi  OttE£K  OF  DIONTS|Ua 


I. 

HdLt  ICeinesisy  to  Tliee, 
We  Itft  the  voice^  and  bend  tfae  kneei  * 

And  duly  in  thy  wi$doin  trust. 
For  thott  art  merciful  no  less  thaii  jtttft, 

Spefed  yout  flight,  ye  guilty  crew ! 
I'h'  avenging  Goddess  will  pursue, 

Arrest  you,  and  with  righteous  ire^ 
Sure  retributioii  for  your  guilt  require^ 

IIL 

High  the  scepter'd  chief  elate 
Shines  in  the  bright  arrsty  of  state  ; 

But  if  in  guilty  pomp  he  glare. 
She  frowns^  unrobes^  and  whelms  him  ih  ddspsiir* 

IV. 

Doating  on  his  pilfet^d  ore 
l*he  miser  heaps,  and  gathers  tiiore ; 

But  by  her  breath  it  m&lts  away, 
As  fades  the  gloW-womd  ixK  die  morning  rdy* 

as 
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V. 

Ever  faithful  to  pursue 
Injustice  with  requital  due; 

She  will  with  equal  zeal  redress 
Their  wrongs  whom  fraud  and  violence  oppress^ 

VL 

She  will  recompence  the  grief 
Of  those  who  pine^  and  seek  relief. 

Rescue  from  outrage,  and  preserve, 
Exalty  and  honour  as  their  deeds  deserve* 

VII. 

Holy  Nemesis !  when  death 
Shall  waft  away  our  fleeting  breath. 

We  trust  that  Thou,  securely  trust, 
From  insult  will  preserve  our  buried  dust  *• 

Glasgow,  B« 


TO  A  LADY, 

Who  htf  a  grave  Magistrate  vias  pronotrtced  to  be 

"  Matchless:' 

I. 

How  I  trembled,  sweet  Maid,  when  her  solemn  opinion 
Stern  Justice  deliver'd,  *^  thou'rt  matchless,^'  she  cries  I 
Ah  ! ,  the  voiKhry  then,  I  murmur'd,  who  owns  thy  do* 
I»  doom'o^tO  despair^  and  poor  Celadon  dies  !  [miuion, 

II. 

But  Hope,  that  assuages  the  keenest  of  sorrow, 
And  almost  to  Despair  a  fond  confidence  gives,. 
From  stern  Justices  self,  consolation  will  borrow, 
Thou'rt  matchless  in  piti/  and  Celadon  lives  I  B*  • 

^  This,  afid»  was  beld  to  be  one  of  the  office*  oiJUeae^. 
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MAN. 

BT  THB   RET.  J.  WHITEU0U8E* 


I. 

Man  that  is  of  Woman  bom  *, 

Few  his  days,  and  full  of  sorrow ; 

He  comes  up,  like  the  flower  of  mom ! 

The  dew  hangs  glittering  on  the  grass  f, 

•Hie  flowers,  the  leaves,  they  quickly  pass^ 

And  man — he  dies  to-morrow  ! 

11. 

Soon  bleak  Misfortune  nips  his  bloomy 
And  like  the  Autumn's  sickly  fall, 
Old  Age  conies  on,  a  silent  foe, 
And  lays  hjs  summer-glories  low, 
Withering  his  strength  and  beauty  all ! 
Now  past  his  vigour,  past  his  bloom, 
Short  is  his  passage  to  the  tomb  ! 

,  ^  Man  that  is  bom  of  a  wonian  hath  bat  a  short  time  to  lire,  and 
is  fall  of  misery ;  he  coraeth  up  ai^fl  is  cat  down  like  a  flower*  &c 

Burial  Service. 

t  The  dew  lay  all  night  upon  my  branch.  B.  of  Job. 

All  flesh  is  as  grass,  and  all  the  glory  of  man  as  the  floiser  of 
imi;  the  gTMS  withaetb,  and  the  flower  thereof  falleth  away. . 
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III. 

Pilgjrim  !  who  vith  tresses  grey, 
joiirneyest  on  thy  lonely  way, 
^o  friend,  no  lov'd  companiop  dettr. 
Thy  darl(  and  wilderin^  steps  to  cheer| 
Weary,  heart-broken,  rest  at  last, 
Soon  shall  all  thy  woes  be  past : 
iGently  shalt  tho|i  resign  thy  brjcath^ 
And  sweet  shall  be  thy  sleep  of  death  ; 
Dry  then  thy  tear^y^-and  banish  sorrow^ 
t'or  there  shall  rise— avother  ^OBEO!f« 


tOYE  pi?FERENTLy  EXPRESSE||, 

BY  THE   LATE   REV.  DR.  RySSEU 

When  lovely  Damon  first  sb»  spies, 
tils  courtly  mien,  and  winning  grace| 

Fond  Celia  checks  her  wand'Ting  eyes. 
And  bids  them  fix  on  Damon's  mce. 

Not  so  young  Chloe's  are  employ'd^ 
Tliey,  studious,  bend  a  diflTreht  way ; 

•Tjs  Damon  oulv  they  avoid. 
And  unresery  d  o'er  others  9tr ay. 

JJut  say,  what  cause  the  yirgixjs  moves 

A  conduct  so  unlike  to  use  ? 
Qm^  shun»  hia  looks,  because  she  loves. 

And  one|  bepause  «he  loye9|  pursues. 
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THE  SECRET. 

BY  WILLIAM  CARET,   ESQ. 


From  morn  till  aooa,  Vbhioso  on  mc  huug, 

Aud  nimbly  plied  his  never-ceasing  tongue : 

Rare  news  he  had,  and  secrets  told  by  dozens ; 

How  it  falls  out  that  brothers'  sons  are  cousins  ; 

That  some  fc^ks  strangely  close  their  eyes  at  night; 

And  blind  men  stumble  through  their  lack  of  sight ; 

That  boysy  in  time,  grow  up  to  men's  estate ; 

And  new-dropp-d  calves,  through  instinct,  suck  the  teat. 

These  wonders  he,  in  confidence,  made  known 

To  me ; — and  oft  he  said  **  to  tne  a/one/' 

Grateful  for  this,  with  looks  of  anxious  fear, 

I  grasp'd  bis  hand  and  whisper'd  in  his  ear, 

'*  These  kind  disclosures  equal  frankness  claim, 

^  But,  on  your  life,  your  author  never  name : 

**  I  have  a  secret  too^" — On  tip-toe  rais'd. 

With  neck  out-stretch'd,  and  open  mouth,  he  ga;s'd, 

And  with  a  solemn  pledge,  bin  promise  gaA^e, 

To  keep  the  matter  silent  as  the  grave. 

Still,  doubtful  whether  I  could  trust  the  man> 

I  paused  awhile,  his  countenance  to  scan ; 

Then  forth,  with  trembling  hand,  my  watch  I  drew, 

And  begg'd  again,  he  would  his  pledge  renew. 

He  vow'd,  be  swore,^^**  What  is  it  f  stammering  cried : 

*•  It  is,  my  Friend," — I  faultVingly  replied', 

^  U  is,  but  as.a.  Christian  bear  the  shock— -» 

^  It  iS|  indeed^  it  is  patt  one  o'clock/' 
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LINES 


;p  WILLIAM  HAYWAED,  ESQ.  OF  WATLINGTONt 


fiATWARD !  the  blooming  sweets  of  Spring 
Bright  Health  and  laughing  Pleasures  bring  ^ 
Ah  Nature  hails  their  balmy  power. 
And  wantons  in  May's  rosy  hour. 

But  to  the  courser's  heart  more  dear 
The  fading  beauties  of  the  year : 
He  seeks,  'mid  phili  November's  gloom. 
The  brown  heath  fring'd  with  dusky  broom, 
Braves,  on  .bleak  hill  and  dreary  plain, 
The  wintry  wind,  the  driving  rain  ; 
For  there,  delighted,  he  can  view 
The  triumphs  of  his  greyhounds  true ; 
Stitl  ploser  tuni  to  turn  succeed, 
Hare  after  hare  successive  bleed, 
And  home  returning,  proudly  tell 
How  long  they  ran,  how  true,  how  well  \ 
These  joys  ^re  past-:— The  brilliant  ray 
Brings  Puss  her  summer's  holiday. 
Yet  in  description  still  they  live. 
And  joys  prospective  still  can  give* 
And  Well  I  know  Maria's  fame 
y(jX\  much  of  pride  «ud  pleasure  elaim, 


fp 
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For  of  that  clierishM  race  she  sprang 
''  Most  fleet  of  foot  and  sure  of  fang/' 
That  race  which  Hebe  once  adorned. 
Thy  Hebe  yet  so  proudly  mourned  ! 
That  race  which  still  on  Sherborne's  plain 
In  speed  and  beauty  matchless  reign* 
Long  may  they  reign,  unrivall'd  still 
By  all  who  course  on  dale  or  hill ! 
'  Long  may'st  thou  share  their  high  renown^ 
And  health  and  bliss  thy  wishes  crown !  ' 

>  Bertram  House^  mary  russel  mitford* 


EPIGRAM 

FROM  TH£  GR££iL 

To  make  the  boy  a  scholar,  to  my  care 

An  advertising  Doctor  gave  his  heir* 

We  got  to  Homer  *.;  and  **  that  wrath,  the  spring 

"  Of  woes  unnumbered/'  soon  he  learnt  to  sing ; 

Then  in  due  course,  ^  to  Pluto's  gloomy  reign 

**  Hurl'd  many  a  gallant  soul  untimely  slain/' 

But  now  he  caipe  no  loneer.     In  the  street 

It  shortly  was  my  luck  the  Sire  to  meet ; 

And  **  thanks  my  friend,"  he  cried,  but  to  be  frec^ 

**  What  you  were  teaching  he  may  learn  of  me. 

*'  1,  ere  their  time,  hurl  many  a  soul  below ; 

^  Vet  not  one  word  of  Homer  need  to  know" 

*  There  i<  a  propriety  in  the  original,  ivhich  could  not  be 
peserved  in  the  <•  imitauon."  Homer  was  the  ^rst  Vojk  faufht 
in  U)c  Grammar  Sciiools  of  Greece. 
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TO  THE  MOON. 


LoK  B  wanderer  of  the  midnight  sky, 
J  mark  thee  thjrough  my  casement  gleam  | 
Andy  stretch'd  upon  a  sleepless  couch, 
I  bless  thy  paly  beam. 

Oh !  com'st  thou  here  with  silent  foot. 
When  all  is  hush'd  in  deep  repose, 
To  whisper  to  my  troubled  heart 
A  ^li^ce  for  its  woes. 

Impart  to  me  that  placid  mien, 
That  tranced  look,  as  when  on  high 
Thou  pause&t  for  a  while  to  list 

The  spheres'  wild  harmony, 

"What  means  that  blush  ?  Sure,  modefl  Queen, 
Thron'd  on  thy  fleecy  clouds  above, 
The  young  God  hath  not  with  thy  rays 
Lighted  his  torch  of  love  I 

Yet,  if  thy  soul  has  felt  his  power. 
Come,  thou  art  here  a  welcome  guest, 
For^young  Desire  hath  kindled  too 
A  flame  within  this  breast* 


lOT 

Yes,  I  will  sympathize  with  thee» 
.(AQd  mutual  cares  will  each  endear) 
Thy  beams  can  speak  most  eloquent ;. 
I'll  answer  with  a  tear. 

Pe  Love  our  theme — its  visions  warm* 
)ts  balmy  sighs  and  stolen  joy. 
And  feelings  trembling  on  the  brink 
Of  bliss  and  agony. 

Come,  thou  shalt  say  what  raptures  stole 
O'er  every  sense,  at  dead  of  night, 
Whien  first  the  breeze  pour'd  on  thy  ear 
Endymion  and  delight. 

And  I  will  tell—- if  words  can  tell— 
Oh  no !  this  tear  and  frequent  sigh 
Can  best  express  what  I  have  felt 

From  Mary's  love-fraught  eye. 

Oh  might  that  blue  eye^s  tender  languish 
3eam  but  on  me,  what  bliss  were  mine ; 
^Twould  o'er  my  soul  diffuse  a  ray 
Of  happiness  divine. 

But  why  that  bl^sh  again,  sweet  Maid  f 
Why  'thwart  thy  face,  so  shilling  fair, 
p,oll  clouds  so  dark,  that  Fancy  reads 
In  them  the  page  of  Care  ? 

Alas !  they  say  Love's  but  a  dream, 
Fleeting  and  few  its  happy  hours; 
^hat  Life's  at  best  a  thorny  wild, 

And  never  strew'd  with  flowers. 

Sweet  moralist  I  I  know  it  well ; 
Man  onward  toils  in  pain  and  sorrow  ; 
Iftt  (bncUy  hopes  a  glimpse  of  joy 

Will  l^less  him  on  the  morrow. 
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Vain  18  the  hope — ^yet  should  that  glimpse 
Strike  on  his  mind,  in  mercy  given. 
It  but  reveals  the  darkness  round. 

Like  the  lightening  flash  of  Heaven. 

Cease,  throbbing  br^aM  But  thou,  pale  Queen, 
Come,  soothe  my  heart  with  grief  opprest ; 
Say,  that  the  sleep  of  Death  is  sweet 
To  those  who  sigh  for  rest. 
London.  a.  h* 


VOLA. 

From  youth  to  vouth,  from  friend  to  friend. 

Inconstant  Vula  flies ; 
*•  My  love,"  she  swears,  "  shall  never  end  j" 

But  as  she  speaks  it  dies* 

Mo  milder  flame,  no  mediate  state. 

Her  fervid  bosom  knows ; 
Worship  is  love,  dislike  is  hate, 

And  all  are  friends  or  foes. 

Thus  in  an  oriental  clime, 

When.Heav'n  withdraws  its  light. 

Unknown  is  twilight's  shadowy  time, 
But  day  it^  sunk  in  nighu 


^♦•ii#t. 
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ON  A  WATCH-PAPER  CUT  BY  A  YOUNG  LADY, 


ST  TflS  LATt  BST.  DR*  &U88SU 


Lovo  had  I  liv'd  fair  Chloe's  slaver. 
And  with  a  fruitless  passion  strove. 

When  fondly  to  the  nymph  I  gave 
A  weapon^  to  dispatch  my  love ; 

These  scissars,  Chloc,  from  your  swaia 

Accept,  said  I,  and  ease  my  pain. 

Restore,  unkind,  my  foolish  heart, 
Restore  it  to  my  widow'd  breast ; 

Too  long  I've  borne  the  killing  smart, 
Too  long  been  deditute  of  rest; 

Take,  Chloe,  take  this  shining  steely 

And  end  that  love  you  cannot  feel. 

The  glittering  gift  the  fair  one  took; 

And  strait  the  engine  wide,  extends, 
With  carelesftair,  and  smiling  look. 

Upon  her  »nowy  fingers'  ends ; 
Then,  plcas*d  to  shew  her  matchless  art, 
lo  paper  cut  a  trembling  Hearts 
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Alnidst  &  sliady  silent  wood, 

FormM  for  the  timVous  herd's  repos^f 
^the  6tatdy  ^Feature  iist'ning  stood  ; 

Beneath  th'  untasted  herbage  rose  5 
With  gentle  breezes  bent  the  grove, 
The  new  creation  seem'd  to  move. 

I  saw  i  tnd  ah !  deat  maid,  I  cr/d^ 
Is  this  the  freedom  I  obtain  ? 

That  gift  in  any  hand  beside 

Had  loos'd  a  captive  from  his  chains 

But,  in  those  Hugen  ptttc'd,  the  toy 

Improves  the  love  it  should  destroy* 


EPIGRAM 

PROM  THE  PRENCIt 


Om£  day  a  Justice  much  enlarged 
On  industry,  as  he  discharged 
A  thief  from  jail :  "  Go  work,"  he  said, 
"  Go,  prithee,  learn  some  better,  trade ; 

"  Or,  mark  my  words,  you'll  rue  it/' 
•*  My  trade's  as  good/'  replied  the  knave, 
"  As  any  man  lieed  wish  to  have ; 
**  And  if  it  don't  succeed,  d'ye  see, 
•*  The  fault.  Sir,  lies  with  you,  not  me; 

"  You  won^t  let  me  pursue  it.* 


8.  #.  U 


Ill 


ELEGY, 

Om  the  Dmth  of  Mr.  W.  Cmmmgham^  late  tfMaghnifeg^ 

near  Dromore* 


Glide  on, limpid  LsLgBXi !  still  smooth  mayst  thou  flow ! 
Let  thy  rills  weep  responsive  to  murmurs  of  woe ; 
Near  that  bank  gently  heaving  curl  softly  thy  wave^  ] 
For  sacred  the  verdure  of  Cunningham's  grave* 

Disperse,  gloomy  vapours !  thou  fair  Queen  of  light. 
Deck  with  silvery  robe  the  black  shoulders  of  Night ! 
Play  thy  beams  on  the  bank  where  the  Bard  lies  at  rest. 
For  holy  the  dust  is  that  covers  his  breast. 

In  the  stillnesss  of  midnight,  while  men  are  asleep^ 
For  his  premature  death  the  sad  Muses  shall  weep  j 
And  soft  songs  of  sorrow  repeat  round  his  bed, 
For  sacred  the  turf  is  that  pillows  his  head. 

For  thy  child.  Nature,  mourn !  here  thy  gifts  early  strew. 
And  thy  tears  shed  pellucid  in  showers  of  dew ; 
Let  the  grave  of  thy  son  with  fresh  flow'rets  be  drest, 
And  green  let  the  sod  be  that  covers  his  breast. 

See!  crown'd  with  sad  cypress,  meek  Pity  draws  nigh, 
And  his  name  on  the  head-stone  she  reads  with  a  sigh, 
Bids  the  Sylphs* and  the  Elves  on  the  bank  lightly  tread, 
Mor  bend  the  grass  waving  so  green  round  his  bed* 
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See  Mty's*  fair  attendants  expect  the  hiiAi  ttdttf^ 
And  the  urn  of  their  bard  with  fresh  chapfets  adom^ 
Their  smiles  chang'd  to  sorrow,  their  gaiety  fled. 
For  low,  low  the  turf  lies  thitt  pillows  his  head. 

The  spirits  of  young  poets  here  frenzied  shall  rove. 
And  with  sounds  more  than  mortal  shall  fill  the  dark 
grove ;  I  heard, 

At  the  tomb,  near  the  stream,  magic  strains  shall  be 
Ringing  **'  Hallow'd !  oh  hallow'd  I  the  grave  of  the  bard/^ 


IMbi 


INSCRIPTION 


Intended  for  the  Monument    to   be  erected  in  Okuffrtf 

in  honour  of' General  Moore. 

Ijr  Glasgow  born,  Moore,  and  his  right  to  fame^ 

Glasgow  would  by  this  monument  proclaim* 

She  knew  his  patriot  zeal,  bold  to  inspire, 

And  warm  to  animate  heroic  fire  i 

Knew  too,  that  wisdom,  when  in  danger  try^d^ 

Would  rule  his  ardour,  and  his  valour  guide* 

Corunna  saw  him,  thus  endowed,  defy. 

And  vanquish  Gaul's  superior  force,  and  die  I 

Vanquish  and  die!  But  tho'  untimely  slain. 

Striving,  so  Britain  will'd,  for  injur'd  Spain^ 

Recording  Truth  to  future  times  shall  tell, 

«'  Moore  nobly  conquered,  as  he  bravely  fell/' 

*  Alluding  to  a  Poem  entitled  «<  the  Qaeen  of  the  Mty/ 
iNrritten  by  Mr.  Cunningham,  and  published  in  the  Belfast  Nfw9 
Letter  in  ^ay»  1804. 
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THE  SHEPHERDS  OF  LEBANON. 

BY   THE   KEY.    H.    BOT0. 
PART  1. 

ARGUMENT. 

Address  to  the  Son.  Progress  of  Sciences  from  Eitit  to  West 
General  teddmty  of  Migrations  and  Conquests  to  the  Soutbera 
tod  £afttem  Climates.  Final  cause  of  the  phenomenon,  tht 
propagation  of  Religion  and  Science.  Examples  of  this  given 
^m  the  History  of  the  Scythians,  Scandinavians,  Goths,  and 
iDore  particuldtly  in  the  Crutoders.  Epifode  of  the  Psulicisnt. 
^ects  of  their  Appearance  in  Europe 


*^BYOKt)  tbfe  Atlantic  borne^  the  wandering  Mus# 
"cr  former  proeme  tun'd  *^  on  steady  wing 
'ar  sailing  to  the  late  discovered  shores, 
t  Where  Britain  and  Iberia  meet  in  arms 
On  Nature's  utmost  verge*     With  rested  wing 
^ow  sunward  she  ascends j  and  climbs  the  sky 
Against  the  current  of  the  monsoon  gale, 
That  tends  the  triumphs  of  Hyperion's  car. 

Hail,  glorious  luminant  of  Ether,  hail  I 
*^ight,  life,  and  exultation,  on  thy  wheels 
Attend!  the  chorus  of  the  woods  to  th^e 
Their  i^tiii  warblihgs  tune  1  To  thee  asCends 
The  better  harmony  of  mind,  sublim'd 
%  thy  fine  chemistry.    J  Fair  Sciencef  spread, 
h  days  of  yore,  her  many-colour'd  wings, 
^t  of  the  band  that  tends  thy  moving  throne, 

•  See  the  «*  Ruins  of  Athens."   P.  Register^  vol.  vi.  p.  66.- 

♦  Wrkten  in  the  year  1790. 

t  Progress  of  Science  -and  Empire  from  East  to  West. 
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Successive  as  tbe  radiant  signs,  that  gild 
Thy  way.    To  thee  yon  oriental  tribes 
Lifted  th'  imperial  standard,  bprne  along 
From  nation  still  to  nation,  as  thou  led'st 
The  pomp  $  till  now,  beyond  th'  Atlantic  main 
It  \9aves  sublime,  and  spreads  its  gorgeous  fold» 
High  on  the  Western  gale.     With  thee  arose 
The  dawn  of  Science  in  her  native  East, 
And,  still,  we  hope  thy  beam  shall  lead  it  on 
With  endless  march,  and  gird  the  pendant  worl4 
With  one  broad  Ca^stus,  one  Athenian  zone, 
All  spulptur'd  over  with  transccndant  forms 
Of  holy  truth,  religion,  public  faith. 
And  public  honour,  till  thy  wide  domain 
On  earth  resemble  thy  long  range  above. 
With  many  a  radiant  shape,  in  order  bright, 
And  many  a  constellation  thick  bestrown  ! 

Where  from  thy  fabled  couch,  beneath  the  wave 
Of  Indian  Thetis  (where,  as  poets  tell, 
Thou  nightly  court'st  repose)  thy  splendid  march 
At  morn  begins,  ♦  the  tendant  breezes  blow, 
And  whisper  joy  to  waken'd  Nature  round. 
Still  as  their  pinions  flag,  by  thy  warm  beams 
Languid,  relaxt,  and  w&sted  in  their  flight, 
A  fresh  recruit  of  gales,  on  vigorous  wing. 
Unwearied,  from  the  North  and  South,  attend. 
Spontaneous  coming,  and  the  vacant  space. 
Forsaken  by  their  languid  brethren,  fill, 
Till  THEY  regain  their  vigour,  and  relieve 
In  turn  the  length'ned  labour,  still  renew'd. 
Thus  to  thy  track,  along  the  burning  line, 
Still  points  the  stream  of  nations,  from  the  North, 

♦  The  rarefaction  of  the  air  under  the  Line,  is  the  cause  of  the 
trade  winds ;  as  the  dense  air  from  behind,  and  from  the  North  and 
South,  continually  rushes  into  the  place  of  that  which  has  bef& 
rariHed. 
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(Bellona^s  hive)  mote  frequent  and  mofe  ftill, 
For  yet  the  Southern  bands  are  scarce  awfike. 

There,  as  thy  nearest  tribes^  whu  bask  supiuef 
Beneath  thy  fervid  wheels,  with  limbd  and  mimlt 
Kelaxt,  beneath  their  palmy  coverts  laid, 
forgot  their  active  powers,  renounce  the  namo 
And  dignity  of  man,  a  manlier  horde 
Sweeps  them  away,  and  riots  in  their  room 
Triumphant,  till  the  deep  Circcean  charm 
Invades  Mem  too:  then  active  hands  behind 
The  recreants  seize,  and  bind  the  willing  slaves 
In  flowery  trammels.     Hither  in  wild  bands. 
Southward,  the  quiver'd  Scythian  forc'd  his  Way 
Prom  bleak  Siberia  down  to  Ganges  flood, 
Like  a  dark  tempest,  o'er  the  frighted  zones* 
In  days  of  yore,  from  cold  Imaus'  ridge 
They  swept  the  plains  of  Asia,  scour'd  the  hillf 
Of  Palestine,  and  down  on  Egypt  came 
Like  locusts,  warping  on  an  Eastern  wind« 
We  sing  not  Uther*s  son,  his  fabled  fields 
Of  glory  on  the  Rhine,  or  Tyber's  shore; 
Kor  Brennus,  nor  Belinus  old,  we  sing; 
The  graver  theme  no  gaudy  colour  needs 
Of  fiction.     From  the  records  of  the  past, 
Authentic  proofs  and  documents  are  drawn  $ 
These  tell — and  ravaged  realms,  and  antient  signs 
Of  desolation  and  migration,  tell- 
That  to  the  rising,  or  the  noon-day  sun. 
The  Northern  rovers  pointed  still  their  march* 
Witness  the  sack  of  Rome;  the  purple  plains 
Of  Lombardy,  manured  by  Cimbrian  dead^ 
Beneath  the  hand  of  Marius.     Ages  thence 
Removed,  in  more  tremendous  bands  succeed 
Huns,  Alans,  Suevi,  and  the  dreaded  name 
Of  Goths  and  Vandals*    From  th'  incumbent  shade^ 

•    l2 


116 

The  (^oublef  sbade  of  ignorance  and  nigbf^ 

A  deep  Cimmerian  gloom,  they  hurried  on 

By  fatal  instinct  led,  to  seek  the  dawn 

Of  intellectual  day,  and  gladly  taste 

The  fruit  of  richer  clinics.     Collected  now 

Within  the  verge  of  fame,  they  felt  her  pow'r 

Attractive,  and  the  glowing  impulse  knew. 

Which  led  them  to  renounce  their  savage  forms. 

And  brighten  into  men.     As  those  damp  gloom» 

Which  weep  away  the  night  in  ceaseless  flow 

Heavy,  abd  damp  and  cold  ;  but  when  the  sun 

Touches  the  dawning  hills,  they  speed  away. 

With  light  foot  spurn  tlie  mountain  tops,  and  rise 

In  figur'd  march,  or  singly  borne,  and  show 

Their  gaudy  bosoms  to  the  rising  beam  ; 

With  fluid  gold  and  purple  to  the  morn. 

High  flahiing,  they  surround  his  sapphire  throne, 

In  umber'd  files,  wide  multiplied  around 

In  all  the  bright  diversities  of  day. 

His  radiant  looks  returning:  Or,  as  floods 

Drawn  to  a  current  by  some  powerful  cause 

From  the  reposing  lake,  or  watered  vale. 

Over  the  dizzy  verge  in  sheets  descend. 

Bright  sparkling  to  the  sun  and  thund'ring  loud. 

While  many  a  rainbow  from  the  rising  mist, 

The  silver  thread  of  orient  light  untwines, 

And  renders  back  the  glories  of  the  day, 

In  gorgeous  colours  of  fantastic  woof : 

*So  they  by  love  of  Truth,  or  Science  warm'd 

Or  rais'd  on  Contemplation's  holy  wing, 

(Tho'  first  perhaps,  by  love  of  plunder  fir'd,) 

Or  by  the  Tigris,  or  redundant  Nile, 

Or  palmy  Jordax,  from  the  genial  source 

Of  light,  new  light  deriv'd,  in  fiction's  veil, 

Or  allegory  cloth'd,  or  the  quaint  form 

Of  Memphian  type,  or  symbol.    Truth  comraixt 
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With  error  oft  they  glean'd.     Be  witness  they 
Who  bore  their  gods  to  Athens,  from  the  strand 

•  Of  old  Canopus,  and  Dodona's  grove 
Made  vocal  by  The  u  a  is :  Odin's  rites 
From  old  Choaspes  to  the  frozen  realms 
Of  wide  S  arm  ATI  A  wafted  o'er  the  plains 

Of  ScYTHiA  clad  with  snows.     Fair  Science  lur'd 
By  the  Milesian  f  from  the  Red  Sea  coast ; 
And  what  the  Samian|  from  Ganges  brought. 
Whose  pupils  from  Tarentum  strctch'd  their  lore, 
To  the  deep  murmurs  of  the  Euxinc  wave* 

§Thee  too,  bright  Regent  of  ascending  day. 
The  Northern  eagle  saw,  and  soaring,  led 
Her  nestlings  to  salute  the  fount  of  light, 
And  meet  thy  Splendours  with  unblemish'd  beam; 
What  time  the  pilgrim  from  the  wasted  bourne 
Of  Jericho  returning,  toW  a  tule 
Of  violence,  oppression,  bonds,  and  blood. 
And  rous'd  the  North  and  banded  West  to  arms. 
Like  their  own  tempests  in  destruction  leagu'd. 
Thither,  from  petty  cares,  from  petty  broils. 
Or  from  the  soft  lap  of  Lethsan  ease. 
And  more  Lethaean  ignorance  arous'd, 
In  one  great  cause  combining,  on  they  came. 
Like  all  the  levied  hurricanes^  that  long 
Had  slumber'd  on  the  bosom  of  the  deep. 
For  many  a  sickly  moon.    Though  bigot  Zeal, 
And  blindfold  Superstition  led  them  on, 
Precipitated  on  the  Asian  world 
In  dread  collision  ;  yet  their  torpid  n^inds 
(Though  wak'd  at  first  alone  by  martial  fame,) 
Soon  found  their  native  energies  expand, 
And  felt  superior  power,  superior  claims. 

*  Egypt-        t  Thales,  who  brought  geometry  to  Greece. 

t  Pythagoras.        §  The  Qrosades,  and  their  effects  upon  tfaf 
reugioQ  and  liberty  of  Eivrope^ 
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Tho*  half  devoured  by  the  insatiate  gorge 

Of  allrconsuming  War,  their  troops  returnM 

From  the  dire  triumphs  of  tlie  burning  East, 

Dispirited  and  thin  ;  yet  back  they  came, 

All  baffled  and  dejected  as  they  were, 

To  nobler  conquests  on  their  native  shores. 

There  oft  the  despot  to  the  frugal  hands 

Pad  barter'd  privilege  for  the  rich  loan, 

That  furnish'd  him  for  war*.     These  still  rctain'd 

The  purchas'd  privilege  ;  and  thence  deriv'd. 

As  from  a  genial  root,  the  rising  stem 

Of  Freedom,  overshadow'd  all  the  land 

At  last.     Their  wide  domains  the  warriors  sold, 

And  where  old  Tyranny  had  domineer'd 

In  solitary  and  unquestioned  pride, 

For  many  a  league,  now  parcell'd  out,  and  broke 

In  small  possessions,  with  a  smiling  face  ' 

Of  culture  gay,  with  population  blest, 

The  alter'd  scene  rejoic'd. 

freedom  was  giv'n  for  necessary  gold, 

The  price  of  luxury,  as  late  of  arms ; 

Thence  o'er  the  champaign  rose,  by  slow  degrees, 

A  race  of  independent  swains,  whose  sires 

Were  slaves;   but  little  to  the  burden'd  beast 

Preferr'd  in  estiination.    Oft  for  theni 

The  reverend  Fiamen  from  their  soften'd  Lord 

(Proud  of  his  saintly  influence)  obtainM 

The  bpon  of  liberty.     Unthinking  priests 

Forbear!  Ye  little  think  what  unborn  v^oes, 

What  tempests,  and  what  overbearing  tides 

From  this  indulgence,  threat  the  lordly  pile 

Of  Superstition,  the'  it  proudly  raise 

]ts  pinnacles  among  the  curtain'd  clouds ; 

And,  like  the  pyramids  of  Memphis,  seem 

*  Origin  of  the  freedom  of  corporations  |m4  alieaatipns  pf  Um^ 
|b)iilai  possessioQSi 
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All  ruin  to  defy!  A  time  will  come 

When  it  shall  moulder  to  the  base  !  You  loose 

The  trammels  of  the  body ;  soon  the  slave 

Will  fling  away  the  trammels  of  the  mind, 

Nor  need  your  help !  ♦  The  Pontifif  bends  his  look, 

Still  to  the  tumults  of  the  East ;  from  thence 

Expecting  glorious  harvests  of  his  toil 

He  sees  the  pride  of  Christendom  in  arms. 

Under  his  ensigns ;  nor  perceives  bebind 

A  fiercer  tempest  gathering  in  the  West, 

Tho'  now  it  only  seems  a  cloudy  speck 

Of  small  regard,  o'er  yonder  distant  hills. 

While  Persecution  o'er  his  bloody  spoils 

Slumbers  at  ease,  or  on  his  sanguine  car 

The  long  tumultuous  march  to  Jordan's  flood 

Pursues,  •  the  pallid  victims  of  his  rage, 

Though  panting  from  the  deadly  chace,  again 

Convene,  and  breathe  awhile  from  bloody  toils; 

Mild  Hope  once  more  illumes  the  dreary  vales, 

The  cottage  they  rebuild,  and  rear  anew 

The  simple  honours  of  the  rustic  fane 

By  apostolic,  pure,  primaeval  rites 

Frequented  only.     Here,  by  angel  hands 

Tra,nsplanted  from  celestial  mould,  fair  Truth, 

Spreads  in  the  transient  gleam  her  blossoms  gay, 

And  shakes  her  dewy  locks,  by  many  a  storm 

Sore  ruffled,  but  a  milder  season  comes ; 

The  timely  showers,  which  bade  the  lovely  rose 

Of  Sharon  to  the  morning  beam  display 

Her  virgin  bosom,  soon  shall  visit  thee. 

As  Rome,  victorious  o'er  the  silken  sons 
Of  Asia,  led  in  bands  her  legions  gay. 
And  gloried  in  the  long,  successive  pomp 

*  The  imperceptible  growth  of  the  Waldenses  and  Alhlgenses 
(the  forerunuers  of  the  Reformation)  while  the  attention  of  the 
f  6pe8  was  confined  to  thdx  Oriental  axpeditioot* 
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Of  plundeir'cl  stores  along  the  sacred  Way 

In  triumph  home;  the  pictures,  vases,  pile^ 

Of  silver  and  of  gold,  -nor  yut  beheld 

The  sister  fiends,  that  taint  the  sacred  soul 

And  breathf  contagion  through  the  darkened  niind. 

Bring  their  battalions  up  in  viewless  inarch 

Attendant  on  the  victor's  figur'd  car, 

But  in  their  public  counsels  soon  pprpeiv'd 

The  bane  fast  spreading ;  thus  from  Asia's  Strang 

Amid  the  spoils  of  w^r,  to  Europe  sent 

By  the  brave  champions  of  the  cross,  arriv'd 

The  mightier  sovereign  of  the  willing  soul, 

Tho'  then  obscure,  unknown,  yet  doom'd  to  change 

The  fate  of  nations,  in  succeeding  timps. 

Where  ancient  Lebanon's  majestic  brovy 
With  her  associate  hills,  a  fortress  form, 
(Here,  'gainst  the  gale  that  sweeps  the  midland  wave, 
And  there,  against  the  dry  and  withering  blast 
That  lifts  the  desart  on  its  sounding  wing,) 
3y  the  brown  horrours  of  impending  woods 
And  marble  mounds  secur'd,  (a  lofty  pile 
That  scorn'd  invasive  rage),  froip  dangers  f^r 
Far  from  corruption  ()welt  a  sinless  tribe, 
♦  Paulicjans  nam'd>  fropi  hin^,  whose  saintly  zeal 
Here  planted  heavenly  tn^th.     For  many  an  age 
Here  had  they  l^ved,  npr  other  changes  l^pew 
In  this  sublunar  theatre,  besides 
The  changes  of  the  moon,  when  thro'  their  groves 
Full  orb'd  she  rose,  ^nd  woke  the  nightly  song 
To  him  who  cojnbs  her  beamy  locks  with  gold, 
Or,  when  her  gentle  radiance  Jed  along 
The  vernal  months,  or  when,  with  visage  wan 

f  See  pibbon's  History,  vol.  x,  147,  &c.  A  few  poetical 
Kcences  are  taken  -with  the  story  of  the  Paolicians,  but  the  purity 
of  their  doctrines,  and  their  migrations  into  Europe  in  considerablo 
fiutnbers,  about  the  time  of  the  Crusades,  are  facts  w«U  c^rtified^ 
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Or  flushM  ^ith  red  distemper,  she  foretold 

The  coming  storm.    The  Seasons  well  they  knew 

In  their  majestic  progress,  what  they  brought, 

And  what  they  took  away.    The  magic  breath 

Of  Spring,  soft-whispering,  when  she  clad  the  bowen 

In  beauty,  and  her  broad  pavilions  rais'd 

Of  solemn  scenery,  with  melodious  strains 

Of  birds,  thick  warbling  all  the  live-long  day: 

Or,  when  the  forest,  or  the  rising  liill 

W^  cloth'd  in  summer's  pride,  or,  when  severe 

And  like  a  fickle  friend,  with  slow  disgust 

Gradual  estrang'd,  the  gentle  breeze  became 

A  keen  and  cutting  gale,  whose  envious  breath 

Contagious,  touched  at  first  with  sickly  hue 

The  gay  embroidery  of  the  varied  scene ; 

And  (while  the  welkin  wept  the  change  to  see) 

X>isclos'd  the  parting  sun,  the  sentence  breath'd 

Of  sad  divorce,  and  bade  fair  Nature  leave 

^er  spousal  robes,  and  in  more  seemly  weeds 

fitting  her  fortune,  mourn  her  distant  lord. 

This  they  beheld,  nor  knew  what  changes  eUe 
£clips'd  our  varying  planet.     Whether  war 
Her  visage  ting'd  with  sanguinary  stains^ 
Or  deep  tranquillity  for  ever  sate 
On  her  bland  aspect.     Many  an  age  unknowii 
To  them  was  Mecca's  fane,  the  saintly  zeal 
That  from  the  bowers  of  Araby  the  blest^ 
from  soft  repose  the  visionary  led  * 
Over  Petrae's  barren  sands  to  blow 
The  trump  of  discord,  and  extend  bis  sway 
O'er  the  chain'd  body  and  the  mind  at  once. 
They  neither  knew,  that  conquest's  purple  wing 
Spread  all  around  them,  nor  the  trumpet's  clang 
^ierc'd  their  nmhrageous  world.    The  rising  flam^ 

♦  Mahomeu 
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From  the  ftack'd  city  ne'er  within  their  view 

Ting'd  the  nocturnal  sky  with  dismal  red, 

Nor  did  the  cry  of  slaughter  down  the  vale 

A  fearful  summons  send.    They  never  heard 

The  haavy  sound  of  Rome's  gigantic  fall 

Across  the  deep*'    Nor  how  Byzantium  rose 

With  emulative  splendour  on  the  strand 

Of  Thrace.    The  long-extended*  Gothic  rango 

Of  victory  to  them  was  lost*     Unknown 

Persia's  reviving  fame,  or  how,  before 

The  Tartar,  n6w  triumphant,  southwatd  fled 

The  Saracen  with  all  his  baffled  powers; 

How  the  contending  crescent,  and  the  cross 

Like  the  red  signs  of  heaven,  alternate  rose. 

And  fell  alternate.     To  the  neighboring  tribes 

On  either  side,  no  human  trace  was  seen  ; 

Nought,  but  the  forests'  long,  majestic  sweep. 

And  rocks  embattl'd  high,  in  pendent  clouds 

Deep  veil'd :  the  treasures  of  the  space  within 

Heaven  kept  in  sacred  charge  till  time  proclaim'd 

The  moment  of  disclosure.     Led  by  fate 

A  wandVing  European  found  a  pass 

By  the  steep  margin  of  a  devious  rilJ. 

By  thirst,  by  famine,  or  the  stronger  love 

Of  knowledge  led,  he  won  his  uncouth  way. 

Delighted  with  the  sinless  tribes,  he  saw 

(Nor  less  astonisb'd)  how  celestial  truth 

The  change  of  many  an  age  had  here  surviv'd ; 

(However  varying  in  the  nether  world) 

Immortal  and  the  same,  like  yonder  sun 

Whose  aspect,  tho'  it  often  seems  to  shew 

A  dim  disguise,  when  vapours  dense  or  rare 

Fleet  over  his  immortal  charms,  yet  still 

With  native  splendour  shiqes  above,  and  fills 

With  unabated  glory,  the. fair  fields 

Of  Mthet  far  reinoved*    Their  peerless  {sdtk 
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« 

With  wondering  eyes  the  martial  stranger  saw 

Reflected  in  their  deeds :  innoxious,  pure. 

The  tenor  of  their  lives.     No  serpent  guile 

Here  tainted  the  fair  source  of  social  bliss. 

Nor  discord  here,  nor  violence  was  known. 

6mit  with  the  blessed  beam  of  heavenly  light 

The  sister  fiends,  that  stimulate  the  soul 

To  deeds  of  blood,  with  envious  look  askanco, 

Fled  the  pure  emanation,  and  retired 

Back  to  their  native  and  congenial  gloom, 

Or  sought  congenial  bosoms.     Here,  no  hopes 

Of  high  ambition  touch'd  the  pastor's  mind, 

Fix'd  o'er  his  flock  for  tenets  like  their  own, 

And  apostolic  manners :  with  his  flock 

In  love  fraternal  still  he  walk'd,  nor  swerVd 

After  the  pleasures  of  the  world,  nor  feared 

Its  frowns.     With  kind  and  hospitable  love 

The  stranger  they  receiv'd,  tho'  at  his  garb 

Manners,  and  language,  much  amaz'd,  nor  less 

Was  be  at  theirs,  But  soon  the  social  rite 

Assur'd  him  of  their  friendship.     He,  (like  them 

Of  old,  on  Lotos  fed,  as  fables  tell 

Who  quite  forgot  their  homes)  forgot  the  call 

Of  martial  honors ;  doffd  his  shining  arms. 

And  there,  among  the  swains,  a  rustic  swain, 

ILJnger^d  for  many  a  moon*    He  soon  acquired 

Their  language,  soon  was  able  to  unfold 

His  own  disastrous  fortunes.     How,  allur'd 

By  syren  images  of  heavenly  joys, 

Of  praise  below,  and  paradise  above. 

He  left  his  native  home,  domestic  bliss. 

His  prattling  infants,  and  his  faithful  spotue, 

To  march  in  arms  beneath  the  fervid  skies 

Of  Palestine,  and  mingle  with  the  wave 

Of  Jordan,  his  devoted  blood.    For  thtft 

AD  ties  of  kiiidred  he  renounced  ;  for  this 
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Renounc'd  his  native  clime ;  nor  deem'd  it  lass 

Than  the  full  consummation  of  all  worth, 

To  bathe  in  slaughter  for  the  trivial  pri;so 

Of  a  long  range  of  desolated  hills 

£rst  by  apostles  and  by  prophets  trod, 

Altho'  he  never  took  the  pains  to  learn 

The  path  they  pointed  out.    The  rustic  band 

Some  lifted  up  their  guiltless  eyes  to  heaven 

In  deep  amaze;  some  wept  the  tale  to  heart 

Others  with  virtuous  indignation  burn'd 

At  human  follies  and  at  human  crimes 

Combin'd.     Nor  less  the  champion  of  the  cross, 

Whether  deep  smit  with  moral  charms,  or  touched 

With  sacred  influence,  began  to  see 

And  feel  his  martial  folly,  and  to  know 

The  worth  of  pure  religion,  never  seen 

Before,  or  not  respected.     Here  he  saw 

Virtue  bedeck'd  with  native  charms,  and  grew 

£namour'd  at  the  sight :  nor  did  he  wish 

With  selfish  or  ungenerous  love  to  taste 

Her  bliss  alone,  but  to  his  social  bands 

The  blessing  long'd  to  publish.     Nor  the  swains 

Refused  to  join  the  mission.     Thoughtless  meh  ! 

Oh  !  had  you  known  what  flames  oT  furious  zeal 

And  persecuting  rage  your  presence  brings 

Among  the  champions  of  the  cross,  your  homes, 

Your  happy,  rural  and  untroubled  homes. 

Perhaps  y^  ne'er  had  left !  Soon  to  the  camp 

Of  Christendom,  on  Palsestina's  strand 

By  the  new  convert  led,  they  came,  nor  met 

A  cold  salute;  for  now,  with  arms  fatigu'd. 

Their  military  ardour  cnol'd.     The  bands 

pistinguish'd  by  the  cross,  began  to  mourn 

Their  absence  from  their  native  homes.     No  more 

The  sanguinary  forms  (fi  martial  fame 

Their  ancient  i^h^rms  retained,  by  length  of  time 
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And  cool  reflection  tarnish'd.     Soon  boheld 

In  Truth's  clear  mirrour,  they  forgot  to  please. 

And  shpw'd  their  native  turpitude,  beneath 

The  mask  of  public  honour,  and  the  zeal 

Of  superstition,  hid.     Amaz'd,  they  saw 

The  GENUINE  glories  of  the  cross  dibplay'd 

Among  the,  woods  of  Lebanon ;  a  scene 

Which  bade  their  triumphs  weep,  and  quite  dcfac'd 

Their  desolating  fame  and  crested  pride. 

They  saw  the  fount  of  sacred  truth,  in  vain 

By  schoolmen  and  by  sages  long  explored, 

Open'd  at  last,  by  casual  hands,  like  his 

Who  delves  the  mountain  for  a  ni<;sard  boon 

His  toil-worn  members  to  sustain,  and  linds 

A  vein  of  gold.     And  now  in  haste  they  furl 

The  martial  standard,  and  embarking  soon 

The  naval  flag  expand.     The  Syrian  swains 

Persuaded  by  the  soldiers,  or  impcll'd 

By  genuine  zeal,  the  distant  voyage  tlare, 

Tho'  new  to  all  the  terrours  of  the  main. 

And  a  worse  storm  by  land,  then  deeply  lullM 

In  grim  repose,  till,  by  pontific  pride 

AwakM,  at  length  it  burst  in  tenfold  rage. 

It  yet  was  dubious  peace,  for  deep  conceal'd 
*  Among  Tolosa*s  and  Gehenna's  woodb 
The  strangers  dwelt,  and  to  their  martial  friends 
Who  led  them  from  the  Syrian  vales,  dispensed 
In  secrecy  th*  immortal  word — it  stole 
Gradual,  from  mind  to  mind,  like  the  strong  fume 
That  bears  the  latent  fire,     The  Trombador  f 
Forgot  his  woodland  Madrigal,  and  found 
New  fervours  from  the  heavenly  theme  sublime 

♦  Rise  of  the  Befurmation  in  the  South  of  France, 
t  Trombadoi'Sf  the  Italian  name  of  the  Troubadours  or  Proven- 
cal Poets,  authors  of  some  of  the  earliest  invectives  against  th« 
Papal  Power. 


126 

His  Muse  enflame.    The  Muses  s6on  to  light 

The  secret  subject  .gave*    In  lonely  vales 

No  more  content,  it  sought  the  haunts  of  meu^ 

And  in  strong  cities  triumph'd,  long  debasM 

And  trampled  by  pontific  pride  and  power 

Imperial.     Now  at  length  the  rights  of  men 

Began  to  rear  their  heads.    The  cloudy  veil 

Drawn  down  by  Superstition's  magic  handy 

To  hide  celestial  Truth,  dissolvM  at  last 

In  air,  and  gave  the  long-expected  morn 

To  shine.    Incenst,  and  storming,  but  in  vain. 

Fell  Superstition  call'd  her  Stygian  fogs 

Again  to  dim  the  day  :  again  her  spells 

With  incantation  foul  eclipst  the  light 

Of  reason  and  religion  :  While  the  charm  ^ 

Lasted,  her  Stygian  Bacchanals  she  call'd. 

Headed  by  Persecution  and  mad  Zeal, 

To  pour  destruction  on  her  guiltless  foes. 

Forth  from  their  native  hell,  the  savage  band^ 

With  their  associates  bad,  fell  Cruelty, 

Deceit,  and  many  a  lying  wonder,  came. 

And  ravag'd  all  before  them.     Now  secure 

And  firmly  fix'd  upon  her  sable  throne 

Fell  Superstition  secm'd.     Her  paean  sung 

O'er  vanquished  Truth,  foretold  eternal  night, 

And  with  redoubl'd  witcheries  she  strove 

The  darkness  to  prolong.     For  many  a  moon 

Her  spells  prevail'd  ;  and  now  the  world  had  sunk 

In  tenfold  gloom,  but  full  security 

Engendered  pride  ;  the  old  magician  hop'd 

In  this  dim.  twilight  of  the  soul,  to  climb 

Unnotic'd  to  the  imperial  height  *,  or  seize 

At  leas^t  her  noblest  privilege,  and  reave 

*  Encroacbraent  of  the  Papal  upon  the  Imperial  power,  and  the 
long  contest  between  them,  which  ultimately  tended  to  shake  the 
labric  of  superstition. 


127 

From  the  bright  round  of  Canards  *  diadem. 

Its  most  distinguished  gem.     Her  avarice 

Betray'd  her  vile  hypocrisy.     At  last 

The  northern  £agle  rousM,  and  shook  his  plumes  * 

Tremendous :  at  the  wafture  of  his  wings 

The  clouds  disperst  that  muffled  up  the  dawn. 

And  day  began  to  peer.     The  friends  of  light 

And  life  again  began  to  lift  their  heads, 

Rous'd  from  their  torpid  trance;  again  the  woods 

Resounded  with  the  rural  Minstrelsie 

That  hail'd  the  coming  day-star,  as  he  rose 

With  healing  in  his  wings.     The  messengers 

Of  Hades  on  their  utmost  limits,  now 

Thought  to  outface  the  dawn  with  Stygian  frowns. 

And  turn  th'  affrighted  charioteer  of  day 

Back  to  his  native  East.     But  now  th«  charm 

Almost  had  spent  its  force,  and  only  kept 

Some  small  remains  of  magic  influence. 

With  some  pestiferous  vapours  fuming  round 

Th'  horizon  dim.     Some  phantoms  yet  were  seen 

To  wander  in  the  dubious  dawn,  and  scowl 

With  smile  infernal  on  the  blessed  beam. 

Exulting  Freedom,  now  at  last,  has  found 
Her  best  ally,  Religion.     Oft  by  foies 
(Tho'  seeming  friends)  to  fatal  errour  led, 
t  She  deem'd  her  an  inveterate  foe,  and  oft 
With  blinded  frenzy,  bent  her  utn^ost  rage 
Against  a  phantom  by  the  Stygian  spell 
Of  the  old  wizard  skilfully  disguis'd 
In  fair  Religion's  garb.    Thus  Mullahs  bard 
The  ancient  wiles  of  Arch  imago  sung 
Against  the  Red-cross  knight,  whom,  in  the  form 

•  The  Kmperor. 

t  Causeless  prejudices  entertained  against  religionr  by  tlie  real 
«r  pretended  friends  to  independence. 
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Of  UiTA  fair  the  false  Du£Ssa  led 
To  foul  misdeemings  of  his  plighted  spouse* 
He  thought  her  false,  but  soon  a  mightier  hand 
Bafflc4  the  charm,  the  slanders  were  dispell'd. 
The  Stygian  imp  that  in  her  'semblance  long 
With  superstitious  rites  the  world  beguil'd, 
Touch'd  by  her  presence,  like  a  shape  of  snow, 
Or  cloud-wrapt  Phantom  in  a  morning  dream, 
Evani^'d  into  nought.  ^  Thus  Freedom  saw 
Religion's  charms.     He  saw  the  wizard's  wile 
That  long  dccfiiv'd  his  sight.     A  suppliant  now 
He  own'd  her  power,  confest  his  sad  mistake, 
And  courted  reconcilement  *  ;  nor  was  she 
Averse.    Applauding  angels  in  their  orbs, 
And  heavenly  choirs  the  Hymenean  sung, 
Join'd  by  a  symphony  of  happy  swains. 
Instead  of  palaces  and  towns,  the  haunts 
Of  luxury,  the  happy  woodlands  saw 
The  blessed  nuptials,  and  among  the  hinds 
Their  elder  progeny  was  nurst,  a  race, 
ManI}',  robust,  and  bold,  for  hardihood 
Long  celebrated,  but  uncultur'd,  stern, 
More  from  their  father's  rough  austerity 
Than  from  iheir  mother's  soft  benevolence 
And  manners  bland  inheriting.     But  soon 
A  generous  tendril  on  the  savage  stock 
Ingrafted,  from  its  vigour  wild  inhai'd 
Due  nourishment,  which,  mellow'd  by  the  laps* 
Of  genial  years,  to  coming  times  shall  bear 
Fruits  worthy  of  paradise,  if  culture  due, 
The  liberal  breath  of  heaven,  the  chemic  sun, 
And  timely  showers,  their  friendly  aid  combine. 

♦  Union  of  religion  and  liberty  under  some  particular  gi^enih 
mcnts,  and  the  mutual  suppoct  tbey  give  each  other. 
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And  now,  long  sought  atnid  the  i/t^ilderhes^ 
Of  this  wide  waste,  at  length  th^  goldeli  hougti^ 
Tfce  passport  to  th'  Elysian  world,  is  foutid! 
It  blooms  in  sight !  the  Amaranthine  dow4r 
Which  sprung  of  old  beside  the  fount  of  life, 
And  scents  the  lioisome  air!  but  who  shall  bid 
The  fragrant  stem,  beneath  the  bliistitig  change 
Of  this  ungenial  and  uncertain  clime, 
I^reserve  its  pristine  bloom ;  what  potent  voiri 
^&n  bring  the  blessing  down  to  bid  it  gtow 
As  when  it  riourish*d  fair  in  Eden's  bowers? 
^rimseval  zephyrs  fann'd  its  tender  leaves. 
And  whispet'd  wheiice  they  stold  the  balmy  sweets. 

0  blest  Religioh!  thro*  the  various  climes 
Of  earth,  long  wand'ring,  oft  despised,  and  poor^ 
%  savages  in  shape  of  meti  pursu'd 
With  most.mveterate  rnalide ;  or  carest 
Enthi'oti'd  and  sceptred  by  the  flckle  crowd 
With  transient  ddulatioB'i  ^till  the  foe  *, 

*  SaperstitioDi 
VOU  tlU  K 
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The  antient  rival  of  thy  reign,  adornM 
In  borrow'd  majesty,  usurp'd  thy  scat. 
Thy  diadem  and  crozier,  then  in  turn. 
Spite  of  thy  genuine  charms,  thine  awful  plea^ 
Thou  wert  believ'd  tb'  impostor,  and  expell'd 
From  palaces  and  humble  roofs  alike; 
While  Superstition,  with  audacious  brow 
The  lineal  honours  of  thy  name  obtains, 
And  in  thy  name  the  prostrate  nations  fills 
With  deeds  of  violence  and  blood  ;  whilst  thou 
Poor  lonely  anchoret !  must  bear  the  blame^ 
Exploded  and  revil'd ;  but  Truth  supports, 
And  gentle  Hope  the  languid  pilgrim  chears* 

But  now  the  crisis  comes,  the  crowd  begins 
To  sicken  at  the  sight,  and  spy  at  last 
The  hateful  imposition  ;  in  their  zeal 
To  fling  away  tne  pond'rous  yoke,  too  oft 
Licence  and  anarcny  usurp  the  throne ; 
Their /Wak*d  suspicions  of  th'  usurper's  guile 
Affect  the  genuine  heiress.     *  She  who  late 
Her  temporal  dignity  abusM,  and  stain'd 
Her  ample  jurisdiction,  late  bestow'd 
By  the  incautious  multitude,  entails 
Reproach  upon  the  guiltless,  doubts  and  fears 
Unseemly,  as  unfounded.     Hence  they  meet 
The  heavenly  visitant  (who  comes  to  soothe 
Their  numerous  ills  and  lead  them  to  the  path 
Of  life,)  with  hard  conditions  :  her,  who  late 
A  pilgrim  loam'd,  their  parsimonious  care 
Would  k(eep  a  pilgrim  still,  content  to  share 
Her  visits  once  a  moon.    For  case  might  bring 
Security,  and  height  again  recall 
High  thoughts.    Or,  should  the  vestal  still  remain 
Taintless  of  manners,  as  of  old,  the  boon 

*  SvperstitioBt 
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Of  fciyalty  and  indfependant  po^ef 
(Which  by  her  birth  she  claims)  again  be^Wedi 
Might  tempt  again  some  subtle  delegate 
To  practise  on  her  singleness  of  heart, 
And  play  the  tyrant  in  her  name.    Ye  sons 
Of  Gaul  *  !  ye  generous,  independant  tfaitt 
(Who,  like  the  fabled  progeny  of  earth 
Started  at  once  from  infants  into  men, 
And  taught  high  JoVe  on  his  Olympian  h31 
At  your  tremendous  altitude  to  qilake) 
By  you  these  specious  pleas  are  urged,  by  you 
Who  groaning  long  beneath  the  wild  exce^ 
Of  temporal  tyrants,  and  the  t^lamen's  rod 
(A  double  scourge !)  with  like  excess  perhaps 
May  hurry  on  to  opposite  extremes. 
And  steer  upon  the  shoals  you  meant  to  shtnt : 
Like  Sylla,  when  he  thought  to  quench  the  tttita^ 
Of  discord  and  debate  in  donquer'd  Home 
With  deluges  of  Marian  blood,  that  ting'd 
The  waves  of  Tiber  to  the  Tuscan  shorcl 
He  was  a  master  artist,  and  well  knew 
To  amputate  the  limb,  and  save  the  life. 
Ye  too  are  skilful  surgeons  of  the  state ; 
But  trust  your  skitlj  the  gentle  art  employ 
Of  alterative  medicines,  nor  attempt 
With  desperate  han<J  to  lop  the  limb  away, 
Until  at  least  the  creeping  gangrene  shew 
The  symptoms  of  still  worse  to  come !  ye  jojf 
To  see  the  mitre  and  the  coronet 
P^posM,  the  splendid  crozier  in  the  dust^ 
^  gemray  lustre  trampled  on  and  soiKd 
By  base  Plebeian  feet.     Your  cause  of  joy 
« rational^  for  oft  you  felt  its  weight 
On  your  bare  shoulders  laid  with  right  good  wili^ 

*  Written  in  17901 
K  2 
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A  most  unconscionable  load  !  But  now 
(While  the  wild  hurricanes  of  passion  pause) 
Stand  stiff,  i^tfect,  and  weigh»  before  you  fling 
These  venerable  symbols  (tho'^  abus'd 
By  tyranny)  among  the  common  mass 
QIF rubbish  for  th'  exterminating  flame! 
Beware!  lest  for  that  angel  liberty 
Ye  worship  lickkce  (a  familiar  fieud  f 
IVhich  oft  usurps  her  semblance  :)  she  oVturns> 
tVhate'er  is  orderly  or  >ust,  beneath 
The  fair  pretext  of  reformation,  madie 
The  sanction  to  bi^r&aric  zeal,  that  spurns 
iVhat  ancestry  ador'd  and  bought  with  blood* 

But  now,  a  youthful  delegate  appears. 
His  fancy  glowing  with  celestial  scenes 
Of  all  the  virtues  from  their  radiant  orbs 
Unspher'd,.'  and  led  to  live  with  man  below,. 
Gilding  tlie^gfooilns  of  this  sublunar  scene, 
Subliming  every  impulse,  mixing  deep 
Th'  imperishaBle  priAcipl^e  of  life 
Immortal,  with  the  patriot's  noble  thought. 
He  to  this  stage  of  mutability 
Would  give  th'  eternal  tenor  of  those  spheres 
Where  tragical  reverse  was  never  known ; 
Nor  sad  vicissitude,  with  baleful  wing. 
Arrives  to  blast  their  glory.     Heaiv  his  pica 
Upon  the  pla^sive  crowd  with  all  the  zeal. 
With  all  the  welt  supported  confidence. 
Of  full  persuasion,  urg'd !  "  As  well  might  maa 
**  Presume  to  tread  hie  daily  round  of  cares 
**  Without  the  astlieiHal  gift  of  light,  as  live 
**  In  the  close  contact  of  society 
**  Where  all  the  passions  germinate  at  large, 
•*  (Oft  a  pernicious  crop,)  without  the  curb- 
'*  Of  pure  religion,  heaven's  peculiar  boon ! 
^^  Without  ha  sov'reign,  i'nteUectuai  Jj^ara^  , 
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• 

^  The  sovree  of  Inward  light,  th'  elastic  spring 

*^  Of  life,  is  but  a  feverous  pulse,  that  beats 

^  With  mortal  symptoins.     Even  the  blessed  sun 

*^  Without  it,  shines  in  vain,  and  yonder  cope 

*^  Ethereal  (where  in  gay»  romantic  shapes 

^'  And  gaudy  liv'ries  clad,  the  vapours  fleet 

^'  With  lavish  art,  with  proud  magnificence 

^'  Bj^ilt  on  the  circling  deep),  were  but  a  scene, 

^^  Aji  ample  theatre  for  tragic  deexls, 

''  And  ruffian  violence  to  rao^  at  large  {-«- 

^'  We  know  the  value  of  the  heavenly  boon, 

^  We  feel  its  influence !  but  wish  to  share 

**  Her  blessings  unsopfiisticate  and  pure ; 

^  Not  caudled  for  our  taste  with  dregs  terrene, 

^'  Not  filtered  thro'  state  engines  'till  it  comes 

^'  To  us,  the  vapid  and  exhausted  dregs 

^^  Qi  what  it  was !  Or  if  it  still  retj^iu 

"  Its  purity,  by  indolence  and  pride 

"  Dispens'd,  its  holy  Unction  all  is  lost. 

*'  Batt'ning  in  ease  and  plenty,  by  the  state 

'*  Without  their  care  provided,  c^t  perhaps 

^'  By  graces  and  accomplishments  obtain'd, 

^  Not  /oi  the  genuine  apostolic  stamp, 

"  Our  pastors  well  endow'd,  and  arm'd  by  law, 

*'  Secure  the  fleeces  of  the  flock,  and  leave 

**  Their  nourishment  to  hirelings.    This,  perhaps 

'<  May  seem  exaggeration.     Still  the  course 

'*  Of  things  is  hardly  to  this  wretched  ebb, 

"  This  sad  perversion  of  the  noblest  boon 

W  Tljat  ever  blest  the  world,  arriv'd, — we  grant 

"  Th'  apology  in  all  its  genuine  force ; 

**  Nay,  we  allow  the  present  state  of  things 

^*  Whate'er  perfection  ye  may  chust;  to  claim  ; 

^*  Yet  still,  (the  laws  remaining  as  they  are) 

^'  Things  have  a  downward  tendency  from  good 

^  To  bfl)^  from  had  to  worse,  by  ^te  decreed. 
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ff  Your  reirerend  pastors  are  not  those  of  old* 
*  Chosjen  by  their  audience  |  but,  with  haughty  l^nH^ 
^*  With  all  the  weight  of  a  proud  hierachy 
f*  (Enforced  by  legal  sanction),  pn  the  flock, 
*^  (The  route,  obedient,  slavish  flock)  iropos'd? 
f*  Their  golden  revenues  upon  the  loye 
•*  Or  the  respect  of  those  beneath  their  rule 
**  Depend  not.    To  an  higher  power  they  lift 
**  The  grateful  eye;  a  power,  whose  voipe  is  laif,, 
^*  By  the  behest  of  law,  as  fancy  sways, 
^'  Or  caprice,  on  his  proi^d  triumph  A  |.  car, 
**  The  rich  spoils  of  the  decimated  fiejd, 
f'  (If  aught  obstruct  his  claims)  his  deljggates 
*'  Can  bear  away. — Now,  mark  the  consequence 
f '  Of  this  disunion,  when  religion  pleads 
**  JFor  closer  union,  cordial  amity 
**  And  siftglf  interest,  preserv'd  with  care 
^'  Bet^veeh  the  teacher  and  the  taughtr— For  him— r- 
'<  It  is  not  to  be  thought,  not  to  be  found 
**  In  huraiin  nature,  that  a  man,  mere  man, 
**  Would  drudge  to  gain  wh^t,  without  toil  or  care 
^'  Or  comipon  diligence,  his  genial  star 
"  Already  has  bestow'd.     Supinely  stretched 
**  At  leisure  in  the  shade,  the  swain  may  pipe 
f*  Or  not,  as  likes  him  best,  the  sheering  pime 
**  Will  cpme  without  his  care,  and  in  h^s  stores 
U  Arcturus  rising  will  beliold  the  fleece 
**  Well  pil'd  ;  and  hence  he  nothing  h^s  to  mind 
'<  Beneath  the  radiant  sky,  but  bind  his  j^rook 
*^  With  flowers,  or  crown  his  locks  that  breathe  perfuine 
f*  With  garlands  gay,  or  spend  the  sumnier  suns, 
"  Or  'inongst  the  Oread  or  the  Dryad  train 
**  The  Naiads  or  the  nymphs  of  Dianas  band, 
f'  Or  in  the  hippodrome,  or  circus  tend 
"  The  fortunes  of  the  race  ;  or  in  the  bowl 
f^  Of  Comu9  drowa  reflection.    Tl^is  may  sceni 


136 

<<  A  picture  sketch*d  beyond  ^e  sise  of  truth, 

'^  And  with  Gorgonean  touches  heightened  far 

**  Above  the  decent  limits  that  bespeak 

**  Order,  and  fair  propurtion— take  we  then 

**  The  line  which  candour  bids,  and  grant  that  all 

**  Or  most,  perform  the  duties  of  their  charge 

**  With  apostolic  vigilance,  and  care 

'^  That  speaks  the  conscientious  priest — the  flock 

**  Will  gain  but  little  from  his  toils.     For  man, 

^*  Such  is  his  nature,  so  the  hand  divine 

**  Has  mix'd  the  seeds  of  IndKpendenct 

*^  With  his  first  atoms,  that  he  ne'er  can  Icam 

**  With  due  emolument,  a  lesson  taught 

*'  By  lips  despotic,  which  superior  power 

•*  Without  his  vote,  impos'd  upon  his  choice, 

**  As  a  director  of  his  life.    The  mind 

•*  Repulsive,  from  the  frore,  narcotic  touch 

•*  Of  such  a  tutor,  all  convolv'd,  and  cold, 

^  Shrinks,  like  the  tendrils  of  the  gentle  plant 

**  That  mimics  life.    But  to  the  pastor's  lore, 

**  Whom  ITS  OWN  CHOICE  endears,  the  mind  expands. 

*^  Its  opening  faculties  1n  general  blow 

^'  All  gratuiant,  receive  the  genial  ray 

**  And  flourish  in  the  beam.    His  less(»ns  seem 

**  Their  own;  from  favour'd  lips  mellifluous  sent, 

**  Like  Hybla's  dew  they  fall ;  whate'er  applause 

"  He  gains,  redounds  to  them :  Without  a  blush 

**  They  praise  their  own  sagacity,  which  spy'd 

^  Such  worth,  and  rais'd  it  to  the  splendid  sphere 

"  For  which  it  seem'd  design'd.    Their  lives  reflect 

"  His  lessons,  «for  they  deem  them  half  their  own ; 

^'  Such  is  our  general  nature,  tho'  it  seems 

^<  All  ductile  to  pursue,  whatever  leads 

^*  The  choice  to  good  or  ill ;  yet  here  a  tint 

**  Of  salutary,  stem,  repulsive  pride 

^*  Is  given  us  at  our  birth,  which  whispers  ^i\\ 
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^  Tofotiaw  out  ownreafOHf  and  the  chukt 

^*  Our  heart  approves^  nor  suffer  to  be  led 

^*  Like  mere  automatons^  tpho  boost  no  wilif 

♦*  No  freedom  of  their  own,    Tis  heiH^e,  we  spum 

*'  At  counsel  when  all  undisguised  it  comes 

*^  In  the  $tern  shape  of  precept ;  for  to  us 

"  Precept  implies  superiority,  .  ' 

^^  And  that^  contempt.    Bpt,  when,  in  close  ^i^gubj^ 

f<  Of  adulation,  or  th'  embroider'd  mask 

**  Of  flowery  fictipn,  to  our  hearts  it  finds 

**  An  easy  way ;  or,  if  it  be  convey'd 

''  So  as  to  seem  pur  own,  the  due  result 

*^  Of  our  own  sapiepce,  then,  and  not  till  then| 

f '  It  gains  its  end  upon  the  ductile  mind, 

i*  (Self-gr§^tulant)  with  heart-felt  energy, 

**  And  wins  the  man  entire.    A  noble  growth 

**  Of  clustering  virtues^  on  an  alien  stock 

*'  Of  pride  engrafted  by  a  skilful  hand, 

**  *  H&is^  high  their  flourished  heads,  and  fume  tke  aif 

'*  With  pure  Elysian  scents.    An  end  like  this 

**  To  gaiu  by  generpi^s  policy,  would  crown 

^*  The  legislator  with  a  wreath  unworn 

*^  By  modern  sage  or  old,  i^nd  this  to  gain 

''  No  deep  investigation  needs,  no  search 

"  Into  the  venerable^  musty  rolls 

'*  Of  antientry,  to  find  what  methods  rais'd 

f*  Athens  and  Rome  to  their  meridian  heigh th 

*^  Of  glory :  this  great  cause,  and  this  alone^ 

*^  The  former  rs^is'd,  and  bsvde  her  take  the  lead 

'*  Alike  in  scientific  lore,  and  art^ 

f*  That  sweeten  or  embellish  life.    On  them 

f'  No  master  was  imposed,  no  sophist  there. 

*\  A  slave  of  state,  mth  delegated  hand 

f  Milton, 
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^  Pointed  the  path  of  life,  or  op'd  the  stores 

^'  Of  wisdom  to  th'  enlightenM  mind.     But  CHoiciy 

f^  Election  free,  and  uncontroli'd  as  air, 

''  SmicIous,  and  as  vivid  as  the  glance 

'*  Of  Heaven's  own  light'ni  ng,  pierc'd  the  yielding  crowd, 

^*  Rous'd  up  the  kindred  spirit,  and  at  once 

^'  Evok'd  it  forth  to  mount  the  public  stage, 

**  And  deal  around  the  intellectual  boon. 

**  Hence,  ne'er  was  merit  overlook'd  and  lost 

''  Among  that  race,  nor  from  the  modest  head 

^  Presumption  snatch'd  the  falling  wreath,  and  wore 

^  The  ill-bescemiQg  honours.    Hence  the  mind 

^'  Of  the  rais'd  public,  with  keen  appetite 

**  Imbib'd  the  lessons  by  her  favoueitk  given^ 

''  The  man  of  her  election.     Hence,  their  fame 

^'  In  every  art  and  science,  p'er  the  world 

**  Wafted  on  every  wind.     For,  once  awak'd 

**  By  some  grand  theme,  th'  elastic  mind  extends 

**  With  ease  to  others,  till  its  angel  grasp 

^^  Spans  the  wide  universe.     *  Ye  tranquil  gyovea 

'*  Of  Academus !  hail  1  Ye  bowery  seats 

^  Of  Science,  hail  1  No  more  in  idle  dreains, 

^  Or  sunk  in  formless  ease,  ingenuous  youth, 

**  Meant  for  the  awful  Evangelic  charge 

f*  ShaU  waste  the  long  probationary  moons 

^  Beneath  your  solemn  scenery !  lo !  the  gale 

**  The  salutary  gale  Etesian  blowS) 

^*  Which  from  yoyr  cloister'd  glooms  shall  purge  away 

^*  The  long  collected  damp,  that  sickens  life 

^'  And  smothers  science !  From  your  lazy  haunts 

^  No  qiore  the  hand  poutific  now  shall  cull 

**  His  sleek-^d  favourites  for  the  awful  charge 

'^  Qf  souls,  as  caprice  or  as  chance  directs*—^  • 

^  The  yoice  of  nations,  as  the  sound  of  seas 

*  Influence  of  clerical  election  OB^academieal  educatida. 
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**  Asserts  their  sorereign  claim !  prepare !  pi^pare ! 
*^  And  trim  the  midnight  lamp  !  nor  at  the  hour 
Of  fervid  noon  repose!  collect  the  wealth 
Of  ages  in  your  minds!  Your  reasoning  powers 
**  Kmploy  in  just  arrangement !  Then  away 
*^  To  public  haunts,  where  expectation  stands 
•*  On  tiptoe,  till  the  *  power  that  shakes  the  sottl  • 
•*  Awakes  her  sleeping  thunders  !  There  exert 
"  Your  Ciceronian  gifts — for  lo  !  the  voice 
**  Of  puhlic  favour  or  rejection  comes, 
*'  Comes  in  the  breeze,  which  soon  shall  %Vfeep  B^ihtf 
**  The  uselfss  chaff,  and  leave  the  golden  grain. 
**  Thrice  happy  ages !  when  the  peoples  voice 
**  Bestow'd  the  stamp  of  merit  and  the  palm 
**  Of  genuine  worth,  unprejudiced  and  pure 
•*  From  every  selfish  aim,  or  secret  cause 
•*  That  warps  the  mind  I  Even  Gaul  obeys  the  chariDi 
**  Fefeh  how  it  opens  all  the  soul,  and  gives 
*•  The  active  powers,  a  more  clastic  spring 
A^vecontrOll  or  fear,  exertions  grand 
And  various  ! — Be  the  people  free  to  chuse 
**  Their  pate  dispensers  of  heaven's  choicest  boon, 
**  (The  awful  dictates  of  eternal  truth) 
*^  Soon  would  our  consecrated  domes  resound 
**  With  voices  more  than  human!  Other  FAtfhS 
**  Would  single  from  the  multitude,  and  deal  •'  '* 

^*  Their  fulminations  round,  would  rouse  the  sparlt 
^  Dormant  within,  and  bid  the  flame  expand 
**  A  conflagration  of  pure  godly  i^eal  V* 

The  wilhng  Muse  to  this  exalted  theme 
Could  give  her  chearful  verdict.     She  could  t€ll 
What  recent  glory  from  the  union  sprung 
Even  in  the  rear  of  ihis  degenerate  age. 
She  too  could  mount  the  monsoons,  and»  above 

« 


139 

The  broad  Atlaniic  borne  on  sounding  wing, 
Could  tell  the  unsuppressive  might  of  soul 
That  scorn'd  subjection  to  the  mental  yoke 
And  crost  the  world«<lividing  surge,  to  shun 
The  tran^mels  of  the  pontiff.    She  could  sing 
How  when  their  intellectual  liberty 
Her  exiles  gain'd,  they  scorn'd  to  bend  the  neck 
To  mortal  despots,  or  obey  the  laws 
Thty  bad  not  join'd  in  general  vote  to  frame. 
She  too  could  tell,  how,  (like  two  fuel'd  mines 
That  under  some  tall  mount,  in  pillar'd  pride 
Meet  in  mid  gloom,  till  by  collision  wak'd 
Or  casual  falling  of  some  fated  spark 
They  send  the  shattered  fabric  to  the  moon 
|n  loud  displosion  thund'ring  wide  around) 
Thus  oft  religious  zeal  and  libtrty 
In  their  dread  combination  shook  the  globe^ 
And  flung  the  rich  materials  far  abroad, 
Whicb  to  the  renovated  surface  gave 
Another  aspect,  bright  with  vernal  charms. 

But  yet,  let  man  abstain,  nor  dare  to  mix 
These  strong  ingredients  with  unskilful  hand  ; 
Let  him  not  wake  the  crowd's  ungovern'd  zeal. 
Nor  'midst  the  settled  calm  of  antient  peace 
Call  tbe  dread  power  of  innovation  down, 
Unfixing  old  foundations,  lest  the  flaw 
Bear  in  its  rage  the  formless  wreck  away, 
Or  dire  convulsive  storms  unhinge  the  state. 
And  lay  its  orders  all  in  havoc  round  $ 
As  when  fieinatic  rage  of  old  awoke 
And  dealt  destruction  thro'  her  sainted  shrines. 

See  old  Experience  *  shakes  his  hoary  locks, 

*  It  may  be  objected,  that  from  the  instance  of  the  pAUX.TCtANS 
siven  in  the  first  part,  it  appears  that  an  established  hierarchy  ia 
|m  its  nature  inimical  to  reUgious  and  pioral  improvenient«  frt  aU 
jUmn,  mdwaU  ctrctunMioei;  but  tins  is  founded  on  a  suppositiun 
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And,  with  n  glance  that  chills  untimely  zealy  .- 
Like  lurid  Winter,  when  he  looks  askance 
On  Autumn's  golden  hopes,  expands  at  large 

that  the  state  of  society,  in  a  moral  pobt  of  view«  requires  diat> 
door  should  be  opeaed  for  endless  innovation,  vrhich  is  but  aoAythet 
name  for  uniYersul  scepticism.  As  the  question  is  not  with  vnbt- 
Ueveirs,  but  with  professed  christians,  it  is  clear  that,  if  revelaticp 
be  the  standard  of  orthodoxy,  there  is  no  danger  now  (when  ifes 
jdbctriues  are  open  to  all)  that  the  secular  power  in  giving  a  ler 
lieion  uecessarv  protection,  should  tarn  to  ecclesiastical  tynnaSf 
^ben  universal  toleration*  and  tlie  liberty  of  the  press  np«tiiall| 
Buppoijt  each  other.  Public  teachers  should  have  the  saipe  in- 
terests with  die  state :  this  may  nut  be  the  pase  of  thos^  who  de* 
pend  upon  popular  election.  Besides,  the  temptation  tbey  aif 
under  to  pervert  the  scriptures,  and  flatter  human  dcpravityt 
what  obligatiuQ  are  tliey  under,  to  prevent  their  broaching  the 
most  dangerous  political  opinions  both  iu  pamphlets  and  sennons? 
Instances  of  tliis  are  too  recent,  and  too  alarming,  to  be  aoOQ  for- 
gotten. As  our  constitution  is  secured  on  one  side  by  the  jtrengtb 
of  the  esecuCftve  power,  and  on  the  other,  by  the  privileges  of  the 
people ;  so,  by  analogy  the  church,  (as  that  signifies  the  general 

5 If  Siena  of  belief  and  practice)  is  supported  on  one  side  by  the  in* 
ependeivcy  of  our  pastors  and  on  the  odier»  by  the  ntt  circu- 
lation of  sentiment*  (under  the  control  of  piarliajneut,)  and  its  gra^ 
dual  influence  on  the  public  mind. 

Much  niay  be  urged,  in  defence  of  popular  elections,  f|ro|m  f 
variety  of  cases,  and  instances  may  be  given  in  which  this  mo^fi 
is  not  only  found  perfectly  innocent,  but  even  beneficial.  But 
I  apprehend,  thes«  cases  ipay  be  reduced  under  the  following 
beads:  Ist,  where  a  number  of  small  republics  or  cantons  aire  con* 
nected  together  by  a  common  legislature,  coinposed  of  members 
chosen^am  or  by  their  respective  assemblies :  and  hiere  it  is  plain^ 
that  teachers  are  under  a  double  restriction ;  any  dangerous  inno- 
vator, will  in  the  firs^  instance  be  conrrolled«  by  the  assembly  of  his 
reipective  canton ;  or  if  a  new  sect  shall  hp  enabled  to  spread  their 
Dew  theological  or  political  opinions  through  some  obscure  district 
Aey  are  still  under  the  control  of  the  general  legislature ',  whereas* 
in  ejttensive  monarchies,  or  undivided  republics,  the  dbseroinatioii 
of  mischievous  doctrines  of  either  kind,  (i.  e.  where  ^^e  is  no 
Established  hierarchical  subordination,)  may,  before  the  l^g^atji^i; 
is  aware»  acquire  such  force,  as  that  the  national  council  itseli^  frill 
he  obliged  to  fall  into  jitie  vprtex.    It  it  iM^  ar][|piii^pit  ag»i|M(  ^ 
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His  long  historic  rolh,  with  syikibdh  dfrre 
And  in\  stic  characters  of  fate  inscribed ;    . 
Disasters  of  revolving  suns,  that  warmed     ' 

f^lics'm.  general,  that  this  order  may  be  reversed,  and  that^  a  p&* 
■polxt  raemfter  of  an  assembly,  (where  the  legislature  and  executive 
poweik?  are  lodged  in  the  same  hands,)  may  start. some  novel,  and 
plausible  optraon*  which  however  uernicioos  in  its  consequences, 
may  be  adopted,  in  a  hurry,  and  forced  upon  the  nation  at  the 
pomt  of  the  bayonet. 

The  popular  election  of  pastors,  may  in  %  second  ksMance  ap« 
pear  less  dangerous  to  public  welfere,  i»  it»  general  tendency  ; 
when  its  native  innovating  spirit  is  kept  at  bayr  by  the  counterac- 
tbn  of  established  teachevs ;  in  that  case,  when  the  two  parties  are 
nearly  of  equal  numbers^ their  emulation  in  j>i>int  of  diligence^  and 
strict  morality,  may  produci*  very  desirable  eflects.  Something 
analogoos  to  this  was  the  case  of  n^inie,  when  on  the  first  admis- 
sion of  the  Plebeians,  ta  public  honours,  they  and  the  Patrician» 
vied  with  eacii  other  in  public  virtue,  and  the  result  wos^  the  most 
astonishing  exertion  of  real  patriiftism.  But  when  the  popular 
teachers  get  the  asceudency,  so  far  as  they  did  in  the  days  of  the 
solemn  league  and  ciwenant,  or  when  two  bodies  of  sectaries  join 
tl)eir  forces  together  against  the  state,  then  the  most  pcniiciou^ 
ooiise<]^ueoccs,  have  been  felt,  and  extended  mjt  only  to  the  church 
te  Co  every  branch  of  tlie  state. 

A  third  instance  may  occur,  when  the  poverty  of  a  state  pre-^ 
aludes  any  decent  provision  by  establishment  ior  the  clergy :  m 
that  case,  as  their  provision  depends  upon  t^ie  people,  it  will  be 
only  a  bare  competence,  and  they  will  have  small  temptation  to 
feave  the  homble  line  of  parochial  duty ;  for  tdicce  b  no  ample 
i^vision  to  excite  that  envy  or  nourish  that  ambition,,  which  ia 
natural  to  man,  when  he  sees  what  he  deems  equeh,  or  perhaps  in« 
ferior,  merit  in  the  enjoyment  of  superior  emolument. 

But  ]«  may  be  asked—- and  it  will  be  triumphantly  asked,  where 
Is  the  necessity  of  such  ample  emalumcnts  to  the  dergy  ?  To  this^ 
1  conceive,  an  easy  and  obvious  answev  may  be  pven' — ^the  middle 
ranks  of  society  preserve  the  balance  between  the  highest  order 
and  the  lowest,  and  give  stability  to  the  constitution.  In  this  rank*, 
therefore,  it  is  necessary,  that  a  %ery  large  proportion  of  virtue 
and  respectability  should  find  a  place.  It  is  of  high  importance 
to  the  common  interest,  that  a  body  of  men  should  be  found  in  this- 
fi^^  whOk  fi'om  their  education,  and  the  nature  of  their  function^ 

skoold  be  peculiarly  obliged  to  pay  a  regar<^  to  the  best  interests 
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Ages  long  past.    Anid  with  «  wtrmng  toice 

Authoritative,  bids  the  soaring  soul 

Of  Public  Spirit  leave  her  giant  range 

Amid  her  kiudred  stars,  and  deign  at  length 

In  humbler  sphere  to  move,  within  the  bounds 

Of  general  life,  or  by  the  cool  restraint 

Of  prudence  kept  in  awe.     He  marks  those  ills 

Which  from  unbounded  liberty  arise  ; 

And  from  past  errors,  with  a  sapient  look. 

Prognosticates  the  future.     '*  Sons  of  earth !" 

(He  S83rs,)  "  1  see  and  I  commend  your  zeal 

"  Which  bids  you  struggle  for  a  nobler  post, 

**  And  claim  the  native  dignity  aliowM 

•*  To  your  immortal  faculties,  sublira'd 

**  By  virtue,  and  by  freedom !  Heavenly  boons ! 

**  Their  value  well  1  know — And  much  I  wish 

**  (As  each  on  other  alwa5rs  has  bestow'd 

*'  The  surest  aid)  that  both  could  be  secured  ; 

of  society.  The  benefits  of  a  liberal  education,  they  neither  can 
enjoy  themselves,  nor  communicate  to  others,  without  a  liberal 
provision  secured  by  law.  The  body  of  established  clergy  answer' 
this  description ;  without  a  mixture  of  such  men  among  thcmiddle  . 
ranks  of  the  laitjTf  it  is  hard  to  calculate  in  the  present  state  of 
society^  how  far  corruption  and  depravity  of  manners  might 
spread,  or  how  long  civilization,  literature*  and  even  morality* 
might  be  preserved  amongst  us.  From  the  nature  of  their  vo- 
cation, the  clergy  are  obliged  to  set  a  good  example,  and  it  it 
probable,  at  least,  that  in  the  education  of  their  families,  they 
will  attend  in  a  peculiar  manner  to  the  improvement  of  the 
mind  and  the  formation  of  the  morals,  by  the  precepts  of  religion. 
If  the  influence  of  religion  be  of  importance  to  society,  here  is  a 
provision  made,  by  which  in  all  human  probability,  a  succession 
will  be  kept  up  of  men  who  form  a  large  and  respectable  pro* 
portion  of  society,  and  whose  example  must  be  extensive  and  sa- 
lutary, as  far  as  a  proper  attention  has  been  paid  to  their  edocm* 
tion ;  it  must  however,  be  allowed,  that  the  due  circulation  eC 
these  advantages,  depends  in  a  great  measure  on  the  conduct  of 
those,  who  have  the  superintendence  of  our  ecclesiastical  ^stab^tsb* 
nients* 


t€ 


US: 

**  For  neitber  is  secure  akine.    Too  oft 
**  Alas !  these  aged  eyes  have  wept  to 
Some  fiery  spihtSy  eager  in  the  chase 
Of  the  fair  mountain  nymphy  sweet  Liberlv^ 
\Vho  knew  to  seiBe,  but  knew  not  how  to  hold 
The  heavenly  stranger,  at  the  near  approach 
Of  sin's  pestiferous  vapour  soon  alarra'dy 
"   14or  less,  at  every  littleness  of  soul 
**    Disgusted.    To  your  minds  again  recall 
'*  The  fate  of  Athens,  and  the  dark  degrees 
^*   By  which  she  fell ;  how  in  her  glorious  morn 
^*  Grew  that  dark  spot  which  dim'd  her  future  day, 
**  Even  when  her  democratic  spirit  soar'd 
**  To  roost  exalted  height.     With  trembling  hope 
*'  The  demagogue,  (the'  kindling  with  the  flame 
*^  Of  public  love)  his  periods  learn'd  to  weigh, 
*^  And  poise  his  thunders  ere  he  launched  them  forth 
**  Before  that  awful  tribunal  (whose  ear 
'*  Nor  thought  incongruous,  nor  discordant  tone 
'*  E'er  with  impunity  assail'd,)  to  gain 
**  The  plaudit  of  Plebeians,  hardly  won. 
**  Nor  less  by  kindred  emulation  led 
'*  The  sophists  labour'd  to  obtain  the  palm 
**  Of  reasoning,  and  of  deep  research.     Before 
**  Their  Attic  judges,  sect  with  sect  engag'd 
*'  In  conflict,  white  to  each  they  gave  the  boon 
**  Of  audience  in  succession.     But,  alas  ! 
•*  In  this  perpetual  vertigo  of  thought 
**  Where  sentiment  to  sentiment  oppos'd, 
"  In  dubious  combat  met,  amidst  the  shock 
*'  Of  waning  arguments,  where  specious  art 
*'  Adom'd  the  forms  of  fallacy,  in  guise 
**  Like  truth  itself;  then,  even  the  judge  forgot 
**  His  place  and  purpose,  and  to  these,  or  those, 
*'  Partial  and  wav'ring,  lent  the  crown  by  turns. 
**  Or  in  his  dotage,  with  degenerate  palm 
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**  The  sensual  bribe  receiv'd^  add  for  the  het4 
^  Of  Epicurus  gave  the  last  award. 
**  AifruDted  Reason  left  the  darkened  scene, 
*^  And  Lf BSRTY  to  LiCEVCK  gave  the  throne, 
**  And  with  her  kindred  virtues,  fled  to  heaven« 

"  Then,  oh  !  permit  not  to  the  general  voice 
**  Th*  election  of  the  reverend  tribe^  ordain'd 
^  To  teach  the  dictates  of  eternal  truth. 
*^  It  gives  to  specious,  or  dishonest  arts 
**  An  inlet  wide.    Ambition  then  would  strife 
'*  With  the  deep  charm  of  novelty  to  mix, 
^'  And  taint  the  heavenly  boon,  to  gain  a  name^ 
**  Or  viler  arts  will  make  the  holy  word 
*'  A  pandar  to  the  passions/' 

"  This  to  us 
*^  (The  advocate  for  boundless  freedom  cries) 
^  Applies  not.     By  the  venerable  code 
**  (Delivered  by  the  eternal  word)  we  try 
**  The  spirit  of  our  teachers.    This  of  old 
**  To  Athens  was  deny'd.     No  standard  there 
**  But  reason  (often  fallible)  was  lent 
**  The  dark  profound  of  falsehood  to  explore^ 
•*  And  disenvolve  the  toils  of  sophistry. 
**  Hence>  blindfold  all,  teachers  and  taught^  afikcr 
*'  They  wander'd  on  the  verge  of  endless  night, 
^'  Till  the  bright  harbinger  of  mental  day 
*'  Upon  the  nations  davvn'd." 

Even  since  the  sun 
Of  righteousness  with  healing  in  his  wings 
Arose,  how  many  have  profan'd  his  light 
Or,  ting'd  by  falsehood,  thro'  their  magic  prisms 
Convey'd  it  to  the  nations  ?  When  these  isles 
As  yet  un visited  by  papal  arts, 
Their  venerable  teachers'  lore  enjoyed, 
A  simple  race,  but  faithful,  long  they  liv'd 
In  gospel  lighty  but  in  a  fatal  hour 
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Home's  hiltllngt  ewfiey  and  to  the  ^p^tig  cfovti^'y^. 

The  mouldering  howfs  of  their  pretended "smftCSy' 

By  some  fictitious  miracle  preserv'd  " 

for  ages  past,  di*piay'd.     From  mute  respect 

They  felfto  worship,  while  the  jugj^ling  priest        ' 

Extoll'd  his  patron's  merits  in  a  strain 

Of  heavenly  seeming  zeal.     Nor  left  forgot 

Sis  influence  on  the  counsels  of  the  sky; 

A  powerful  intercessor  He^  whtn  won 

TW^r  aspirations  to  present  before  ^ 

The  seat  of  mercy.    Soon,  his  aid  to  gain,  ^ 

To  superstitions  cares  and  blandishments, 

To  km  aJdrest,  they  chang'd  their  simple  mtet, 

^^^  learn'd  in  such  observances  to  trust 

Ahove  the  virtues  of  a  blameless  life. 

On  the  gross  multitude  by  arts' as  gross 
(Broad  glaring  frauds,  if  any  eye  had  mark'd 
*ne  fraud)  theif  ends  these  old  impostors  gain^y 
;And  from  their  fixt  allegiance  won  the  crowd 
^?  put  their  trust  in  Rome,     But  much  more  strotig 
JD^*  subtler  is  the  texture,  which  entwines 
^*^ir.sons !   Almost  too  fine  for  common  eyes, 
^arce  to  the  feeling  palpable,  it  cheats 
^^e  figbt  and  touch  at  once.     Beneath  the  mask  ■ 
i?f  Sanctity,  thfc  multitude  is  lur'd  .» 

J^'th  golden  dreatns  and  tales  of  rapturous  joys    '. 
^'^felt,  and  visionary  gleams  of  bliss  .    * 

^nseem;  the  wild  enthusiast's  darling  test. 
r\e^  oftentimes,  the  quick  malignant  shaft         .    -* 
^*  obloquy,  with  keiyn  invective  gall  '='     •' 

.^jJJ^enom'd,  at  the' nppoirUed  swdin  they  dart  '     *  ♦ 
J^«o  tends  the  flock,  and  with  paternal  care      v  • 
tf^ds  tbem  the  rugged  path  he  triads. himself 
t^  premi%'d  jdy^.    Ohhiin  tfaitf-hftted  name^  -i  #  * 
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rabtistvnce,  gives  Um  tkuMv 
Upright  integrity,  unapt  to  soothe 
The  passions  of  the  miiltitude  with  taht  • 
Of  menioriows/aiik  that  wafts  the  soul 
Direct  io  heaven,  and  scorns  the  iroble 
Of  poor,  despised  morality.    The  law 
Which  gives  bim  vidependeneef  thence  bestowt 
Jvthority  ^if  he  perform  his  task) 
To  bid  his  precepts  on  their  ductile  minds 
Sink  deep,  and  long  remain.    But  he  who  trustt 
To  popylar  applause,  must  learn  to  soothe 
Th'  elector  for  his  vote,  by  arts,  well  known 
To  each  successful  candidate.    What  tho* 
For  him  the  Gallic  vintage  does  net  flow 
Round  the  gay  Bacchanalian  shire,  to  buy 
The  curule  chair?  what  tho'  the  fuming  fuak 
No  venal  voices  buys  for  him  ?  No  less 
The  flowing  period  and  mimetie  start. 
His  transports  and  his  zeal,  intoxicate 
The  deep  fermenting  mind.    Not  yon  iair  star 
Which  rolls  the  tides,  and  on  the  seething  hvai 
Stamps  with  a  strange  and  wonder-working  spelBt 
Demonian  visions,  rules  the  frantic  mind 
With  more  despotic  sway,  than  be  who  deals 
Ideal  portions  of  heaven's  spirit  round, 
And  opens  the  celestial  sluice  at  will, 
**  Or  shuts  the  gates  of  m^y.on  mankind.*^ 
But,  are  there  some  whose  liiental  energy 
Repelh  theShpvn  pest  with  manly  scorn? 
To  them,  wij&^ther  arts,  with  other.  wilW 
The  Fkunens  of  the  populace  apply* 
Sly  Masqueraders !  in  another  shape 
They  gain  their  votes,  no  more  enthusiasts  nosr 
^  But  cool|.  deliberate. sophists ;  they  pervert. 

^Kestlty  sad  his  feHowtia* 
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And  warp  the  holy  evangelic  word. 
Its  awful  doctrines  they  deny,  or  chani^ei 
To  soothe  the  speculative  pride  of  man  r 
Deny  the  Fall  and  Ransom  ;  nay,  debaaa 
The  fiery  essence  of  the  human  soul|  -^ 
(Which  ranges  thro*  creation,  knd  connects 
Things  present,  past  and  future)  with  the  clod 
Material,  which  we  tread,  as  best  befits 
Their  views  of  glory,  or  of  gain.    Is  then 
The  state  to  suffer  obloquy,  which  chose  ' 
Beneath  the  hierarchal  rule  to  curb 
Such  hurtful  wandVings  ?  She  forbids  the  crowd 
Of  pastors  in  their  flocks  at  large  to  trust 
Fojr  food  and  raiment  to  reward  iheir  toil. 
For  well  she  knew,  what  ills  would  thenCc  arise 
^Vhich  oft  have  shaken,  oft  again  may  shaken 
The  public  weal.     The  demagogue,  whose  all 
Upon  the  populace  depends,  must  soothe 
The  populace,  or  all  his  labours  lose ; 
^Tis  not  the  plain  and  awful  precept  given 
Beneath  the  Fiat  of  the  state,  will  serve, 
(They  have  their  simple  fare  each  sabbath  tnom 
And  scorn  it)  but  a  rhapsody  of  grace 
Effectual,  averpawerivg  grace,  well  tim'd 
Well  tvndf  the  full  assurancs  of  the  saints 
Above  temptation,  scorning  chance  or  change. 
Insisted  on  with  zeal,  will  gain  the  hearts 
Even  of  the  seeming  sober  man  and  maid. 
Such  are  the  mc|i,  on  whom  the  lot  would  fall, 
(For  such  are  public  favourites  of  the  crowcf) 
From  press  and  pulpit.    While  the  legal  sons 
Of  unsophisticated  gosi)el  lore, 
(The  pumls  of  the  fathers)  are  contemnM 
As  obttobte.    But  cease  advent*roi{ii  muse  I 
Thou  tread'st  cm  smother'd  ffresi,  enough  for  me 
This  rude  preamt>lc. — Some  stc^^srior  band 
Perhaps  may  touch  the  master  cubrds  in  time« 
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THE  WARNING. 


•■•  - 


No  longer  cry  "  I  vow  I'll  leave  youV^ 
.You  deceive  you, 

if  you  think  to  fright  me  so ; 
Lit.  the  whining  silly  lover 
Fears  discover. 

No  such  fears  my  breast  can  knoir* 

Kever /will  I,  crown'd  with  willow. 

Op  my  pillow,  .    \ 

Sadly  sighing,  lay  my  head ; 
Nor  sing,  inspiring  scorn  or  pity,  i  . 

Ufany  a  ditty,  „:> 

MtM^i'DiDg  for  a  false  one  iled« 

.* 
While.tlie  vows  yo?i  freely  pliftf^tejl  >  ,. 
J^Xfi  un^Ughted, 

/Cflinstai^t.^ver  will  I  be; 
B')it  if  once,  the  rover  playmi^    . 
You  are  straying,  ^  ,.  V » 

Truer  loves  stiall  solace  me  I  ,.   \ 


it.  4k*M; 
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THK  LOVER  OF  NATURE.  f 


bV  TBI   BrBT.  J.  WHITEHOUSB* 


X)iEK  oD.mjj:  yiew  the  evening  landscape  lowers, 
^nd  drear  the  woods  th^t  cloUie  yon  distant  hilU^ 
^mboson^ing  the  valley !  Ou  yon  cliff 
"^h'  old  cattle  frowns  defiapce^  as  il- still 
Its  walls  some  siege  were  battering,  and  the  ttorni'      '• 
Of  war,  rufig  j^riily  on  its  putting  towers,  3 

Alishapen,  and  moss-turiretted  !  The  winds  fS 

*l*hroagh  the  r^^at  hatt^emeuts  strange  viusic  mak€|     .^ 
In  mystic  echoes,  breathing  soft  or  loud, 
^s  'twere  some  spirit  harping !  But  the  stream,        .   C. 
]E(elow  glides,  tf^eiuil,  as  though  not  a  breatk 
Stirred  on  il^  sui/ace.  ' 

And  lo !  h^w,  yon  long  line  of  silver  light  r .  ! 

Stretches  ath^wari  (he  waste  and  fallows  brown,        .    ,4^ 
) a  brightly  tr|U)sparent,  tints,  marking  distinct 
^he  vulage-church  and  hamlet.,.  Lovely  scene  I. 
AVell  might  ^pijrr  warm  and  brilliant  ^Hmtrasts  charm    ^ 
*The  eye  of  him,  who  on  the  dazgling-  heap 
Of  4ioarded  gokl^  with  joyless  luJiury,  glotes. 
Or  ransacks  Oce^ltVi  he<l,  and  £«irth's  deep  womb, .     < 
for  cen^X  il^f^  or  .^littering  o4res;,him  too, 
yiko  ott  Um  ^igt8;oC£Jaado^  or  .Ki^h^rs  foTJB«|    .  ,  >!  r 
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GitseSy  in  silent  rapture.    But  c^  Art 

/With  Nature  yie|  or  so  enchant  the  raind. 

By  Fashion's  fopperies  unsophisticated 

As  her  grand  scenery  ?  Come  then  with  tixef 

'And  let  us  view  her  awful  shrine,  and  pierce 

Her  dark  repes/cs,  th^  wild,  wjzard  haunts 

Of  Inspiration  :  then  shalt  thou  behold; 

And  learn  to  prize  that  which  is  truly  great ; 

Then  shalt  thou  know  and  f^U  koyt  sweet  it  is 

T(-  WtxWi  with  Nature  'midst  her  boundless  reigi^i 

To  muse,  her  lonely  votary,  aiid  to  live, 

A$  though  the  worlds  its  broadi  and  beiiding  shores^ 

)ts  mountains,  valliesy  and  resounding  streani8| 

And  all  the  pomp  and  pageantry  of  heaven, 

Were  m^de  for  th^  afone,  to  soothe  and  charm 

Thy  pensive  thought :  nor  «f^A  such  delight 

Nor  the  effect  of  narrow  Ignorance : 

For  what  can  so  expand  the  heart,  and  wake 

6enerous  emotions,  as  the  love  of  thee, 

Benisnant  Nature  I  What  can  fill  the  soul^ 

Or  elevate  it  with  such  transports  high 

Qf  pure  enjoyment  ?  Intellectual  feast ! 

Banquet  of  mind !  therefore  will  I  not  cease 

To  Woo  thee.  Goddess !  At  thy  hallowed  shfilie 

Oft  will  I  hang  garlands  of  freshest  flowery 

Jind  'midst  the  solemn  sanctuary  of  woods^ 

'Midst  r6cks  abrupt,  and  murmuring  water-falls, 

Bear  thee  an  altar.    Thither  oft  shall  come 

Soihe  young  enthusiast,  by  rapt  Fancy  kdj» 

To  meditate  the  Muse's  lofty  tneme : 

Habere  shall  he  gaze  upon  thy  mystic  fonft,  •  *  ' 

Insatiate.     Not  alone  thy  features  mildy 

The  soft  blue  sky,  green  mead,  and  silvery  ttrcMi^  ■ 

Tbe  sepliyr^s  gentle  sigh,  the  breatli  of  8<^wers, 


Their  fragrance  aiMl  tlieir  bloom  ;  not  these  atone 
Shall  thrill  his  throbbing  breast:  be  shall  exult 
To  lii»i  the  voice  ^  storms,  when  the  broad  main 
U  maddened  into  fury.    The  deep  roar 
0(  warring  winds  and  waves  shall  calm  his  soul ; 
Cradled  in  Nature's  lap,  her  wildest  scenes, 
•And  iQost  terrific  shall  have  charms  for  bin, 
And  like  the  infiint  who,  with  wistful  gaze, 
^holds  its  mother,  he  shall  snile,  or  wcej), 
IK^jaiilaught  passion^  and  mili  sympathy. 


SONG.  > 

Why  declare  how  much  I  love  thcef 
Words  may  ieebly  tell  a  part ; 

Let  a  stronger  language  move  thee, 
£very  throb  that  heaves  my  heart. 

Would*st  thou  hear  a  lover's  story? 

Listen  to  each  whispering  sigh ; 
Would*st  thou  ipiow  how  1  ador<2  tt^ee  ? 

Mark  the  homage  of  mine  eye. 

Be  these  revealcrs  of  my  passion, 
Let  th^m  plead  for  love  and  me, 

And  tell,  on  every  dear  occasion, 
All  I  think,  apd  feel  for  thee. 

Feigned  love  ip^y  soothe  and  dattcrj 
And  betray  with  words  of  art: 

Mine  can  bo94t  a  nobler  nature. 
It -seeks  to  speak  fr9m  heart  to  heart! 
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PART  OF  THE  7th  ODE  OF  THE  FTRST 

BOOK  OF  HORACE  TRANSLATED. 

BY  TRB  lATK   EKV,  DR.  RUSSEU 


As  breezes  from  tlie  southern  mafn 

Disperse  the  clouds  and  clennsie  the  air^ 

Nor  always  bring  descending  rain. 
But  somelimcs  settled  calm  and  fair. 

So,  PlancuSy  with  the  grape's  soft  juice 
Should  you  tlfe  toils  of  life  dispel. 

Whether  the  glitf'ririg  camp  you  (ibxise. 
Or  at  your  shady  Tibur  dwell. 

When  Teucer  from  his  father  fled, 
His  native  land,  and  Gods  forsooK, 

He  crown'd  with  poplar  Wreath^'his  fif^ad. 
And  in  his  hand  the  goblet  tobk. 

And,  "  Come,  said  he,*  my  nob!te  (I'l^iids, 
Where  Fortune  leads,  we'll  boldly  dH'; 

J'ortune,  will  miake  us  fqU  amen'd's* 
For  all  that  Telamon  has  d^oe. 

"  'Tis  Teucct  lieaiTs,  let  iibnc  ieip&fi 
The  destined  spot  before  \18  lies. 

Where  great  Apo11o*s  priests  de6Utt#, 
Another  Salamii  ibatt  tii^. 


,{ 


«  » • 
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^  Then  wisely  snatch  the  precious  now, 
We've  oft  endur'd  Severer  sorrow ; 

Let  wiQ^  to  day,  unbend  each  brow» 
ADdbii^4WlayA>#seaioniM^.^    : 


T«E  AMUI.ET,         ,  ,r 

•  ■  • 

Youvo  H^dnry  sate  in  Jiilii'f  bowser 

And  bent  to  Beauty's  witching  powers  .  .   jr 

A  magic  Talismali  he  brought,  .      r      ' 

Charm'd  to  enthain  the  rOvin^  t&bug&t; 

And  Julia  fix'd  her  eye  of  jet 

On  Heikr/s  mystic  AnHilet. 

A  dove  which  held  a  (>Teedihg  heart, 

A  rose-blid  glowed  in  jniihic  art, 

**  In  that  fair  rosb,'  iLy  emblem  see ! 

'*  In  that  fond  b^4  O  thinic  of  me ! 

**  Should  you  my  fiikhfid  love  for|^t  .  ; 

^^  Look  on  this  little  Amulet/' 

The  rose,  all  sad  ilnd'  ^(rooping,  now  .  . 

Hangs  withenhg  oh  iis  parent  bdiigh ; 

The  Dove  has  dropt  tjb^.  bleeding  httatf  -.. 

Regardless  of  the  seeking  smarU-r* 

O  that  the  Maiden  cooM  forget  •  v 

Young  JUfifify  and  his  Amulet*. . 

MAftT  RUSBBtt  UlTronD. 
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THE  FIRM  RESOUmON. 


Yes,  you  may  sigh,  and  potit,  and  fret ! 

Vain  are  your  efforts  to  secure  me ; 
For  since,  at  last,  IVe  broke  the  net. 

There's  nothing  shall  again  allure 


Not  the  dark  lustre  of  those,  eyes^ 
At  once  sp  brilliant  and  su  tender, 

Though  by  each  glance  a  lover  dies, 
Sh^l  make  my  heart  its  peace^  surrender* 

Nor  care  I  for  those  coral  lips, 

Njmr  cheeks  sulTusM  widi  bliyshes  roseal. 

Though  he  who  tastes  them  surely  sips 
Of  more,  far  more,  than  sweets  ambrosial. 

So  free  am  I,  'that  even  thy  ¥oiee. 

Whose  tones  might  charm  the  angty  ocean. 
And  bid  the  apul  of  woe  rejoice, 

Wakes  in  my  breast  no  wild  enaotion. 

m  not  be  shared  by  anv  wile 

That  once  before  ini  bondage  brought  me. 
Ah!  idle  boast!  that  witching  toiile. 

Thai  witching  sdmIc  again  has  caught  vie  I ' 


M*A*  Vk 
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TO  BERTRAM  ^ITPORD,  ESQ, 
OF  MITFORD  CASTLE. 


9T   KX88  MITFORP, 


Memorials  hit  of  ancient  tittle^ 
iT^y  moss-grown  turrets  rise  sublime  r 
They  tell  a  tale  pf  days  lon|^  hj, 
Apd  pomp  and  pride  of  Phivarxy. 

From  yonder  castie-fteep  around 
Jbe  Mormiin  Barons  sternly  frowned, 
|br  Normans  rul'd  Iko^  massy  waUSf 
Apd  feasted  in  De  Mitford's  luHW 
Iq  feudal  power  an«l  hayishty  state, 
The  martial  Chieftains  proudly  sate; 
The  hapless  vassals  of  toe  kind 
Tbev  swayed  with  unrelenting  handt 
Faitnfiily  yet  murmuring,  still  they  Momedv 
All  were  obeyed,  and  none  beloved. 

How  different  now !  the  feudal  diy 
Lives  only  in  the  minstrel's  lay ; 
Save  in  some  cot,  by  the  pale  beam 
/rhat  quivers  on  fiiir  Waasbeck's  straioir 
Traditiou,  still,  at  evening  hour^ 
£j(efts  hef  half  expiring  power: 


'■■\ 


Telb  of  the  wrongs  their  fathers  hore^ 

Exulting  tellsi  those  wrongs  are  o^er. 

With  blessings  crown  the  circiine  tale^ 

For  Mi^for^  ridetiiixMiUor^  Vale.     «  ^      ^-^  -^ 

Xmi  23, 181  . 


BURLESQUE  EPITAPH 

OK  K  VERY  BEAUTIFUL  BUT  HIGH  SPIRITED  LADY. 

ST  TUB  LATS  &JtT»  BAk  RtTSfrSW  !'  ' 

'    I  !•'...■  •  :«,.•••*, 

Hers,  iiwdfetn6at6,  fticWd, fti  WoiM;  ' ' .  •  '-•• 
lies  Mary,  wife  of  l)octolr  Clark ;      *  -  •  *  *• '  ^ 

Her  face  was  fair,  h^'siftrit  gbod,  '  '  ;; 

But  deatb  has  lailf'th^  in  di^  dark.         '  -  f. 

Oh  !  Sextoa,:Bbould  it  be  thy  fote>  .4  V 

Wtpbtrtine  iMto  AdoalderM  ttfais  her  stont^     <.  i 

To  Ught  upon-  tlnrt  uncouth  pate,  K 

Which  ono^  in  pfvde  of  beauty  shone ; 

8hed,  pritbcc^xiony  s{ied  a  tear, 

In  memp^. Qf  her  sex'^ /aeKit.;       ,    ,.'\    , 
JBut  genfly  use  her  boiieB,.  for  fear 

You  chance  io  ifmit  her  4^pifig,»ii)d^  .  ^  *. 


157 


THE  SN0W4)RQF. 


TO  ELIZA.  ' 


y 


Fled  is  the  storin,  and  hushM  the  blnstf 
Rode  Winter^s  sullen  frown  is  past; 
Again  the  murmuring  streamlets  play, 
And  chilling  snows  dissolve  away. 
But  cold  and  mournful  is  the  breeze 
That  whispers  thro'  the  leafless  trees; 
Joyless  and  drear  the  faded  bower. 
Listless  and  dull  the  languid  hour, 
When  peeping  from  its  humble  bed. 
The  Snow-drop  lifts  its  lowly  head. 
While  yet  the  sephyr's  breath  is  chitl^ 
And  angry  clouds  arelowVing  still, 
Ere  yet  the  primrose  pale  appears. 
Or  Cuckoo's  voice  the  valley  cheers, 
It  comes!  the  harbinger  of  spring 
It  comes  i  the  tidings  dear  to  brins 
That  summer^'  and  her  smiling  tram. 
Again  shall  gladden  all  the  fAain ; 
And  verdure  deok  tfie  leafless  trees, 
^nd  fragrance  swell  the  sighing  brecse, 
And  ev'ry  sweet,  and  blooniimg  flower 
Again  swl  dress  the  fadtdlw^r.    . 


f  J 
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Thus  when  Affliction's  hand  unkind 
Has  Aird  with  care  the  youthful  mind. 
With  clouds  obscured  soft  Pleasure's  ray^ 
And  stolen  ev'ry  joy, away ; 
The  tender  visions  of  the  breast. 
By  doubts,  by  chilling  fear»,  opprest 
Have  perish'd  by  the  breath  of  care, 
As  blossoms  die  in  wintry  air ; 
^is  then,  amid  this  wild  of  woe, 
Where  not  a  flow'ret  dares  to  blow, 
Slow  rising  from  its  cheerless  bed 
Hope  !  like  the  snow  drop  lifts  its  head, 
And,  glitt'ring  sweet  in  sorrow's  tears, 
Smiling  amid  the  wild  appears : 
It  comes !  in  beauty's  soft  array 
To  chase  the  shades  of  grief  away ; 
It  comes,  to  hush  the  murm'ring  sigh. 
And  fill  with  smiles  the  tcar^dim'd  eye  ; 
To  lull  to  peace  the  troubled  breast, 
And  bid  each  anxious  sorrow  rest* 

£liza,  though  thy  placid  way 
Content  has  blessM  with  smiling  ray. 
And  love  and  friendship's  mineled  beam 
Flay  sweetly  on  Life's  tranquil  stream, 
Yet  Life  is  but  an  April  day ; 
A  sullen  cloud,  a  cheering  ray. 
Their  fitful  course  alternate  wing. 
And  tears  and  smiles  alternate  bring  !-^ 
A  time  may  come  when  fate's  rude  frown 
Thy  happy  path  in  tears  may  drown ; 
And  thou  may'st  taste  the  cup  of  woe^ 
The  bitter  lot  of  all  below. 
But  yet,  when  sorrow  shall  invade^ 
And  ev'ry  tender  pleasure  fade^ 


1991 

When  care  shall  nip  th«  bod  of  jojTp 
And  all  the  bosom's  sweets  destroy; 
Though  Hope  may  droop  in  Sorrow's  hour^ 
Like  violets  in  the  suBiQier  shower ; 
Oh !  never  may  the  dower  divine 
A  moment  quit  its  sainted  shrtoe ; 
Kor  sink  beneath  the  sky  o'ercast; 
Kor  perish  in  the  chilling  blast ; 
But  when  the  wintry  storm  has  fled, 
Uprear  again  its  drooping  bead ; 
And,  glistning  sweet  in  sorrow's  tear. 
Smiling  amid  the  wild  appear. 

•  WnXSTOV  BRISTOW. 


EPIGRAM 

ON  AN  AVARICIOVS  QUACK] 

Crowds  of  patients  ev*ry  hour 

Sordid  Galen's  aid  demand. 

And  guineas,  without  ceasjng^  shower 

Into  his  still-extended  hand* 

» 

Yet  those  he  takes  he  dares  not  spend  ; 

But  to  his  useless  heap  still  heaps  them  I 
Say,  who's  the  greatest  fool,  my  friend. 

You  who  gh€f  or  he  who  keeps  them  ?    ■ '  < 

a.  w.rr 

*  A  volume  of  Poemsi  by  the  author  oi  **  the  Siiow»d«op»"  ift 
sow  in  the  Press. 
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'  :  ?OlWET 


wnriTEN.  IN  A  nr  OF  hxnsss. 


*  ••  t 


f 


The  larky  the  cbfierful  lukitbitiger  of  day 

Calls  from  refreshing  sleep  >   the  vig'rotis  swain. 
The  balmy  breath  of  tncensc-4>reathing  May 

Brings  life  and  fragrance  to  the  world  again. 
**  But  not  for  roe  the  lark  ascends  and  singSi** 

But  not  for  me  the  balmy  spring  returns. 
The  Zephyrs  bear  no  healing  on  thdriwings,* 

And  every  sighing  gale  of  summer  mourns. 
Around  my  couch,  to  Fancy's  tortured  eyei. 

The  shapeless  visions  of  disease  advance. 
Unholy  forips  in  dread  succession  rise,      . 

Ani  Death  terrifip  shakos  his  sbadc^wy  la^ce. 
Strike,  tyrant!  .Strike I  my  iKvea^ied  soul  telease. 
This  feverish  being  end|  and  give  my  spirit  peace. 


■J 
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SONNET 


"^WRtlTEN  IN  OCTOBC^ 


BY   K.  n  OTLlIES,   ISQ. 


How  wild  tby  woodlands^  Autumn,  all  iiirolled 
In  the  dense  canopy  of  vapour$  white; 
'  Save  when  a  transient  gleam  of  partial  light 

Rests  on  the  trembling  foliage  of  gold  I 

But  now,  fair  mom  advances ;  and  behold !  ^ 
The  wild  deer  sporting  slowly  come  in  view, 
The  ulent  groves  are  hung  with  chrystal  dew, 

And  rising  beams  their  brighter  tints  unfold* 

While  the  glad  hunter  wakes  the  cheering  horn, 
And  the  loud  echoes  o'er  the  mountain  swell, 
Peii8iv49 1  wander  through  the  leaf-strown  dell, 

And  hear  the  music  o'er  the  forest  borne,— - 
With  tears  I  bid  the  falling  leaves  farewell, 

And  for  the  yeai<i|  departing  splendotrs  moum. 

jou  vi;^  If 
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SONNET 


To.xHR  my-  JOHv  9i^qK. 


BY   THE   «»A|X£. 


TiiRou«K  the  dim  fofesl's  leufy  wnlks  I  Hr^yt  « 

Enlivened  stiU  by  fancy's  glowing  light. 
While  fall  the  deepening  ^hadeft  of  thoughtful  ttight^ 

And  the  last  sunbeam  slowly  melts  away* 

O  then,  when  heavenly  gleams  around  me  play  1 
What  angels  smile !  what  transport  seems  to  glow ! 
But  *^  all  at  once/'  alas!  the  **  wond'rous  sjiow/*- 

Fades,  like  the  short-^ved  tints  of  dying  day  !-«^ 

With  me,  thus  onward  flows  unceasing  time 
In  dream«9  that  scarce  are  seen  before  ibey  % ; 

Whilst  thou,  O  friend  {  pursuesit  the  paUi  »ui^li«M) 
That  leads  to  Glory's  bright  abode  on  high^         »    ■ 

Where  thy.  own  Ta&su  pointa  ihe  radiant  way,  ^ 

WhoM  cail  thy  kiuftUed  gcoHA  ha»tcDSt  to  obey« 
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TO  A  FAVOURITE  AUTHOK. 


2T  THE  SAMS. 


It  is  not  city  toil,  or  worldly  pride^ 

That  suits  the  workings  of  my  weary  mindy 

It  is  on  these  green  banks  to  lie  reclin'd, 
Or  wander  slowly  by  the  river's  side : 
O  thouy  to  whom  I  feel  as  if  allied, 

Whose  lay  has  cheered  my  lonely  pilgrimage, . 

Once  more,  let  me  unfold  thy  glowing  page, 
'Mid  the  deep  shelter  of  this  forest  wide, 
VTith  thee,  awhile,  be  mine  to  mark  the  glow, 

Of  Evening  onvthe  northern  hills  decay;-*— 
To  watch  the  gradual  shadows  deeper  grow. 

As  Twilight's  purple  radiance  melts  away ! 

Still  BAED  OF  WooTTON  * !  thiue  inchanting  lay 
Heightens  each  joy  th|it  nature's  charms  bestow^ 

*  Sir  Egerton  Bridges. 
M   2 
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BONNET 


WRITTEN  BY  MOONLIGHT* 


Bt   THE   SAMS. 


OucB  more,  I  woo  the  fragrant  gales  of  nighf,  * 
Once  more  behold  the  beams  of  Twilight  rest 
In  the  broad  river's  clear  and  tranquil  breast,    ^ 

And  watch  the  trembling  rays  of  fading  light. 

Their  soothing  tints  my  lonely  steps  invite 

Through  the  deep  woodland's  dark  and  ma^y  way. 
Where  Fancy's  lovely  form  is  seen  to  stray, 

Weaving  the  wild  flowers  into  garlands  bnght* 

**  With  eager  thought"  I  mark  the  sombre  dr^. 
That  slowly  steals  o'er  all  the  woodland  scbiUbT 

9ut  lo !  to  cheer  each  grove  and  dim  r^c^s. 
The  full-orb'd  moon  appears  with  ray  serene, 

And  with  new  charms  my  wondering  sight  to  bless. 
The  Fairks  k^  their  revels  on  the  ^reeiv ! 
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SONNET 


TO    lANTHB, 


-tidYBLiEST  and  best  belov'd,  sever'd  from  thee 

How  oft  the  lagging  hours  I  sorely  chide  ; 
-And  murmur  '*  when,  6  when,  shall  e'er  I  see 
— -**  My  sweet  Ianth6,  rnine  and  Beauty's  pride?" 

At  opening  mom  I  wish  for  even- tide ; 
^Vhcn  evening  comes^  "  return,  6  morn,  I  cry  !" 
And  still  I  think,  though  from  afar  descried, 
diould  I  l)ut  see  thy  home  I  less  should  sigh ; 
I'or  I  might  fancy  that  iny  straining  eye 
-    *  Saw  thee  fond  musing  on  thine  absent  love. 
Oft,  too,  I  say,  sad  gazing  ou  the  sky, 

^*  O  were  but  miue  the  pinions  of  the  dove, 
How  soon,  Ianth6,  should  thy  soothing  strains 
^  sweet  oblivion  lull  my  tares  and  pains !" 

1B00»  &«A.t>« 
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450NNET 


TO  A  FRIEND. 


Avails  it  ought,  my  friend,  with  ceaseless  care^   - 

Fii^mly'the  path  of  rectitude  to  tread, 
The  sternest  frowns  of  angry  Fate  to  bear, 

With  mind  unaw'd,  unchanged  by  slavish  dreajl  ? 
Still,  like  the  constant  shadow,  Envy  pale, 

And  sneering  Scorn,  and  ruffian  Hate  pursue  ; 
Still  Slander  whispers  her  malignant  tale. 

And  paints  her  victim  of  the  darkest  hue* 
ITes,  it  avails !  in  innocence  secure^ 

The  heart,  though  bleedinjg  at  the  touch  pf  wpe» 
Can  taste  a  bliss  more  excjuisite  and  pure, 

Than  proud  triumphant  Guilt  shall  ever  kiu>w; 
Can,  spite  of  all  its  banded  foes,  rejoice; 
Sweet  is  the  spirit's  s^if-approviog  voice  { 

}796>  itfA.O| 


167 


SONNET. 


^ET  the  dull  wrctch»  to  each  fine  feeling  cold ; 

The  pamper'd  son'  of  Luxury  and  Pride ; 
7he  misery  brooding  o'er  his  hoarded  gold  ; 

Still  with  unfeeling  arrogance  deride 

The  votaries  of  the  lyre,  to  Heaven  allied, 
l^hat  tho'  your  merit  Fate  oppressive  wrongs. 

Yet,  sons  of  Genius,  cease  to  mourn  your  doom  I 
To  you  the  Muse's  cheering  smile  belongs ;        [gloom, 

Her  power  shall  guide  you  thro'  life's  mournful 
And  save  your  glories  from  the  oblivious  tomb : 
When  the  mean^  sordid  tribe  shall  rest  in  earth. 

Their  graves  unnoticed,  and  forgot  their  name ; 
Of  those  they  scorned  the  Muse  shall  tell  the  worthy 

And  down  to  endless  ages  spread  the  fame. 

1795*  ii#A*J>» 
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TO  TH|^  ETENmO  BREEZi;* 


K 


Aloks  at  evenit^g  I  jvursue  my  way 

Up  the  dark  side  of  yon  deserted  hill ; 

There  f^hile  crentioq  rests  so  fiwful  stilly 
The  breath  of  evening  yet  around  will  play : 
^weet  18  its  breath  !  Ah  diflTrent  from  that  gay 

That  sunny  breeze  that  lately  lovM  to  fill 
^    Each  freshened  yalley^  and  to  soothe  each  rilt! 
Pierc'd  with  the  hot  effulgence  of  Ji[^id-day* 
Sweet  wind  of  twilight  ^ad  and  chill  thou  art. 

Soothing  to  him  that  wanders  all  ^lone. 
Sent  from  dark  hills  that  lately  saw  depart 

The  orb  of  splendour  from  his  buniing  throne^ 
gurcly  thou  sieem'sti  and  well  I  ween  thou  art* 

The  idgh  of  nature  for  h^er  darling  gone. 


I 
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70  THE  8USr. 


^HXLD  of  a  day,  though  great  without  compeer 

Thou  ridest  triumphant,  blaziug  through  the  tkjt 
^s  that  fair  flower  that  falls  when  frost  is  near, 

So  toO|  at  last,  thy  glories  all  shall  die. 
Then  when  the  Seraphs  in  th<3  Highest's  name 

Shall  speal^  destructioq  through  the  trump  of  voe^ 
^nd  earth  enveloped  in  a  sheet  of  flame 

Join'd  with  the  stars  shall  iseek  the  gulf  below  ^ 
Thou !  thou  thyself,  from  out  thy  centre  hurled^ 

Through  shattered  nature  then  shalt  take  thy  way^ 
And  fiir  and  wide  thy  flaming  locks  unfurKd 

Scorch  up  the  whole  with  aa  es^pess  of  day^-^ 
But  sink  at  lastt    The  innocent,  the  just, 
Alope  shall  spring  triun^hant  from  the  dost 

^JUMmrgk,  ,    w.  s« 
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ON  TBE  ABSENGX  OF  A  FRIEND.  SERVIKO  IN 
THE  AUSTRIAN  ARMY. 


ESDCBiCy  full  often  ^  I  sit  alone 

'Musing  on  thee^  my  soul  is  overcast ; 

And,  fancy-scar*d,  in  every  passing  blast 
Methinks  I  bear  of  death  the  hollow  groan.   . 
I  see  thee  stretd/d  in  anguish  on  the  plain, 
*  The  spoil  and  victim  of  unpitying  foes ;  (fiows. 

While  from  each  wound  in  streams  the  iife-l^iobd 
And  thy  faint  voice  calls  on  thy  friend  in  vain! 
Sad  &ars!  which  though  my  better  spirit  chides, 

I  lack  the  power  to  banish  from  my  breast: 

Alas !  by  sickness  and  by  pain  oppressed. 
My  weai|y  heart  but  ill  thine  absence  bides. 
But  1  will  yet  be  calm,  and  trust  that  he 
The  gracious  Lokd  or  ali,  shall  watclt  o  cr  thee. 

'"  i7S7.  B.i.D. 
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TO  RBUGION. 


^^n AT  solemn  sounds  now  burst  upon  mkie  car? 
Hark !  'tis  the  pealing  organ,  clear  ahd  slow, 
Whose  measur'd  notes,  melodious  as  they  flow, 

^^ecilia's  self  might  not  disdain  to  hear. 

Sure  here  Religion,  ^  pure  and  me<ek-eyM  maid,'' 
Thou  lov'st  to  dwell,  these  vaulted  aisles  araongi 
lYhere  Sioa't  swettest  songs  are  daily  sung, 

S3y  sacred  priests  in  milk-white  robes  arrayed. 
Ah  no !  lo  thee  more  dear  the  contrite  hearty' 

*Than  gorgeous  rites,  vain  pomp,  and  empty  shew, 

mrhere  Hereb's  mdunt  the  hallow'd  Prophet  trbd. 
See  whirlwinds  rage,  see  riten  raoifntains  part  I 

fierce  mid  more  fierce  the  livid  lighfntngii  glow  1 
Sut  'tis  the  stiU  smali  Toice  proclaims  the  present  Oodlt 

'A. 
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Oft  tke  Bishop  of  Drommrt^M  attatning  tk^  dghtietk  Yt&r 

of  Mm  Agt^  April  24,  I8O94 


Mark  yonder  stately  aged  forest  tree^ 

That  spreads  abroad  its  venerable  shade, 
Sheltering  from  blasts  of  cold  inclemency 

Each  plant  beneath  its  kind  protecting  aid  2 
Of  Percy,  in  his  eightieU  year  surve/d, 

Methinks  a  type  that  noble  tree  appears. 
Whose  inteUecttial  vigour,  undecay'd, 

Sdll  blooms  conspicuous  in  the  vale  of  years. 
The  child  of  want  his  frequent  bounty  cheers,-*-^ 

Genius  he  fosters, — Merit  he  befriends, — 
Learning  his  talents  and  his  taste  reveres. 

And  piety  his  practice  recommends. 
£/n  Time  regards  bim  with  a  partial  eye. 
Conceals  the  fatal  scythei  and  passes  harmless  by. 
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AN  EVENING  SKETCH. 


BY  TBB  &BV.  J.WHITBHOVSB. 


I  wilLYES  ;  for  tVas  the  sweetest  eve. 

No  lovelier  could  be  seen. 
Thin  clouds  their  fiairy  texture  weave. 

With  breaks  of  light  between. 

And  it  was  glorious  to  behold. 

And  cheering  to  the  view, 
While  fulgid  clouds  their  skirts  unfold. 

And  shade  the  soft  clear  blue ; 

And  down,  far  stretching  to  the  west 

The  mingling  colours  go ; 
While  darky  upon  the  mountain's  crest. 

The  night-cloud  floats  below ! 

O  Paradise !  ^tis  sure  thy  gate. 

Thy  chrystal  walls  I  see. 
Where  gods  themselves  may  hold  their  stat«, 

In  gorgeous  panoply : 

But  lo,  it  fades,  the  vision  fades, 

Tbat.glowed  ere  while  so  gay. 
The  golden  hues  are  stainM  with  shades,, 

The  silver  tints  w|th  grey  ! 


So  passes  life:  and  such,  O  earth  ! 

Shall  be  thy  sudden  doom ; 
Hiough  passing  fair,  as  at  thy  birth. 

And  ii»  thy  fie«uty V  bloom ! 

•  "  • 

And  hark !  the  winds  are  up ;  the  clouds 

Roll  heavily  along ; 
Heaven's  face  a  solemn  darkness  shrouds. 

And  deepening  shadows  throng ! 

Ah,  what  a  change^  said  1,.  and  sighed  ;•— 

My  thoughts  incessant  ran 
On  death — the  grave — the  gloomy  void  ;— 

I  sighed — and  wept  for  man  I 


STANZAS  ON  AFFLICTION. 

BY  THE    REV,  MICHAEL  CALAMTV 

Oh,  Man !  when  thou  think'st  of  the  boats 
Embitter'd  by  sorrow  and  pain. 

Let  Fortitude  summon  her  powers,. 
Nor  misery  dare  to  complaiiu 

With  courage  bear  up  for  a  while,    . 

And  sorrow  to  joy  shall  give  place ; 
The  tear  shall  be  wip'd,  and  a  smile 

Shall  brighten  Calamity's  face. 

That  God  who  does  nothing  in  vaii^ 

Pursues  a  benevolent  plan ; 
And  whether  'tis  pleasure  or  pain» 

'Tis  wisely  appointed  for  man. 


V 


XT* 

•       *  (  •  .   *  ' 

> 

THE  COUNTRY  SQUIRE  AND  THE  POET. 

lOUNDSD  OJi  f  ACT. 


A  noRTHERK  *  SqHirCy  <rf  acres  many. 
For  flocks,  for  herds,  for  gold  renown'd ; 

As  keen  a  justice  as  was  any. 
As  skill'd  in  hunter  and  in  hound, 

Pcrceiv'd  a  poor  Pari^assian  poacher 

Enter  his  lofty  iron  gate; 
To  stop  the  progress  of  th'  encroacheri. 

His  waddling  worship  was  too  la>te. 

Ahd  now  the  stranger,  bending  low. 
Presents  his  lists,  and  telk  his  claim; 

An(l  begs  his  worship  to  bestow 
A  small  subscription,  and  his  name. 

"  Where  is  your  book  ?  Why  don't  you  show  itf 
"  A  crown.  Sir  ?  'tis  a  deal  of  cash  !" 

**  Tis  not  yet  printed,"  says  the  Poet. 
"  Then  can  you  think  me  Friend  no  rash  f 

•  NMrthQflr^Uiiid* 


17& 

^  Before  Ffe  seen  the  cats  aiul  cover, 
**  Before  I  know  what  fits  my  shelf! 

**  Of  Bopes  and  Briars  ♦  I'm  no  lover, 
"  But  well  1  know  the  worth  of  p^f. . 

^  So  fold  your  papers, — prithee  take  'em  ; 

**  Before  hsncl  pay's  a  losing  trade; 
**  My  boots  and  books  I  ne'er  bespeak  'effif 

^  I  always  buy  'em  ready  made." 


BfC.C. 


EPIGRAM. 


A  9 AGE  Hibernian  had  been  told, 
That  people  when  they  die  of  cold. 
First  fall  asleep,  then  pop  they  go, 
.    No  Mfarning  given,  to  realms  t>elow  r' 
And  being  where  folks  met  together 
Were  talking  of  the  frosty  weather ; 
"  How  cold  it  was,"  they  said,  **  and  hov 
*'  The  mercury  stood  very  low ; 
"  The  ice  an  inch  thick  on  their  beer; 
**  No  sign  of  thaw,  the  sky  quite  clear  i** 
So  Pat,  occasion  fit  discerning. 
Was  after  shewing  them  his  learning ; 
**  He  fear'd,"  he  said,  "  to  go  to  bed, 
*^  Lest  when  he  wak'd,  he  should  be  dead- 

Glasgow.  * 

*  He  is  fmppofed  to  mesa  Pope  and  Prk)b 
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AtCANDER  AND  EVANTHfi. 

A   TALE  ♦. 

BT   THE   REV.    H.    BOTi)^ 


^Tir'd  with  didactic  themes,  the  wandering  MU9i 

forsakes  th'  aerial  summit,  where  she  sate 

^Contemplative,  and  mark'd  the  figured  train 

Of  ages,  as  they  crost  her  point  of  vie^ 

In  various  liveries  clad,  solemn  or  gay, 

In  military  pomp,  or  peaceful  guise, 

^s  suited  best  the  view  of  him  that  sw^ys 

Their  movements,  and  their  aims  f*     Her  visual  ray 

PatiguM  with  wand  ring  o'er  the  bright  expanse, 

INow  on  the  green  lap  of  sequestered  life 

Covets  repose,  tho'  even  amid  the  calm 

Of  social  bliss,  Melpomene  m^y  find 

Awful  examples  of  the  truths  she  sung. 

Near  that  green  Cape,  where  I  Dalriada  s^^ 
Hyperion  dip  his  wheel  at  setting  day, 
When  glowiqg  summer  courts  the  youthful  god 
To  run  his  longest  range,  a  river  meets 
That  ever-toiling  main,  which  rolls  between 
Caledon,  with  her  retinue  of  isles, 
And  UUin's  bounds.    The  azure-mantled  p6w*r 

*  Meant  to  illustrate  the  bad  effects  of  certain  Methodlstical 
^rmciples. 

t  Sec  the  "Kuuis  of  Athens,"  Poetical  Register,  vol.  VI,  p.  65. 
and  "The  Shepherds  of  Lebanon*"  Poetical  Regi:itcr,  Vol.  Vlf. 
p.  113. 

t  North  eastern  part  of  Ulster. 

VOL.  Til.  jr 
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'Who  here  his  naiads  laves,  a  lesson  gives     .  . 

Of  awfuhitaport  to  the  thoughk^  sons 

Of  man,  for  ere  he  seeks  the  sea-heat  verge. 

By  unrelenting  destiny  compeH'cf, 

The  sedge-crowp'd  father  is  obliged  to  find 

li'is  way,  not  thoroOgh  subterranean  mounds, 

Or  mineral"  bastions  in  embattled  state 

Across  his  blind  way  flung ;  •  but  over  beds 

Of  tranquil  002c,  where  sleeps  the  limpid  wave 

In  soft  repose  at  large,  or  only  wakes 

To  kiss  the  verdatit  shores,  and  sleeps  again* 

Powerful  indncement  to  hh  wearied  train 

Of  naiad»,  like  indulgence  to  dcmai^df 

To  quit  their  long  ilisastrous  march,  allur'd 

By  syren  strains,  which  eTer,  and  ant>n 

Those  unseen  fay  OS,  whose  hsdlds  Unlock  the  sptiiig» 

3Vi\h  lulling  destant,  warble  to  the  breeze 

At  her  imperial  bidding,  whohi  the  bards 

Of  antient  and  rohiuntlc  fame,  had  caUM 

The  Lady  of  the  L^ake  !  yet  not  for  her 

Nor  all  her  blandishments,  nor  all  the  strains 

By  which  her  artful  envoys  strive  to  lUre 

The  soft-ey'd  sisters  to  their  pearly  beds, 

Would  he  allow  his  retinue  to  stray 

In  search  of  transport,  or  voluptuous  ease 

In  the  soft  lap  of  indolence,  but  on 

He  leads  tbetn  still,  with  soft  and  silent  lap^, 

OVr  that  letheai>  wave,  whose  ^ooth  expanse 

Invites  to  tranquil  sliimhef,  till  afar 

He  finds  an  outlet  from  the  charmed  Lake;. 

And  glorying  in  his  flight,  pursues  his  way 

With  his  fair  daughters  to  the  parent  maia. 

Like  him,  contetnnihg  the  Circean  ctnarM     • 
Of  torpid  ease,  upon  her  verdant  shores 

*  The  river  B<m  holdf  his  iDiirse  through  Lovi^neaAii  / 
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A  •  noble  prelate  erst  the  crozier  sway'd  t 
Inspired  with  liberal  notions,  deep  impressM 
In  early  youth,  and  ail  that  godlike  zeal 
For  public  good)  which  warmM  in  days  of  yore 
Great  Aristides,  and  the  f  Spartan  sage, 
Who,  to  secure  his  laws*  eternal  force 
Renounc'd  his  country. — O'er  his  blameless  life 
The  saint  prevail'd,  and  scein'd  to  call  the  day 
Of  martyrs  and  of  confessors  to  view  : 
Thro'  all  his  life  the  heavenly  spirit  glow'd. 
But  at  devotion's  hour,  the  pent-up  flame 
Blaz'd  forth  conspicuous ;  not  Elijah's  self 
Nor  Paul,' -when  erst  his  soul  was  rapt  to  heaven. 
And  saw  unutterable  things,  surpast 
The  fervours  of  his  noon  or  midnight  prayer— 

The  tribes  of  Calvin  thro'  his  province  spread 
In  numerous  bands,  from  Caledonia's  vales. 
Like  those  from  Athens  o'er  Ionia's  shore 
Who  rose  the  irivals  of  the  parent  state. 
In  thefte  he  mark'd  a  spirit  like  his  own, 
Fervent  address  to  heaven,  enthusiast  zeal, 
A  sanctity  of  manners,  and  a  guise 
Which,  the'  too  much  from  this  world's  ways  est^ang'd 
Harstf,'  and  unsocial,  yet  he  found  a  charm 
Eveli  in  this  hermit  guise:  In  thought  profound, 
,Of  ihis  phenomenon  he  trac'd  the  cause :  i 

Much  from  Teflection,  much  from  records  old 
The  sJageen^uii^d,  to  knowj  from  whence  derived, 
They  drew -this  strong  and  captivating  cast 
Of  manners,  and  that  energetic  zeal 
That  proselyted'  thousands.    Soon  he  found, 


*. 


*  All  par^)4{ir  appUpatioDs.are  precluded  b^the  consid^nitioa 
UmI  three  divet^ut  dioces  are  adjaceat  to  Che  river  and  lake  men- 
^ooed. ' 
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Or  thought  he  found,  the  source  of  all  their  worth 

In  that  KNOWN  law,  which  gave  the  flock  to  chuse 

Their  pastor,  **  Would  to  heaven,"  the  holy  man 

Exclaim'd  "  that  law  were  ours !  soon  should  we 

"  Another  soul  pervade  our  sacred  choirs ; 

*^  And  harmonize  the  mortal  minstrelsie 

*^  Of  human  worship,  with  angelic  strains* 

•*  1  he  people^  with  ihis  noble  privilege 

'•  Endow'd,  would  rise  above  their  former  selves^ 

"  And  the  prime  ages  of  our  holy  faith, 

"  The  golden  times  of  anlient  Polycarp 

"  And  Irenaeus,  might  again  return! 

"  Why  may  not  I,  in  these  scquesler'd  glens 

**  Of  antient  Innisfail,  with  cautious  care 

"  Give  to  some  flock,  (by  Fate's  relentless  hami 

^  Robb'd  of  their  she  pherd,)  this  unusual  test 

"  Of  worth,  and  bid  the  warm,  electric  spark 

"  Of  intellectual  liberty  pervade 

**  The  general  breast !  what  joy  to  see  the  crowd 

"  Throng  to  the  scene,  and  with  contending  zeal 

"  Vote  for  their  favourites :  I  will  try  the  test 

^*  Soon  as  some  vacant  fold  within  my  range 

**  Gives  the  occasion  !  then,  ye  sectaries  ! 

"  Soon  will  your  cause  decline ;  when  ye  behold 

"  This  your  prime  engine  wrested  from  your  hands, 

**  And  that  blest  fire,  which  with  Promethean  theft  . 

"  Ye  stole  from  heaven,  with  like  dexterity 

"  From  you  purloin*d/' — The  crisis  soon  arriv'd  j 

For,  in  a  few  short  moons,  the  tidings  came 

That  old  Theophilus  had  breath'd  his  last : 

A  pastor  form'd  of  antique  mold,  whose  toils 

In  the  good  cause  had  worn  him  out,  tho'  long 

For  many  a  stormy  spring,  his  watchful  eye 

Had  from  the  prowling  wolf  his  younglings  kept. 

And  many  an  hard  campaign  the  reverend  maa 

Ihe  ambuscadoe,  and  the  opeM  foe 
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Of  souls  withstood,  and  to  the  storm  and  mine. 

And  all  the  varied  erigin'ry  of  hell. 

In  heavenly  panoply,  his  vigilance 

OpposM. — And  now  the  palmy  crown  awaits 

The  hoary  chieftain,  his  celestial  arms 

And  cuirass,  not  ignobly  worn,  he  leaves 

To  his  successor.     Soon  the  tidings  spread 

That  hU  would  be  the  prize,  whose  well-try'd  worth, 

Whose  doctrines  pure,  with  his  pure  life  compar'd. 

The  people  should  approve.     With  eager  joy 

And  beating  hearts,  the  candidates  arrive 

From  Alma's  bosom.     He,  whose  fancy  warm'd 

By  Homer^s  page,  or  Livy's,  long'd  of  late 

To  mingle  in  the  martial  throng,  and  gain 

A  bloody  laurel,  now  for  holier  palms 

Begins  to  feel  a  wish,  unfelt  before, — 

The  son  of  Themis  flings  the  crabbed  code 

Of  law  away,  and  to  the  sacred  page, 

IVluch  wondering  at  its  novelty,  applies 

^ith  bis  habitual  diligence.     ArrivM, 

Vo  each  a  theme  is  given,  a  day  is  fixt 

On  which  their  several  talents  to  display 

Before  the  final,  solemn  day  was  nam'd, 

Xo  chuse  the  favourite  ot  the  public  voice. 

Due  vigilance  the  mitred  sage  employ 'd 

I*bat  none,  but  to  the  vener-able  code 

Of  truth  eternal  should  for  aid  apply 

To  form  the  homily,  that  each  might  trust 

To  his  own  single  merit!  First,  behold. 

The  soldier  mounts  the  rostrum, — but  alas  ! 

Tho*  volunteering  in  a  noble  cause, 

^is  flimsy  strain  of  reasoning  ill  accords 

^ith  the  emphatic  action  of  his  arm, 

Tor  other  combats  strung!  the  panoply 

Of  heaven  is  not  for  him,  the  soldier  flies 

Igi^obly  Bies  !  and  leaves  the  sacred  post    . 
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To  gatlier  laurels  on  Ramillia's  plain  ! 
The  man  of  law^  with  wily  tanglemenU 
Of  artful  sophistry  essay 'd  to  gain 
The  public  voice,  the  public  voice  was  mute, 
Or  hostile.     He  retirM  and  join'd  the  crowd 
Of  Themis,  doom'd  to  wage  unbloody  wars* 
Without  a  contest  these  resign'd  the  stage: 
Two  canditates  remained,  a  gentle  pair 
In  constant  friendship  from  their  school-boy  days 
Enlink'il ;  and  in  fair  Alma's  sacred  bowers 
The  holy  cords  of  amity  were  drawn 
Still  closer:  like  a  double  plant  they  grew, 
With  intermarried  boughs  and  trunks  entwined. 
Till,  like  the  ligiitning  sent  from  angry  Jove, 
The  bolt  of  Cupid  came  with  sad  divorce, 
And  the  firm  union  broke :  a  moment  saw 
Their  peace  of  mind  and  all  their  antient  love 
From  eiil.er  bosc^m  by  an  anoej-form 
Exil'd,  and  foul  mistrust  and  jealousy 
AVoke  by  an  heavenly  smile.     A  bpauteous  roaid| 
Who  blest  a  wiilowM  sire's  declining  days, 
Kindled  with  fatal  charms  the  ragi.og  flame. 
Her  sire  was  Lycon,  Lvcon,  far-renown'd^ 
For  wealth,  which  to  no  long-descending  linff 
Of  ancestors  he  ow'd,  yet,  at  his  birth 
Some  power  propitious  in  his  tender  mind 
The  copious  seeds  of  worldly  wisdom  sow'd 
Upon  th'  officious  duty  of  this  man 
The  indolence  of  Silvio  long  repo^'d, 
Ill-fatod  Silvio  !  whose  out-stretch*d  domain^ 
Seem'd  half  a  province,  but  his  narrow  mind 
Only  to  three  ideas  could  afford 
A  scanty  lodgment,  Womj:n^  Pice,  and  WiNi, 
His  Manager  supplied  his  wants  at  large; 
Yet  oft  of  tardy  payment  froin  bis  boors 
Complain'd^  and  often,  of  his  own  voucbsaTd 


To. lend  the  needy  lord ;  the  needy  JiOrd 

Amid  his  prgies  thought  not  of  his  state. 

But  what  he  got,  receiv'd :  and  sent  it  dowQ 

The  gulf  of  dissipation  as  it  came. — 

His  ancient  halls  were  tenantless  and  waste. 

Whilst  Lycon  built  and  planted  ;  thus  a  tree 

That  lies  a  noble  ruin  half  inimerst 

In  earth,  supports  with  vigour,  not  Its  own, 

Th'  ignoble  fungus.     Lycou  flourisb'd  long 

In  seeming  bliss  mature,  till,  near  the  close 

Of  life,  the  shadows  of  impending  ill 

Were  seen  to  gloqra,  and  rising  tempest  shook 

The  mellow  stores  of  long  prosperity. 

His  eldest  hope  he  tended  to  the  grave, 

His  consort  followed  soon  :  and  now  to  chear 

The  wintry  night  of  lile's  fantastic  round, 

(Haunted  by  hideous  dreams,)  not  one  was  left 

Bi^t  fair  Evanthe;  yet  Evanthe  fair, 

Tho'  chearful  sis  a  springing  morn  of  May, 

When  woodland  minstrolsie  salutes  the  sun; 

And  tho*  her  voice,  and  artful  finger  vy'd 

With  Handel  or  with  Frasi ;  not  the  art 

Of  Orpheus  cur  Ampbion,  nor  the  charm 

Which  old  Timo^heus  ownM,  and  Dryden  sungg 

Could  chase  the  haggard  forms  of  fell  remorse 

That  hover'd  round  his  couch  at  early  d&wn| 

Nor  vanished  at  the  crowing  of  the  cock. 

Jleligion  next  he  try'd  ;  a  frequent  guest 

At  Eucharistic  taUles,  every  moon 

Saw  him  renew  the  solen^q  cqmpact,  swora 

This  world,  dod  worldly  views  to  Aing  aside. 

When  hostile  to  his  nobler  claims — ii\  vain  !•-<* 

He  might  as  well  have  flung  aw^y  kims^lf! 

It  mingled  with  his  esj^ence ;  still  in  vain 

He  muttered  o'er  the  peiiilential  fi^n 
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The  crowning  rite  of  all ! 

Now  by  officious  Yarae  the  tidings  brought. 
Of  the  impending  choice  of  one  to  lead 
The  flock  which  old  Theophilus  had  left. 
Short  respite  on  his  troubled  thoughts  bestowMt 
For  sick  with  guilt,  the  wayward  fancy  clings 
To  every  novelty,  that  fleets  along 
The  tide  of  fashiun,  chief  to  modes  of  faith, 
If  sick  Imagination  takes  the  hue 
Of  superstition*     To  his  scat  he  calls 
The  candidates,  together,  or  in  turn 
As  suited  best  his  purpose:  questions,  trie9 
The  various  depths  of  sound  theology, 
The  shallows  of  the  false,  of  Destiny, 
Predestination,  and  supernal  grace, 
Whether  on  some  choice  favourites  bestow'd. 
Or  sent  at  random  to  be  seiz'd  by  all 
Who  know  to  use  it.     Soon  the  wily  youth, 
Alcander  saw  his  drift,  his  piercing  eye 
Developed  all  his  mind,  and  spyM  the  taint 
Of  some  enormous,  unrepented  crime 
Which  tinctur'd  his  enquiries.     Much  the  youth 
Of  old  Theophilus  enquir'd,  (well  known 
By  all  a  man  of  most  unblemished  life) 
A  great  example  in  degenerate  times 
Of  ancient  holiness :  yet  Lycon's  voice 
Was  sparing  of  his  praise :  the  rigid  lore 
Of  old  Theophilus  lie  oft  had  felt. 
And  now  reveng'd  it  with  calumnious  art. 
park  and  morose  he  term'd  him,  prone  to  blame, 
A  slave  to  prejudice,  whose  gloomy  soul 
Hostile  tb  merit,  with  imagined  crimes 
Still  charg'd  the  man  he  hated.     Soon  the  youth 
The  secret  source  of  Lycon's  hate  divin'dy 
And  hjs  inventive  faculties  employed 
To  inould  his'pliant  doctrine  to  the  vd\i 
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Of  bis  kind  host;  for  not  vrith  heedless  eye 
He  saw  the  influence  which  the  pride  of  wealth 
To  Lycon,  o'er  the  electors  had  bestow'd ; 
Hi»  favour,  well  be  saw,  secur'd  success. 
Perhaps  Evanthe  too  might  bless  his  arms 
Given  to  the  favourite  by  her  partial  sire. 
For  love  (if  selfish  minds  can  feel  the  power) 
Thron'd  in  bis  bosom,  next  ambition,  ruFd 
The  man,  and  taught  him  all  his  syren  wiles; 
The  winning  language  of  cnamour'd  loolcs^ 
The  soft  attentions,  the  unguarded  sigh. 
That  breathed  unutterable  love:  the  pang 
That  o'er  his  cheek  diffus*d  the  sickly  hue 
Of  pale  despondence,  by  the  lovely  maid 
Was  seen  and  disregarded,  yet  he  deemed 
That  could  he  gain  the  sire,  the  lovely  maid, 
A  slave  to  filial  piety,  would  crown 
His  ardours.     Every  art  the  sire  to  gain, 
instant,  the  wily  engineer  employM, 
But  kept  his  master  engine  still  behind  - 
Till  that  important  day,  which  saw  him  climb 
*The  rostrum,  and  harangue  the  list'ning  crowd. 

Still,  by  his  stimMlating  fears  impell'd, 
And  the  tumultuous  mind's  intestine  war, 
The  father  now  resolved  to  seek  advice 
From  Sophron  (thus  the  other  candidate 
Nas  nam'd),  with  soft,  insinuating  art 
le  oft  enquir'd  the  most  effectual  means 
*o  win  eternal  peace,  and  press'd  to  know 
fhat  indispensible  ingredients,  heaven 
)  penitence  requir'd  ;  he  long'd  to  learn 
be  nice  discriminating  line,  that  marks 
le  bounds  of  vice  and  virtue.     Sophron  still 
tferr'd  him  to  the  MONiToa  within, 
\d  heaven's  behest  reveal'd ;  with  cold  disgust 
e  father  heai\l ;  but  iiot  with  cold  disgust 


£vANTUE  heard  and  saw:  The  hour  that  mark'd 
His  introduction,  stamp'd  the  virgin's  ftite  1    « 
1'was  not  a  look,  t'was  not  a  single  glatice; 
But  like  the  rapturous  embrace  ut'  souls  '■' 
IVhen  mingling  rays  with  rays,  above  thoymecC 
In  all  the  ardours  of  eternal  love. 
But  the  paternal  presence  check'd  the  flame  ;  ' 
Nor  less  the  innate  modesty  of  each,  ^ 

Yet  inexpert  in  CuPli/8  dangeroCis  sichool. 

His  visits  he  repeated;'  still  rcceiv'd 
With  strainM  politeness  by  the  boary  sire ; 
And  by  the  dai^^htiif,  '|iot  with  culm  salutey 
But  mixt  emotion  mounting  in  her  cheek; 
(The  tint  of  love,  but  with  resentment  join'd 
At  his  too  ^low  advailces ;).  he,  alas  ! 
Who  hardly  yet  had  entertain'd  a  hope 
Of  that  rich  conquest  o'er  the  fair  hchiev'di 
With  rigid  vcaoluiiori  kept  at  bay 
The  Syren  of  the  soul,  which  bade  him  try 
The  fortunc'of  Ifis  love  by- more  than  looks — 
—Ills  fate  watf  undeterrtiin*d  yet,  the  dye 
Was  notyet  Ciist,  and,  ere  his  doom  was  fixt, 
lie  battled  bravely  with  th'  encroaching  foe, 
And  kept  his«bo$i)m^nemy  aloof; 
A  sacridce  which  prudence  scein'd  to  claim, 
'Till  kinder  fovtune  gave  the  golden  boon, 
Which  screens  iheteader  fomily  oflove 
From  chill  advcr«ty^  invading  storm. 
Yet,  modest  as  he  wos^  all  diffident 
Of  his  own  worth,  he>saw,  at  last,  too  plain 
The  virgin's  passion,  and  the  father's  bate ; 
Hatred  in  smooth  encomium  well  copceal'd, 
And  love,  disguis'd  in  frowns :  he  i>aw  (Or  guest 
At  least)  the  cause  of  Ly con's  changing.<;heer« 
Too  well  the  means  were  known  that  swell 'd  his  i toriift^ 
From  his  iinit  humble  portion'^  to  a  pUeh 
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opulence.    The  loyer  sooi)  divin'd 
5  means  to  gain  the  fair.    Nought  was  requir^. 
t  with  delusive  hope  his  mind  to  soothe 
d  charm  the  car  of  her,  whose  yielding  heart    ' 
'^ady.was  bis  own.     Almighty  Love 
by  fallacious  minstrels  term'd),  had  soon 
-^  Ited  his  duty  down,  but  Cupid's  power 
s  not  almighty  here.     His  godsnip  held 
&is  firm  bosom  but  a  second  place. 
^  The  moment  of  decision  is  at  hand, 
us  with  himself  amid  the  solemn  grove 
lover  commun'd,  as  the  star  of  eve 
s'd  on  its  sparkling  image  in  the  flood 
ow,  and  seem'd  upon  his  love  to  smile 
'pitious)  "  soon  the  crisis  will  arrive 
oat  stamps  my  fate  !  In  this  degenerate  ago 
^ill  knowledge,  or  will  virtue,  aught  avail 
'he  conquest  to  secure  ?  Arc  there  not  arts 
'o  each  successful  candidate  well  known, 
mf*  tried,  which  none  who  wishes  to  succeed 
"  i^ould  scruple  to  employ  ?  To  me  the  means 
Lre  known  too  well — and  is  it  then  a  crime 
y  great,  to  soothe  the  smartrog  wounds  of  guilt 
^ith  balm  lethean,  when  1  know  the  toils 
if  penitence  are  hopeless,  and  reform 
'ernaps  impossible?  And  oh  !  thou  star 
If  Venus  !  thou  perhaps  wilt  light  thy  lamp 
^^ith  better  hopes  for  me,  the  father's  will 
disposes  of  the  votes,  the  fathers  will 
lisposes  of  the  fair,  and  could  I  hope-r- 
ut vanity  perhaps  may  now  suggest 
^ ^.      «5^r^c  thought,  that  she,  whose  favour  kings  might  vi< 
o  gain,  Regards  me  with  a  partial  glance! 
vppose  her  mind  yet  free,  the  father  soon 
^^Vpuld  sway  the  daughter  and  secure  the  prise 
'"^'    double  pri2e  of  luye  and  wealth  at  once,) 


.1 . 


138 

"  Were  but  his  favour  gain'd— Tis  but  to  soothe 

**  An  hopeless  9oul!*~what! — to  compound  with  guilt? 

**  To  play  at  hazard  with  eternal  things  ? 

**  Who  knows  his  state  is  hopeless?  is  remorse 

**  And  penitence  in  vain  ?  wilt  thou  pronounce 

**  That  heavenly  grace  from  his  benighted  soul 

**  Has  wing'd  her  final  flight  ?  and  dar'st  thou  try 

**  Thine  art  to  raise  a  meteor  in  its  steady 

**  And  the  deluded  fpirit  waft  away, 

*'  On  hope's  fallacious  pinions  'till  it  sink 

**  From  fond  presumption's  heights  to  dark  despair? 

**  I  would  not  do  it  were  I  sure  to  'scape 

"  Unpunish'd :  for  the  deed  were  base  and  vile, 

**  Unworthy  of  ingenuous  minds.     My  sires 

*'  Not  by  such  arts  their  country's  plaudit  gain'd, 

«*  Nor  shall  my  name  disgrace  them,  where  they  join 

**  The  jubilee  of  heroes  !  though  their  son 

"  Wanders  obscure,  he  will  not  mount  to  fame 

**  By  infamy;  what  iho'  the  prize  be  lost, 

**  Tho*  disappointed  love  impassioned  pleads 

"  Within  this  bosom,  it  shall  plead  in  vain ! — 

•*  Some  more  indulgent  clime  will  grant  the  boon, 

**  Which  my  ungenial  native  soil  denies  V 

The  morning  came,  and  with  expectance  warm'd 
The  crowd  assembled  to  decide  the  prize. 
This  day  the  candidates  were  both  requir'd 
The  sounding  rostrum  to  ascend  in  turn, 
And  each  in  turn  harangue.     In  modest  guise 
Young  Sophron  mounted  iirst ;  with  beating  heart 
Evanthe  (for  she  too  was  present)  felt 
His  eloquence,  it  seem'd  to  breathe  of  heaven  !— 
She  mark'd  with  what  an  amiable  hand 
The  heavenly  moralist  pourtray'd  the  form 
Of  evangelic  virtue,  free  from  stain, 
Free  from  hypocrisy,  candid  and  pure ; 
The  strict  necessity  of  holy  lives 
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I**or  heaven-aspiring  men,— «but  when  he  prob'd 
T^he  woundi^  of  conscience  with  a  sapient  hand,  , 
ArJany  a  pale  visage  spoke  their  inward  pain^ 
And  thro'  the  frown  of  unbelieving  scorn 
the  haggard  look  of  horror  seem'd  to  scowl  ;«— 
**Twas  cold  applause-^-a  few^  but  honest  few, 
Hccejv'd  his  doctrine  with  a  grateful  heart; 
The  guilty,  far  more  numerous,  all  were  mute. 

But  soon  Alcander  climb'd  4he  sacred  stage, 
^nd  sung  a  requiem  to  the  simple  soul : 
The  blood-stain'd  robe  of  righteousness  divine 
Me  shew'd^  enfolding  all,  and,  far  beneath 
Xts  ample  drapery,  hiding  from  the  view 
Of  heavenly  justice,  every  human  crime. 
Ke  sung  the  cataract  of  heavenly  grace 
C^oming  from  heaven,  with  loud  resistless  fall, 
^nd  sweeping  from  the  soul  the  rooted  vice 
AVith  all  her  twisted  tribes,  torn  up  at  once 
from  the  uncumber'd  mind,  \\\\\\q  jttsti/ied^ 
Jlegenerate  now,  and  quite  impeccable, 
*1  he  man  commences  angel,  at  the  call 
Of  the  still  voice — '*  oh  wash  ye,  and  be  clean" 
lie  cried,  '*  in  that  celestial  stream,  which  laves 
The  bounds  of  heavenly  Canaan  I  there  your  souls 
Must  take  the  temper  which  nor  fate,  nor  time. 
Nor  Stygian  artifice,  nor  mortal  change, 
**  Shall  ever  alter  more.*'    The  honey *d  dew 
Of  Hermon  from  bis  accents  seemed  to  flow  ; 
All  seemed  to  share  his  raptures ;  cliiefly  those. 
Whose  deeper  stains  a  deeper  draught  required 
Of  that  Circean  cup,  which  mystic  hands 
In  liberal  dose  to  superstition  deal. 

?ld  Lycon  first  or  felt,  or  seem'd  to  feel, 
he  holy  fervour;  he  with  ready  care 
Collects  the  votes,  and  first  aloud  proclaims 
Jklcander  as  his  choice ;  around  the  aisles 


190 

From  many  a  voice  resounds  Alcander^s  name ; 
ThCufriends  of  Sophron,  overpower'd,  and  lost 
In  mightier  numbers,  from  the  scene  retir'd, 
Murm'ring  disapprobation,  but  in  vain. 

Alcander,  now  triumphant,  saw  himself 
Possessed  of  the  endowment,  without  toil : 
Bert  still  a  dearer  hope  remained  behind. 
The  hand  of  fair  Evanthe — that  would  givei 
What  only  he  aspir'd  to  gain,  the  wealth 
Of  aged  Lycon,  tirhethcr  it  bcstow'd 
The  heart  or  no,  concem'd  him  not :  to  him 
No  gift  of  heaven,  which  Sol's  diurnal  rounil 
Surveys,  was  equal  to  the  mineral  store. 
Which  in  the -womb  of  earth  the  tival  powei^ 
Of  subterranean  heat  to  gold  matures. 
Prosperity  had  charms  to  win  the  sire 
(Prosperity,  however  gain'd)  nor  less 
Alcander*s  genial  doctrine  to  his  heart 
The  sovereign  passes  found,  but  hers  wasloet'^^ 
For  ever  lost, — since  that  unlucky  day 
When  Sophron  first  she  met ;  but  he  was  gone ; 
Degraded  as  he  was,  JEind  lost  to  hope. 
His  rivars  triumphs  he  disdain'd  to  grace. 
But  left  the  scene  of  conquest  to  his  foe ; 
He  could  not  trust  his  eyes,  his  voice,  his  hearty 
To  take  a  last  adieu  of  her,  who  own'd   * 
A  mutual  passion  ;  she,  unhappy  maid  ! 
Spite  of  Jier  father's,  spite  of  fortune's  frown, 
(Had  he  return'd,  and  ask'd  the  dangerous  boon,^ 
Had  sacrific'd  her  hopes  of  all  below 
To  her  romantic  passion ;  long  she  watch  d 
The  Weary  day,  and  slow-returning  night, 
For  tidings  of  her  Sophron,  but  in  vain. 

Meanwhile,  his  ceaseless  suit  Alcanbeii  prcsl 
With  seeming  passion,  while  resentment  glowed 
At  SoPBiiON*8  seeming  coldness  iu  the  Imast,      - 


*  Which  ^e  essayed  to  soften«    l^ng  hi«  artt 
And  wiles  had  been  in  vain,  but  now  the  sire 
On  the  a'ftiliery  of  sighs  and  vows 
New  *fnergy  bestoWd,  nor  still  tin  vain ; 
What  will  not^tme  and  ceaiteiess  toil  subdue  I 
The  Mermaid's  bfiny  tears'  c^n  waste  away 
The  solid  marble,  and  di^s^m'bliMl  tears 
Won  froihiliie  maid,  (who  thought  herself  despi^'d 
By  Sofib<H)^y  somewhat  like  a  Ust  consent. 

But  SophroHy.  all  oncoriseioits  of  ihe  pangs^ 
Which  his  relentless  iiorfout  in  tho^  breast 
Of  fair  Ev^nthe  wokte,  had  wand^r'd  far 
From  the  detested  scene  of  his  diggrace^ 
While  Cythetea's  dove,  which  roiihd  his  head 
Flutter*d  so  long  amusive,  nfow  bi^came 
A  vulture  to  his  hopes,  with  cruel  claws 
Rending  his  bleeding  heart ;  yet  onward  still 
Pensive  life  journey'd  towVds  his  native  spot. 
Where  Aiir  Lagenia  f  spreads  her  southmost  bound^y* 
And  lofty  J  Blomius  flings  his  giant  sha<k;  '  . 

O'er  antictittealmii  of  Moemonian  kings. 

Midway,  a  welcomfe  inn  the  yoAthi  rcccjvd^ 
IVhere  young  ThemistJutj  just  arriv'd  before, 
'Whose  wealth,  but  few  could  equal,  fewer  still 
Could  match  the  treasures  of  his  head  and  heart ; 
Move  precious  far  than  Ganges*  richest  mincr 
His  haughty  retinue,  with  looks  of  scorn 
^urvey'd  the  traveller  and  bis  weary  steed, 
-As  to  a  groom  his  palfrey  be  consigned, 
^ot  so  their  master,  his  sagacious  glance, 
^Vora  a  commanding -station  where  he  stood V  * 

^bserv'd  the  youth  ;  his  philanthropic  eye  § 

• 

*  Viz.  Alcander.         t  Lcinster  Monntains.         t  Slciveblowni. 
""    ^  Untler'thetippellatioa  of  ThemUdns  the  real  name  bf  a  \mx^^ 
^^lolar  friend  of  the  author's  is  cottbeard,  whose  modesty  would 
«>ciiruik  at  a  diwlosure  of  that  merit  which  has  beea  long  lutoiWa  tf 
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Could  trace  the  touch  of  sorrows  steftlthy  hand, 

(Tho'  imperceptible  to  all  beside) 

Even  on  that  cheek,  which  to  the  hand  of  time 

No  blemish  ow'd.     He  mark'd  the  stranger's  mien  ; 

And  sympathy  (the  cause  as  yet  unknown) 

Indue  d  him  to  invite  the  pensive  man 

To  share  his  social  board  ;  the  gentle  youth 

Accepts  the  offer'd  boon,  and  speaks  his  thanks 

In  polish'd  phrase,  but  more  than  polish*d  phrase' 

His  look  ingenuous,  and  his  modest  mien. 

The  clear  unsullied  honour  of  his  eye, 

And  somewhat  of  a  sternness,  which  bespoke 

Undeviating  rectitude,  engag'd 

His  host's  congenial  mind.     Intent  to  know 

His  fortunes,  and  his  expectations,  soon 

By  delicate  address  he  found  a  way  . 

T  unlock  the  sluices  of  the  stranger's  soul. 

But,  when  he  knew  his  fortunes  and  the  cause 

That  snatch'd  the  prize  from  his  extended  hand. 

Struck  with  a  similarity  of  fates 

That  mark'd  their  lives,  the  stranger  he  embracTd, 

And  thus  reply'd  ''  Congenial  souls  shall  find 

"  Congenial  fortunes,  from  this  instant  hour  !— 

"  Nor  haply  is  the  moment  distant  far 

**  Which  sees  your  merit  meet  its  due  reward. 

•*  You  see  in  me  a  luckless  candidate; 

^'  Luckless  as  you — and  from  a  kindred  cause: 

"  Fir'd  by  the  call  of  fame,  and  public  love, 

**  1  long'd  for  curule  glories,  by  the  breath 

"  Of  popular  applause,  encourag'd  long; 

**  Conscious  of  elevated  aims,  and  plans 

•*  Of  salutary  import,  I  aspir'd 

"  To  senatorial  honours:  for  the  voice 

bis  friend»  and  connections.  If  this  poor  homage  to. his  cbaraeter 
thoold  cause  an  enquiry  who  it  TkemUthts,  it  would  bt  an  biffi 
gratiflcatioD  both  to  the  author's  vanity  and  biji  frieadiiiip* 
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,^  ^f  popular  election  seem'd  to  sound 
,^   ^^y  name  o'er  all  the  names  of  them  that  strove 
^^  ^or  that  proud  station,  on  my  native  plains. 
«,  ^ut  when  I  came,  with  scrutinizing  care 
,j    ^o  calculate  my  powers,  and  weigh  my  strength ; 
^^  T'o  look  into  the  hearts  which  seera'd  of  late 
^^   *rhe  holy  shrines  of  patriotic  zeal, 
^^  I  found  them  false  and  hollow,  or  possessed 
(c  ^y  solitary  love  of  sordid  gain. 
^    for  gold  some  bargained  openly,  some,  more  sly^ 
^    In  other^s  names  for  tenements  and  farms 

Propos'di  and  some,  in  antient  debts  involv'd, 
**  Offer'd  their  honest  votes  for  canceled  bonds*       » 
*'  I  left  the  sordid  scene  in  sick  disgust. 
**  For  as  I  purposM  not  to  sell  my  vote^ 
''  I  had  no  wish  to  purchase :  yet  the  voice 
'^  Of  snarling  obloquy  pursues  my  steps, 
*'  From  those  who  wished  to  serve  themselves  in  mu 
"  No  pensioner,  whose  venal  vote  defiles 
**  The  senate,  ever  found  his  hated  name 
**  So  mark'd  with  imputations  vile  and  base 
'^  As  mine,  because  I  scorn' d  to  hide  my  bate 
^  Of  prostitution :  stern  misanthropy 
'^  Began  to  rankle  in  my  inmost  soul ;  , 

**  For  honour  seem'd  from  human  hearts  expeU'J. 
**  I  felt  the  cold,  narcotic  influence 
*•  Over  my  bosom  creeping  like  a  plague.—— 
•*  But  heaven  be  prais'd  that  sent  you  in  my  way^    . 
*'  Like  some  warm  scphyr,  in  the  rear  of  frosti 
^'  Again  to  bid  the  genial  current  flow, 
•*  Which  the  depravity  of  man  had  chill'd  !— 
**  Of  thee  and  of  thy  fortunes  from  this  hour 
''  I  take  on  me  the  charge ;  a  benefice 
'^  Superior  Jto  thy  rival's,  soon  nerhaps 
^  Shall  crown  thy  worth,  (tho'  for  below  thy  claims) 

VOL*  VXX.  O 
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**  If  til  Oil  art  found  on  trial  to  possess 
**  The  character,  and  lenrniiij;,  which  the  sajEjc 
"  Who  sways  the  cn>zicr  there,  exacts  of  all.'* 
Falt'rinf;  a  short  reply,  the  modest  yonth 
With  glist'ning  eye,  and  burning  cheek  suffus'd 
With  gratitude  past  utterance,  vainly  try'd 
For  thanks.     Tiiemistius,  with  a  warm  embmce 
Prevents  reply;  but,  startled  to  behold 
The  stranger's  (|niv'ring  lip  and  checks  o'erBpread 
With  sudden  pale,  and  signs  of  blank  dismay 
Wander  his  visage  oVr,  he  kindly  urged 
To  know  if  mental  malady  had  caus'd 
The  change,  or  bodily  disease  ?  The  youth 
Exclaim'd  "  O  pardon  my  suspense — ray  dread 
"  Of  danger  to  an  interest— dearer  far 
**  'rhan  fortune,  or  than  life  1  Evanthe's  lost 
*'  Perhaps  for  ever  lost,  to  me ! — forgive 
**  My  lerrours/*    "  Easily  can  I  forgive 
"  A  lover's  fear,"  the  generous  patron  crj'd, 
**  Rut  why  delay  to  make  th*  experiment  ? 
"  Perhaps  not  yet  the  fatal  gulph  is  past, 
"  Perhaps  no  promise  made  *,  thy  changing  fate 
"  Perhaps  may  change  the  father :  instant  send 
•*  To  learn  the  state  of  things  1  yet  ere  we  part 
**  A  ready  messenger  shall  reach  the  home 
•'  Of  Lycon,  and  return,  before  you  need 
«  To  risque  the  tedious  journey^  rack'd  with  doubt* 
«*  With  no  kind  friend  to  chear  you  on  the  way. 
<<  Some  pressing  avf^cation  calls  me  hence, 
«*  But  soon  to  be  (lispatched.     If  you  require 
"  An  advocate  with  Lycpn,  I  myself 
"  Mean  to  partake  the  journey,  and  promote 
"  Your  cnw^c  with  all  my  power."     His  ready  thank* 
Sophron  repeated;  tl)o*  a  cold  pre>age 
His  bosom  thrill'd,  submission,  gratitudr^ 
And  veneration  of  his  nat)lc  friend 
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Precluded  all  objection,  and  oppos'd 
The  call  of  duty  to  the  claims  of  love. 

Meanwhile,  the  claims  of  love,  to  duty^s  call 
The  lovely  mQurner  too  was  forc*d  to  yields 
At  first,  indignant  at  the  fancy *d  slight 
By  Sopbron  shown,  with  less  apparent  scorn 
AlcsJider's  suit  she  heard,  unhappy  maid  ! 
She  knew  not  what  advantage  to  the  foe 
She  gave  by  this  indulgence  of  his  hopes. 
She  only  meant  a  respite  to  obtain. 
Till  fortune  or  returning  passion  brought 
Her  lover  back,  for  Still  her  heart  tho'  painVi 
Was  all  his  own:  at  length  her  fears  subdu'd 
All  delicacy,  and  with  trembling  hand- 
She  trac'd  a  letter  to  the  absent  youth 
Which  told  her  danger.     By  a  stratagem 
And  golden  fee,  Alcander's  art  obtained 
The  letter,  ere  it  reach'd  the  destin'd  place, 
And  to  the  sire  disclosed.     The  raging  sire 
Hasten *d  the  nuptial  day.     Excuses,  prayers. 
And  every  female  art,  th*  afflicted  foir 
(Still  to  protract  the  time)  empioy'd  in  vain. 

The  knot  was  bound,  and  now,  Alcander  s  bnde» 
Discretion  warn'd  her  to  conceal  her  woe. 
And  with  a  chearful  semblance  to  disguise 
A  tortur'd  heart,  where  every  hope  was  lost. 

Meanwhile,  you.ng  Sopbron  watch'd  from  day  to  day 
His  messenger's  return,  but  watch'd  in  vain. 
Chance,  or  that  Demon  whose  incessant  care 
Still  seem'd  to  second  the  sinister  views 
Of  dark  Alcander,  spread  his  subtle  ^ares  , 
Across  the  way,  where  with  the  joy£al  news 
To  Lycoh's  dwelling  bound,  his  i^voy  past. 
Langaid  with  toil,  all  darkling  Jis  he  trac'd 
The;  moiintfdn  path,  a  seen^klg  friendly  light 
With  lambent  radiaape,  lil(e  the  taper's  beam 
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Seen  from  the  clay-built  cottage,  led  him  on 
With  hopes  of  ifhelter,  and  repose,  till  dawn* 
But  a  dire  welcome  met  the  wandVing  youth: 
Uprose  the  bloody  ambuscade  of  Mourn e, 
AVhere  in  their  glens,  the  bandits  of  the  north 
Were  wont  to  watch  their  coming  prey  afar. 
They  way-laid,  wounded,  arid  the  wretch  forsook 
With  small  remains  of  life;  an  early  swain 
Found  him  and  foster'd  in  his  cot  with  care^ 
While  Cynthia  circled  twice  her  monthly  rounds 
Till  rest  and  tendance  strung  bis  nerves  anew 
On  foot  to  iind  his  way.     His  steed  was  gonc^ 
But  (what  the  faithful  messenger  supposed 
A  lucky  chance)  the  letter  was  preserv'd. 
Short  sighted  man,  how  blind  to  coming  ill  f 
Better  the  rudest  wind,  that  ctct  »wept 
That  snowy  ridge,  had  borne  the  line»  away 
In  fragments  to  the  waves !  then  peace  had  smird^ 
Where  hori'or  and  despair  were  doom'd  to  reign* 

Full  soon  Alcauder  saw  the  secret  taint 
Of  sadness  on  livantlu^'s  roseate  bloom 
Incessant  prey,  nor  did  she  cpndescend 
By  conjugal  allurements  to  beguile 
His  "doubts  (if  doubts  he  had,)  or  even  vouchsafe 
To  wear  the  semblance  of  a  cordial  smile. 
Thus  cool  and  calm,  their  nuptial  moments  past 
Like  an  autumnal  eve,  when  Sol  ieehnes 
Southward,  and  all  the  deep  serene  of  air 
In  even  balance  hangs,  without  a  bn^eze. 
Now  the  seductive  seed,  in  mafiy  a  breast 

#5own  by  Alcander's  doctrine,  so6u  began 
To  spring  in  broad  luxuriance ;  rumour  told 
Of  many  a  perjured  swain,  and  nymph  forlorn. 
Who,  trusting  to  their  FAITH,  fallacious  pledgd 
Of  heaven's  acceptance,  (which  tbey  deemed  t^^  seal    ' 

Of  full  security,  that  barred  the  gate  • 
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Of  penalty  and  peril,)  oft  presumM 

To  pass  the  verge  of  prudence,  and  disport 

At  large  in  indiscretion's  magic  maze. 

For,  to  the  ru&£  they  deem'd  all  things  were  pure, 

Till  sad  experience  taught  another  lore. — 

Now,  watchful  as  the  fox,  a  fraudful  swain, 

Arm'd  with  ejaculations,  fraught  with  faith 

Warm  as  dissolving  wax,  with  holy  zeal, 

(Tho*  rigid  as  a  statue  in  the  cause 

Of  antient  forms,  and  awful  discipline) 

Had  farm'd  Alcander's  profits,  and  compeli'd 

The  peasants  to  redeem  with  golden  fee 

Their  decimated  sheaves.    To  him,  scducM 

By  Lycon's  couni>el,  th'  incautious  youth 

Had  trusted  largely.     He  had  found  the  way 

By  arts,  and  sly  ccmveyances,  well  known 

To  the  magicians  of  this  world,  to  change 

His  sheepfolds,  and  his  gran'rios  into  gold. 

Then,  on  the  pinions  of  the  morning  gale 

(A  guilty  wafture)  hir'd  the  annual  keel 

Which  traded  with  Vespucio's  late-found  wofhl. 

And  like  a  pest*wing'd  vapour,  o'er  the  flood 

Atlantic  sail'd,  to  snare  in  other  climes 

By  psalmody  and  pray'r,  and  saintly  mien 

(The  wonted  semblance  of  superior  grace) 

His  heedless  prey.    These  losses  jnov'd  the  g^U 

Of  proud  Alcander,  ill  at  case  before, 

And  gave  new  fulmination  to  the  storm 

Impending  o'er  £vant}pr's  hapless  head. 

One  fatal  day  as  from  the  chace  he  came 

He  found  his  bride  in  tears :  alarm'd  he  ask'd 

The  cause^  but  with  a  look,  (where  (igony 

And  disappointed  love,  and  stedfast  hate 

To  him^  too  plainly  mingled,)  she  declin'd 

]^ply«     Alcander  prcst  the  suit  mo  more, 

9at  with  sagacitVi  wUch  seldom  fail'd. 
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He  found  or  guest  the  cause :  the  faithful  slave 
Sent  by  Themistius  had  arriv'd  at  last 
With  Sophron's  hope,  the  source  of  he&  despairs 
This  he  conjectuKd,  yet,  tho  dteply  pain'd. 
He  scorn'd  with  womanish  complaints  to  tell 
)iis  disappointed  love,  and  wounded  pride. 

And  now  the  half-extinguish'd  passion  glow'd. 
By  hope  renewM  (but  scarce  a  guiltless  hope,) 
In  fair  Evanthe's  breast.     The  fatal  lines 
Announced  a  speedy  visit.     Her  quick  pulse 
Throbbing  with  expectation,  recogniz'a 
Her  bosom's  genuine  lord,  and  secret  shame 
Mantled  her  burning  cheek,  tho'  none  was  n^r« 
'Twas  thus,  for  many  a  solitary  hour, 
The  fair  defend'ress  of  her  hapless  flame 
Over  her  ill-star'd  passion  threw  a  gloss 
Of  prom'pt  apology.     **  Alas  !  the  Tot 
**  Of  female  weakness  1  was  it  then  a  crime 
**  For  me  to  feel  ?  Oh  !  ere  that  fatal  day 
f*'(When  first  ¥  saw  young  Sophron's  lovely  forooy) 
•*  Would  heaven  had  snatch'd  mv  sight!  and  cWi     ^"^ 
f*  Before  1  heard  that  voice's  melting  strain,  ^' 

**  To  which  this  heart  still  vibrates !  all  in  yaia^ 
"  I  call  on  books,  or  music  to  ray  aid ! 
?*  If  virtue  is  their  theme,  his  living  forn> 
**  To  memory  shews  the  virtues  all  combined ! 
**  And  amorous  stories  breathe  contagious  fla|n« 
**  Till  Etna  kindles  in  my  raging  breast !         » 
M  Music  is  melting  poison  to  the  soul ! 
^*  And  how  could  all  the  wond'rous  haifmonies 
*  Of  heaven,  from  this  unhappy  breast  expel 
*  ''  An  angel's  image,  stamp'd  by  heaven's  own  haojp^ 
^*  On  this  too  tender  heart  ?  religio;i's  self 
**  Tunis  to  idolatry,  when  memory  calls 
<*  His  image  to  my  view !  are  we  thus  foriQ^^ 
J*  Are  soob  atton  d  with  tbrilliDg  lympathy, 
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^  Sick  fancy  burning  for  a  scanty  alms 

*  Of  joy  Mow,  and  yet — malii^niint  powers! — 

*  Fjorbid — (or  ercrmore  forbid  to  Joel  ? 
'  The  thought  seems  blasphemy  to  bounteous  heaven ! 

Benevolent  and  merciful,  it  kn-iws 

Its  own  materials,  and  the  work  it  made, 

*  A  delicate  machine,  by  skill  divine 
'  All  harmonized  to  thrill  with  hoavnly  love^ 

*  Sublim'd  from  earthly;  what,  but  htuiven's  own  baud 

*  Gave  the  fine  impulse  ?  Is  obedience,  then,         • 

*  To  heaven's  own  impulse,  counted  foul  revolt? 

*  Jfo — heaven  will  pity  the  disastrous  lot 

*  Of  its  frail  creature,  and  sublime  my  faith 

*  To  match  my  frailty.     By  victorious  faith 

*  Wing'd  on  its  way,  my  soul  shall  mount  the  skies  ; 

*  My  mortal  love,  like  Maj^dalene's,  improv'd 
'  To  love  divine;  tho'  this  frail  tabernacle 

*  Of  clay,  like  her's,  should  in  the  contest  fail- 

*  And  should  he  come! — > — 
'  But  why  indulge  a  look,  a  last  embrace, 

*  To  end  perhaps  in  madness  or  in  guilt  ? — 
'  Better  my  situation  to  disclose 

And  »top  his  journey,  ere  he  blast  my  sii;ht 
Witli  his  despair? — But  why  deny  myself 
The  mournful  pleasure  of  a  final  view  ?" — 
Ah  !  self-abtts'd  and  hurried  to  thy  fate, 
by  passion's  baneful  sophistry !  alas ! 
Pupil  of  impulse!  little  dost  thou  deem 
What  noxious  fiend,  in  love's  asthereal  form. 
Thou  to  thy  bosom  fondlest!  pause  a  while  I — • 
Think  what  we  are,  to  passion's  guidance  given 
Kot  rationals*  but  mere  material  wrecks. 
Driven  to  and  fro  by  ev'ry  stormy  gust  I 
Think  why  was  judgment  given,  to  scan  the  past. 
To  weigh  the  future,  and  expand  the  powers    .  x 
Of  intellect  atong  iW  uaboundeid  lapse 
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Of  ages,  and  by  this  exerted  strength 

To  bid  frail  |nan  aspire  to  l^eights  divine !— *- 

Ah\  when  yoa  wauder'd  thro'  yon  tranquil  grove» 

While  o^er  its  green  lists  beam'd  the  golden  verge 

Of  evening,  slow  retiring,  and  the  lapse 

Of  running  rivulets,  and  chant  of  birds 

Singing  a  farewell  to  the  setting  sun, 

In  sweet  oblivion  stole  your  thoughts  awhile 

Frora  sharp  corrpding  care ;  then,  when  by  chanco' 

You  wander'd  to  that  glade,  where  last  you  met 

Your  Sophron^  at  reflection's  spdden  sting 

Pointed  as  if  by  guilt,  how  quickly  turn'd 

Your  trembling  steps,  and  left  the  dangerous  spot ! 

Then  wand'ring  up  the  breezy  path,  which  gave 

The  full  h(>ri:&on  to  your  ample  view, 

You  felt  the  tumult  in  your  breast  subside. 

An  holy  calm  succeeding,  like  ihe  scene 

Which  spreads  in  peaceful  inajesty  below, 

Where  sleeps  the  lake,  beyond  tho  solemn  grove, 

In  broad  qiiiescence  to  its  shelvy  bound ! 

Oh  had  you  still,  as  then,  from  danger's  path, 

Where  lurks  the  viper  which  corrodes  the  heart, 

Turo^,  (well  admonish'd)  your  quick  step  away. 

You  had  not  found*  as  now  the  wily  snak^ 

Wind  its  smooth  volumes  round  vpur  easy-  breast, 

And  mingle  with  your  being !  'tis  too  late  A 

To  disen'^age  the  pest,  which  drags  along,  -    • 

At  every  effort,  i|i  its  cruel  fangs 

Your  bleeding  vitals!  with  the  opiate  balm 

Of  false  religion,  mixt  with  sophistry, 

Thy  dangerous  art  foments  the  glowing  wound  1  - 

tier  lord  was  gone.    The  third  revolving  suri 
He  nam'd  for  his  return.    Now  solitude^ 
W^hich  charms  the  Anchoret  with  heavenly  guests 
Hovering  around  his  lonely  walks,— -to  her 
far  other  yisitaats,  (as  lu^al,)  brought : 
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Misguided  thouglit  began  to  wander  far 
Over  unhallow'd  ground,  and  soon  (to  seal 
Her  doom)  in  guilty  secrecy  there  came 
A  billet  aeal'd  by  Sophron  to  ber  band. 
Just  tben  arriv'd  from  Moemonia's  boupds, 
(For  so  tbe  letter  told)  the  mournful  lines 
A  meeting  by  fair  Cynthia's  light  implor'd ; 
A  final  interview  !  where  from  the  copse 
The  dryads  o'er  the  lake  enamour'd  hung 
In  contemplation  of  their  vernal  charms* 
As  the  contagious  messenger  of  ill 
Coursing  along  the  tingling  veins,  foretells 
Coming  disease,  the  fatal  message  chilFd 
Her  nerves;  conflicting  passions  rent  her  frarae^ 
And  on  her  cheek  cold  fear  and  love  by  turns 
Their  livery  shed,  suflus'd  with  red  and  pale* 
But  her  emotions  from  her  sire  with  care 
She  kept,  as  to  the  evening's  social  rite 
He  call'd  his  much-lov'd  child ;  his  glist'ning  eye 
Beam'd  transport  at  her  sight.     In  fond  discourse 
Her  guardian  spirit  prompts  him  to  prolong 
Tb'  intended  visit :  on  her  ripcti'd  charms^ 
liong  his  paternal  eye  enamour'd  hung, 
Anticipating  oft  the  mournful  hour 
When  she  must  leave  him  for  Alcander's  care. 
And  many  a  pleasing  sojournment  he  piann'd. 
Ilk  grateful  interchange,  beneath  his  own 
And  his  £vahthe'«  roof;  his  youth  renewed 
In  her  feur  progeny.    At  last  the  hour 
Demands  repose,  and  with  reluctant  step 
Oft  turning  back,  he  left  the  pallid  fair 
With  a  last  blessing,  which  the  midnight  gale 
Vitb  awful  note  seOm'd  to  forbid :  and  loud 
^e  sCreech-owl  from  the  battlements  was  heard, 
Chanting  her  ominous  vespers.    The  deep  dirge 
Stiffened  her  limbs  to  marble^'as-it  came 
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On  the  full  breesc :  yet,  led  by  wayward  fate 
(Thus  erring  mortals  in  poetic  dreams 
I'heir  passions  deify)  she  pass'd  the  gate, 
Full-orb'd  the  moon  with  trembling  lustre  play'd 
O'er  the  fair  landscape,  and  the  parted  treea 
By  glimpses  sbow'd  the  lake,  in  murmurs  I^mt 
Soft-rolling  to  the  breath  of  night.     At  length 
Her  trembling  feet  had  gain'd  the  promisM  spot. 
When  lo!  a  form  in  deep  diiguisc  couceal'd, 
With  face  close  mil^d  from  the  moon,  appeared. 
Slow  pacing  down  the  path  :  No  transport  warm. 
Nor  one  empassion'd  accent,  to  her  ear 
Annonnc'd  the  coming  lover  :«-fiense  confus'd 
Of  strange  surmise,  and  terror  chiil'd  her  frame. 
In  solemn  silence  then  he  scia'd  her  hand. 
Her  trembling  hand,  and  to  the  open  space 
liCd,  where  the  smooth  lawn  meets  the  soft  salute 
Of  that  clear  lymph,  and  Diau  overhead 
On  hei*  blue  mirrour  uiid  her  ^vour'd  wood 
Propitious  look'd,  with  calm, benignant  smile, 
O'er  the  fair  glade  that  open'd  to  the  shore* 
But  no  benignant  smile  the  mask  disclosed  .     .  , 

From  a  territic  countenance  withdrawn.  > 

Just  as  he  led  her  trembling  to  the  verge,  .    f 

Oh  !  wh^t  an  ag<my  transfixed  her  souJ, 
When  for  a  favour'd  lover,  she  beheld  .  * 

Au  injur'd  husband  !  With  a  rancorous  look,     :   - 
And  accent  fell,  he  thus  began  :  ^  Fair  dane^   ..'  • .  / 

*•  Steel'd  as  I  am  in  stoic  apathy,  i 

**  I  envy  not  your  feelings,  at  tkis  hout  • .    '      '. 

•*  Of  retribution  for  insulted  faith  I 

•*  For  my  detested  rival  well  1  knew 

'*  Thy  love,  but  thought,  with  kind  assiduous  car^ 

**  To  g^in,.  from  duty  and  respect,  at  least 

••  What  1<JVP  deny'd— in  vain ! — for  still  1  saw 

^  Rooted  autipathy  ia  every  glanc^i 
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*^  iAch  gesture— -still  I  found  thy  bosom  cold, 

**  That  coldness  still  encneasiiig,  nor  diving 

**  The  cause,  till  that  lov'd  youth,  expected  soon, 

**  UnraveN  all  the  mystery  at  once. 

*'  Then,  I  confess,  and  glory  in  the  deed, 

**  I  fram'd  this  stratatsero,  to  lure  thee  on 

'*  To  thy  detection,  yet,  I  own,  with  hope 

**  Thy  virtue  and  thy  prudence  would  deny 

^^  This  shameful,  last  compliance,  but  the  £ends 

**  Have  cur^t  roe  with  success  1  now  what  icraains 

^*  But  vengeance !  vengeance !  and  behold !  it  eomes  / 

*^  In  thunder !  yet  expect  not  from  my  hand 

^*  The  punishment  a  taruted  spouse  deserves.—- 

^*  For  know,  to  give  thy  breast  as  keen  a  pang 

^^  As  mine  this  moment  feels,  thou  faithless  iair! 

*'  Faithless  as  fair !  I  knew  the  golden  chance 

**  Which  rais'd  thy  lover  to  contend  my  clairat 

**  With  prospect  of  success;  he  sent  the  news, 

**  By  means,  thou  know'sit  not  yet,  averse  to  taMt 

**  A  single  envoy  with  the  sacred  pledge 

^*  Of  happiness,  and  hope;  ttor  i  dday'd 

*^  To  send  him  in  ihj  character  and  name 

'*  tfig^nt  rejection  and  decided  scorn  ; 

**  Else  had  he  loi^p  ere  ik^^,  on  wings  of  love 

'*  His  mistress  claiin'd,  and  now,  thy  Sophron  woos 

**  Another,  and  thy  seeming  haughty  scorn 

**  Retorts  vrith  double  scorn,  and  manly  pri/de ! 

^  The  letter  which  he  sent,  had  crushed  my  hopes 

<*  Had  i^  arriv'd  in  time  I  behold  it  here  !" 

He  said,  and  to  her  eyes  the  rapt'rous  lines 

Presented.     By  the  moon^s  pale  beams,  she  bore. 

With  resolution  like  a  man  who  bears 

The  straining  rackf  without  a  groan,  to  look 

The  faUl  bilkt  o'er,  which  told  a  tale 

Of  ardent  passion,  .and  a«{»riQg  hope. 

In  tr^iport  next  to  madness ;  then  a  took 
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Which  Nemesis  with  her  own  lightening  arm'd 
Upon  the  guilty  man  she  cast,  and  said, 
**  Talk'st  thou  of  injury  and  vengeance  here» 
**  Thou,  who  hast  planted  such  a  venom'd  shaft 
**  In  this  swol'n  bosom  f  but  thy  poor  revenge 
^  Is  short  of  mine,  as  all  thy  future  days, 
^  (If  thou  hast  any  feeling  left)  shall  know  I" 
She  said,  and  springing  with  a  frantic  haste 
From  her  pale  consort,  to  the  boldest  point 
That  met  the  chiding  wave,  she  sped  away, 
And  plunged  indignant  in  the  flashing  tide, 
Beyond  prevention  and  beyond  relief! 
But  no  relief  was  given ;  her  husband  stood 
Congeal'd  with  horrour  on  the  fatal  shore* 
There  like  an  image  of  despair  he  lean  d. 
Till  night's  revolving  hours  disclosed  the  dawn  t 
The  glimm'ring  dawn  beheld  his  bloodshot  eye 
By  lunacy  uubeam'd,  and  many  a  day 
He  roamM  Ultoniu  s  wilds,  a  moonstruck  man.  ^ 
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Fair  Aroazoo!  the  cruel  foe. 

Who  to  the  flames  consigned  ;;  j 

Thy  form,  his  scorn  of  laws  display'cli 

And  base  perfidious  mind  ! 

But  just  was  Fate,  by  such  a  death 

Who  rais'd  thee  to  the  sky. 
For  she  who  like  Alcides  liv'd, 

Should  like  Alcides  die* 

»r  A.  % 
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Atf dressed  to  a  Gentleman  by  a  Lady^  on  her  returning  a 
Book  of  early  Romances^  which,  %vhen  lent  to  her,  had 
been  accompanied  by  a  poetical  Epistle^ 


Alas  !  the  bright  chivalric  day  is  past^ 
No  more  its  graceful  influence  to  cast 

O'er  sceuesy  that  gladly^  once,  confest  its  power } 
No  more  bold  barons  head  their  lordly  trains. 
Urge  the  swift  chace,  or  list  to  minstrel's  t>traiiis, 

Or  kneel  to  peerless  dames  in  painted  bower. 

'^''et  not  unvalued  are  the  artless  lays, 
That  celebrate  the  deeds  of  other  days ; 

Imagination  loves  to  catch  the  theme. 
And  fondly  lingers  in  fair  fiction's  fields, 
To  qM  each  flower  her  gaudy  harvest  yields ; 

The  perfume  gone,  the  tints  more  beauteous  seem. 

So,  when  I've  mark'd  the  close  of  summer's  day. 
And  paused  to  watch  the  sun's  departing  ray, 

Gild  some  sweet  spot,  adorn'd  by  Natures  hand, 
The  glow  luxuriant,  and  the  dubious  light. 
Have  left  a  charm  upon  approaching  night, 

That  day's  meridian  hour  could  not  command. 

^o,  o'er  thy  soul,  to  taste  and  genius  true, 
The  "  memory  of  the  past"  its  radiance  threw. 

And  shcw'd  the  wish  sublime,  the  thought  refined : 
As  moonlight  glitters  on  the  distant  streams, 
Ast Joys  present  themselves  in  plea^^  dreams, 

A^  soft,  as  sweet,  the  visions  of  t1|y  mind. 


IF,,  lie  wh"  »«ay» 

nt  he  lit' 
iT-airt  throw, 

ho  bu»v  stir. 
Bill!  smiles  »-ri-iie. 
icnl  age  1 
come 

own  ivcrth. 


306 


SELF-KNOWLEDGE. 


BT    TBI    tfiV.  J.  WU1TEII0U8S. 


There  is  a  wisdom  man  may  learti  at  home, 
In  his  own  breast,  even  in  the  privacy 
Of  solitude  and  self-communion : 
Instructions,  which  the  workings  of  his  heart 
^Midst  daily  scenes,  or  in  the  silent  hour. 
When  musing  on  his  bed,  will  better  teach 
Than  schools,  or  books,  or  learned  seminaries. 
Of  ancient,  or  of  modem  fame  !  No  need 
That  such  an  one  should  traverse  half  the  globcv 
To  know  what's  calFd  the  xcorld;  with  cuiious  eye, 
To  mark  its  manners^  customs,  toils,  pursuits, 
Its  frauds,  conventions,  broils,  and  jealousies, 
Its  selfishness  and  pride  which  have  no  bounds. 
That,  worse  than  famine,  pestilence  or  sword. 
Desolate  earth,  and  of  this  garden  of  God 
Make  a  bare  waste  and  barren  wilderness ! 
He  not  resembles  those  base  traffickers, 
Who  compass  sea  and  land,  in  joumies  oft, 
And  oft  in  perils,  for  no  righteous  cause, 
Not  for  the  love  of  God  or  man,  but  love 
Of  filthy  lucre  i  His  are  nobler  aims— 
Tha  means  of  his  improvement  lie  at  hand 


SOT 

Within  a  nearer  cifltle,  and  be  reads 
The  map  of  Life,  and  understands  it  well, 
With  half  the  pains  that  others  take  to^  prove 
How  little  they  have  learnt,  or  of  themselves. 
Or,  of  their  brethren  of  manic ind.     He  ne'er 
Wandered  to  distant  climes,  to  borrow  thence 
Opinions,  fashions,  dress ;  nor  visited 
The  courts  of  princes,  saw  their  levees,  sat 
With  great  ones  in  their  halls  of  state,  nor  went 
On  foreign  embassy,  with  pomp  and  train. 
And  numerous  retinue,  to  form  the  Jcagues 
Of  peace  or  war.     More  studious  he  lo  know 
Himself;  to  scan,  the  nature,  character. 
And  motives  of  his  actions,  to  weiirh  well 
Their  consequences,  and  sum  up  the  amount* 
He  has  a  world  witJiiu^  where  most  he  lives. 
Nor  yet  by  narrow  limits  circumscribed^ 
The  world  of  reason,  kn(>wlt»dge,  ibe  wide  range 
Of  intellect,  the  empire  of  the  mind  ! 
And  'midst  the  calm  of  cool,  collected  thought. 
He  meditates  the  noblest  purposes, 
Sucl^  as  may  benefit  the  public  weal. 
And  closer  knit  the  tics  of  social  man 
In  blessed  c<mcord,  and  sweet  sympathy  ! 
Nor  hoasts  he  greater  state,  than  he  who  sways 
His  passions  well;  who  curbs  his  headstrong  will, 
And,  with  an  absolute  rule,  over  himself 
lleigns,  undisputed  Lord.     Sublime  he  sits 
With  sceptered  reason  on  her  star-girt  throne, 
And  looking  down,  with  calm  composurci^  hear<» 
The  hubbub  and  the  din,  the  busy  stir^ 
,4knd  turmoil  of  the  world  ;  and  smiles  serene. 
He  is  a  land-mark  to  the  present  age  ; 
And  to  the  generations  yet  to  come 
He  leaves  a  monument  of  his  own  worthy 
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That  shall  outlive  the  pompous  sepulchres 

Where  kings  enshrine  their  dust.     Nor  chance,  nor 

Nor  lapse  of  time,  nor  mortal  circumstance  [fate. 

Shall  waver  his  fixed  resolution^ 

Nor  tempt  his  feet  to  deviate  from  the  path 

Of  Rectitude ;  while  in  his  daily  course. 

He  presses  forwards  towards  the  glorious  prise 

Of  immortality  *,  advancing  still 

In  knowledge,  virtue,  and  the  love  of  God. 


SONG. 


Now  Cynthia  rode  in  silver  car, 

The  Heavens  wore  clad  in  milder  hlue ; 

Now  Silence  watch'd  the  winking  star. 
With  secresy  to  loytrs  true ; 

The  stately  bark  at  anchor  seem'd  to  sleep 

On  the  slow-swelling  bosom  of  the  deep. 

His  tresses  streaming  to  the  breeze. 
Where  hangs  the  sea  boy  on  the  bow, 

Who  loves  to  loll  in  listless  case, 

And  hear  the  wild  wave  talk  below ; 

Or  starts  perchance  to  view  the  pendent  sail 

As,  flapping  loud,  it  chides  the  intruding  gale; 

My  fair  one's  faithful  step  to  hear 
I  pause  upon  the  grey  sand's  slope  ; 

Each  tardy  hour  sees  icy  fear 
Invade  the  glow  of  sickening  hope; 

Till  the  sad  dawn  of  unpropitious  day 

Beholds  the  bosom's  last  fond  doubt  decay. 
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THE  SUICIDE* 


-  Poor  lost  Mtria !  Fate's  neglected  cbiM  1 
Mild  b«  the  doom  of  Heaven. as  thou  wa9t  mild s 
For  oh  thy  heart  in  holy  mould  was  cast> 
And  all  thy  deeds  were  blameless  l^pt  the  last" 

The  Plkasvaks  or  Hori. 


Whbrk  down  the  vale  the  Wansbeck  pours 
His  gently-winding  beauteous  stream, 

And  o'er  yon  Castle's  mouldering  to.wer 
The  pale  moon  darts  her  glancing  beam ; 

Where  yonder  trees  scarce  seem  to  wave. 
And  no  church  rears  it's  spire  on  high ; 

Fond  Memory  turns  to  Mary's  grave 
And  calls  forth  many  a  tender  sigh* 

0  Mary,  thou  wert  dear  to  all 

For  wit,  for  worth,  and  youthful  bloom ; 
Yet  who  upheld  thy  solemn  pall  ? 

What  hallowed  strain  breath'd  o'er  thy  tomb  ?  . 

No'  pious  preacher  rais'd  his  hand 
To  bless  thy  once  lov'd  form  so  low ; 

But  impious  tongues  the  memory  brand 
Of  her  who  shortened  life  and  woe. 

VOL.  viu  p 
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Dire  was  the  act, — May  Heaven  for^ve-^ 
Twas  Madness  urged  thee  to  the  deed! 

May  he  who  caus'd  the  crime  long  live, 
Aud  misery  make  his  heort-fttdngs  bleed* 

Damn'd  be  through  life  the  miscreant  vile 

Who  peace  and  virtue  can  betray; 
May  mankind  on  his  safl^rings  smile, 

And  dead,  Heaven's  portals  bar  his  way«^ 

O  may  the  poet's  wood-notes  wild 
Ascend  to  him  whose  power  can  sitve ; 

And  Heaven's  dread  sentence  pass  as  mil^ 
Ai  sweeps  the  night- wind  o'er  thy  grave. 

Oft  shall  the  Poel  mourh  thy  doom 

In  prayer  by  Wansbeck's  murmuring  stream ; 

At  mitinight  hour  when  o'er  thy  tomb 
The  pde  moon  casts  her  glancing  beam. 

ARIOK* 

II  ih'i  r  I  rrrmm 


EPITAPH 

ITBOM  THB  FRi^NCEb 

Readeii  !  no  longer  &ar  the  rage  of  Fatc> 
On  Me  it  wasted  M  its  shafts  of  hate ; 
Through  om*  long  round  of  woes  my  life  it  driiff 
And  my  last  sigh  was  the  first  bliss  I  knew. 

B»A»]V 


Sll 


^0   SIR  WILLIAM  ELFORD,   BART. 


WITH  A  VOLUME  OF  POEMS  BY  THE  AUTHOIL 


Thk  sistcf-arts  at  Naturc^s  shrine 

In  generous  rivalry  combine ; 

Her  charms  the  Painter's  soul  inspire. 

And  wake  the  Bard's  immortal  fire. 

O  doubly  blest!  to  you  are  given 

These  varied  powers  by  favouring  Heaven ! 

Taste's  cultur'd  eye,  Art's  skilful  hand, 

The  Poet's  blissful  fairy  land, 

The  charms  that  wit  and  sense  impart^ 

And,  rarer  still,  a  feeling  heart. 

Elford  !  you  first  with  generous  praise 
Cherish'd  these  simple  rustic  lays ; 
With  kindness  heard  the  artless  strain 
And  fed  the  Poet's  pleasing  pain. 
With  bashful  fears  and  love  of  song. 
The  timid  Maiden  struggled  long, 
Till  Hope  her  radiant  wings  unmrl'd. 
And  bure  the  wild  flowers  to  the  world ; 
Bolder,  and  bolder  still,  she  grew, 
And  sent  th'  imperfect  wreath  to  you. 

Bertram  Hostse^  mart  bvbskl  mitford. 

May  10,  1810. 

p  2 
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ODE 


TO  THE  MUSE. 


BT   R.  P.  OILLIE9,  ESQ. 


O  THOU,  who  led  my  willing  way 
Thruugh  the  deep  grove  and  pasture  gay, 
Id  early  days,  wnen  all  was  new^ 
And  all  was  Paradise  to  view, 
And  still  adom'st  the  lonely  wood 
With  all  the  chatms  of  solitude, 
Though  not  to  me  is  given  to  wear 
Th^t  wreathe  to  every  bard  so  dear ; 
Though  not  on  me  hast  thou  bestowed 
The  plaudits  of  the  wondering  crowd, 
Yet  ever  let  my  heart  rejoice  , 
In  listening  to  thy  slightest  voice ! 
For  oft  have  we  togeKetC  seen 
The  shades  of  evening  on  the  green ; 
Tog('ther  mark'd  the  radiance  mild 
Of  aying  day  on  landscapes  wild ; 
And  oft  have  twin'd  the  vernal  floweri;, 
That  blossom  in  these  peaceful  bowers. 
There  are,  who  view  the  rising  morn 
With  purple  ray  the  hills  adorm 


SIS 

There  are,  who  mark  the  glow  of  Heaven, 
And  all  the  inchantirig  gleams  oi  Even  ; 
And  yet  alas  !  no  transport  meet. 
No  rapture  in  the  scenery  sweet : 
But  thou  hast  taught  me  to  descry 
In  every  path  new  ecstasy ; 
There  seems  a  visionary  light 
Thrown  on  each  object  of  niy  siglit ; 
In  every  summer  breath  that  blows. 
The  tide  of  Inspiration  flows  ; 
The  flocks  and  waving  pastures  fair. 
That  wanton  in  the  summer  air; 
The  village  spire  but  dimly  seen, 
With  many  a  shadowy  grove  between ; 
The  trembling  tints  of  fading  day, 
That  on  the  river's  bosom  play ; 
The  mists  of  night  that  slowly  sail 
Through  the  dump  wood  and  lowly  vale ; 
All  wake  for  me  enchantments  new, 
That  meet  no  other  mortal's  view. 


EPIGRAM 


ON  THE  LATE  DIVORCES,  IN  SCOTLAND, 
JANUARY,  181 L 

To  ready  Scotland  boys  and  girls  are  carried 
Across  the  Tweedy  impatient  to  be  married ; 
But  wiser  grown,  the  self-same  road  they  run 
With  eager  baste,  to  get  the  knot  undpne. 
Th'  indulgent  Scot,  when  English  law  too  nice  it 
Sanctions  our  follies  $rst^  and  thei^.  our  vjccs. 

&•  !»•  B| 
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HYMN  IN  ADVERSITY, 


Jehovah  !  to  thy  gracious  power. 

In  griefs  humiliating  hour,  , 

I  lift  my  supplicating  prayer, 

For  thou  art  present  every  where. 

Thou  !  by  whose  arm  this  rolling  worl4 

Was  thro'  the  waste  of  ether  hurl'd, 

And  millions,  too«  of  worlds  whose  light 

Streams  thro'  the  boundless  void  of  night| 

Canst  see,  and  shield  the  smallest  fly 

That  buzzes  mid  the  summer  sky« 

All-powerful,  all-discerning  mind. 

Art  thou  like  earthly  kings  confin'd  ? 

Immur'd  in  pomp  and  prid^ful  state. 

Cannot  thy  spirit  penetrate, 

And  range  the  universe,  and  know 

All  things  above  and  all  betow  ?  • 

Thus  powerful,  canst  tho«  not,  ^yen  m^, 

Lowly  and  sinful  tho'  I  be. 

Discern,  and  save  from  threaten^  ill. 

And  bid  my  trembling  heart  be  sli^? 

Jehovah !  ail  preserving  power^ 

In  griefs  humilfatrng  bour, 

With  holy  confidence,  even  I, 

To  thee  for  timely  surdotir  ciy*  *     .         ■ 


iiu 


CX3RUNNA. 


BT  THB   SEV.  HtCHiiSi:  CALA*W» 


•MI«   <i      »    ■  I  I   ii' 


T^nojf^H  now  the  Elegiac  strain 
Assails  the  ear  oi  Death  in  vaio, 

Through  the  doep  sHence  of  the  grave ; 
We  must  oot  Let  the  Hero  die 
Without  a  tear,  without  a  sigh, 

All  that  we  now  can  give  the  bravcj 

On  Pyreneati  hills  afar, 
Ambitioa  hurls  .the  storm  of  war  ; 

IberiaHrembles  with  alarm ; 
Tke  Patriot's  cry  Britanma  hears, 
He^senerous  voice  dispels  his  fears ; 

IblEittf^e'-s  oa««e  4tfer  4ean  grows  Warm. 

Lingering  c%  yonder  ibtail  shores, 
Where  sad  Coruima  4ti41  ^leploves 

VbM  'Mifksk  blood  that  dyes  her  plittn, 
Mute  at  the  -Hero's  grave  M^e  f>ai|set 
To  dvep  like  tivbM^  of  applause, 

O'er  i^^we  ttoW^ball  eee  a^inv 


f    ^ 
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Content  for  Britain's  sake  to  die. 
He  welcom'd  death,  and  victory! 

Some  future  West  may  hence  derive 
A  glorious  subject  for  bu  art : 
In  tints  as  warm  as  Valour's  heart, 

A  second  Wolfe  shall  pictur'd  live. 

Oh  !  while  the  patriot-ardour  bums. 
While  Scotia  yet  her  warrior  mourns. 

And  strives  to  check  the  bursUn^  teari 
Whi^t  trophy  s))all  a  nation  revise, 
To  speak  her  sorrow,  and  his  praise. 

That  ages  yet  unborn  may  near } 

The  canvas  glows,  the  column  tow'rs. 
While  Fame  the  blast  of  triumph  pourti 

To  wake  Affection's  grateful  sigh; 
But  far  beyond  the  sculptor's  art, 
Deep  grav  d  upon  his  country's  heart 

S^all  live  the  Hero's  memory ! 


ill     .        I        .    IJ 

EPIGRAM 

FROM  THE  FRENCH  Of  SCEVOLA  D]&  ST.  JkfAftTHE. 

Favouii'p  by  Mars,  though  the  proud  fi>e 
Has  laid  in  blood  our  warriors  low. 
Yet  shall  their  matchless  memory  live. 
With  all  the  lustre  Fame  can  gi^e ; 
Since  flight  they  scorn'd,  and  scova'd  to  yield. 
And  nobly  perish'd  on  the  iioid*.' 
Blind  Fortune  grants  the  palm  ia  fight; 
Tis  Virtue  prompts  disdam  of  flight. 
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STANZAS  TO  MAY. 


Hail,  May,  before  whose  balmy  breath 
The  chilling  storm  of  April  flies ; 

And  flowers  that  felt  a  transient  death, 
Revive  to  greet  our  sparkling  eyes. 

Fall,  fall  ye  soft  refreshing  showers, 
The  grateful  earth  receives  yoor  dew»;. 

And  Vegetation  courts  the  hours 
Which  her  green  charms  around  diffuse* 

To  hail  thee,  May,  the  morning  Sun 
Sheds  all  his  powers  on  hill  and  dale ; 

The  cloud-dispelling  Zeph)rrs  run,  \* 
To  wanton  in  the  breathing  vale ; 

The  blackbird  hails  thy  blushing  face^ 

In  notes  from  yonder  whispering  glado; 
The  lark  with  thiee  to  run  his  race, 
^  Springs  gaily  from  the  bending  blade«  - 

While  dew-drops  pearl  the  modest  thorn, 
And  nature  all  around  is  gay, 

A  youthful  bard  at  early  mom 
Has  riseUi  to  hail*  thee  lovely  May. 
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The  measur*d  note,  correct  and  slow. 
Ne'er  sweeps  sedately  from  his  lyr<^; 

Warm  from  the  heart  his  numbers  flow, 
Where  glows  Affection's  purest  fire. 

O  Mary !  aH  my  soul  holds  dear. 
From  thee  my  heart  can  never  stray ; 

May  Peace  be  thine, — fall  rapture's  tear, 
'To  hail  my  Mary,  Queca  of  May. 

i%  1,  1807.  ARXoy. 


ADRIAN  AT  THE  TOMB  OF  HECTOR- 

raOM  Tf!E  niENCH  •. 

TTis  Agnail  haife  thee  1  Son  'of  Priam,  rite 
From  Death's  profound  abyss,  and  greet  the  skies. 
Not  foilfoti  IB  lli^m  I  On  her  vaunting  iocs 
A  second  Troy  h^s  well  av<2ng*d  thy  woes : 
Each  tbroiie  before  heir  victor- sons  expires. 
Thy  vtf toe  arms  Aem,  and  thy  valour  fires:'  . 
Repine  no  more !  let  joy  illume  thy  i*iind : 
The'  imp€tilous  son  of  Thetis  "haste  to  find. 
Say  that  in  ^vst^  d^ecte«^  now  and  base,; 
Lies  his  <NKo<%Aughty  Myr«Mk#Biaa!rBoe;  - 
Stw  that  projad  Thessaly,  «hi&  ancteni  reigaf     : 
,  Of  THY  .4weepdauts  bcaisUwigalliiig  sAms^ 

•  If  I  mstnkc  not/ til©  Frrncfc  itself  is  only  flit  ftiWttfin  of  some 
Lmia  lines,  wbich  may  be  foimd  in  the  ot4WcU€li^  4Ji|tiib  Voett, 
iMia  flumes  (^uHfto.  '^>a»  iigli)Mifiig  that  jopUfCllpH^  I  cannot 
the  fttct. 
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SONG. 


W  HEN  Love's  auspicious  hours  preside 

We  own  a  mitigated  sway, 
While  wrapt  in  sweet  oblivion  glide 

The  pleasures  of  the  fleeting  day* 

The  mighty  tasl  each  sense  employs, 
And  Hope  and  fond  Remembrance  cease  i 

Shall  Rapture  muse  o'er  faded  joys  ? 
Can  Hope  a  boundless  bliss  increase? 

When  adverse  Fate  begins  to  low'r. 
And  absence  wrings  the  bleeding  heart, 

Then  Memory  reigns  in  tyrant  power, 
Then  Hope  deluded  points  the  dart. 

The  stolen  glance,  the  trottU<id  touc^    . 

The  suddea  blush,  the  stifled  s\gb, 
CUowsag  with  bei^uCres  scarce  their  qiwd, 

Pourtray'd  in  Memory^s  tablets  lie* 

The  wayward  wor^,  the  taunt  unkind. 
While  yet  existing  scarcdy  noted. 

In  giant  shape  now  naunt  the  mind, 
'So  fruitless  penitence  devoted* 

While  every  Hope,  whose  smiling  mm, 
Was  w>eiit  Life's  dreary  fxith  to  cheevi 

Peparting,  leaves  the  future  aoeue 
A  desart,  ideaokte  and  drM«« 

-6«  L.  s* 
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STANZAS 

Presented,  with  Cvaper't  Poena,   to  Mary  Vitcomtes$ 
Bernard,  an  the  day  ofier  Marriage* 


.$ 


Lady  !  ¥^erc  Cowper's  spirit  here, 
That  sainted  spirit,  sure  'tiiould  breathe 

A  fervent  wish,  ^  vow  sincere. 
And  twine  it  with  thy  bridal  wreath. 

He  would  not  of  thy  goodness  tell, 
For  purest  virtue  Xovtis  the  shade ; 

He  would  not  on  thy  features  dwell, 
For  Beauty's  shortoliv'd  flower  must  fcde.^ 

No,  Lady !  cease  thy  modest  fears : 
More  pleas'd  his  artless  Muse  would  feel j 

To  consecrate  the  filial  t^ars 
That  from  thy  trembling  eyelids  steal;    "* 

To  cherish,  on  this  joyful  day,  :  ^'^ 

The  glistening  tribute  of  thy  heart,    -  ■'  . 

For  years  of  mild  phrentai  sway,  .  -  <^ 

For  cares  that  made  thee  what  thou  art* 


«|S1 

Then  would  he  pray  that  white-rob'd  Truth, 
And  purest  Peace  and  Joy  serene. 

Blest  guardians  of  thy  vernal  youth. 
May  shield  thee  through  life's  various  scene. 

But  Cowper.  lives  in  realms  of  light 
Where  kindred  seraphs  ceaseless  sing: 

Far  other  bands  this  wreath  unite. 
Far  other  hands  this  offering  bring. 

Yet,  Lady!  wilt  thou  kindly  deign, 
^TIs  all  th'  unpractised  Muse  can  give, 

Accept  this  rudely  warbled  strain, 
And  let  it,  bound  with  Cowper,  live  ? 

These  volumes  too,  I  fondly  ween. 
May  for  their  author's  sake  be  prized. 

When  thine  own  hearth  shall  naatch  the  scene. 
By  Weston's  bard  imroortaliaed* 

For  sure  thou  lov'st  domestic  joys, 

And  hours  of  intimate  delight. 
And  days  retired  from  vulgar  noise. 

And  converse  bland  that  cheats  the  night. 


Such  joys  be  thine, — be  his, — .and  still. 

In  heart  united  as  in  hands. 
Blessing  and  bless'd,  may  each  fulfil 

The  glorious  task  your  place  demands. 

Lights  of  the  world !  may  each  dispense 

.  New  lustre  through  your  ample  sphere ; 
And  very  late  be  summoned  hence. 

To  shine  through  Heaven's  eternal  year  I 
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LINES 

Occasioned  by  reading  the  Threats^  fitlminaiei  agabut 
England^  by  BmiHopariet  in  hk  SfetA  iQ  the  It^g^dth 
tiuBady,  Jme  16^  1811.. 


a 


"  Told  by  an  ideotf  full  of  sound  and  furjr» 
-  Signifymg  nothuig.** 

««  When  England  shall  be  exhausted;  when  she  tiM  at  last 
"  have  felt  the  evils  which  for  twenty  years  she  has'^widi  so  much. 
•'  cruelty  poured  upon  the  Continent;  when  half  her  lamilies 
•<  shall  be  m  moumiuffy  then  shall  a  peal  of  thunder  put  an  end  IP 
M  the  affairs  of  the  Peninsula, — ^the  destinies  of  her  arroiesr— 
*•  and  avenge  Europe  and  Asia  by  finishing  this  second  Puai0 


war,** 
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*'  Wbkv  England,  exhausted  and  bent  to  the  ground^ 
*^  A  victim  defenceless,  at  length,  shall  be  found ; 
•*  When  half  of  her  wives  and  her  mothers  deplore 
•*  Their  husbands  and  sons  who  lie  welt' ring  in  gore  ; 
"  Then  forth  will  I  rush,  and  of  thunder  a  peal 
"  The  doom  of  her  armies  shall  finally  seal/* 

Twas  thus,  to  the  caitiffs  disgraced  by  his  yoke,' 
With  rage  in  his  breast,  proud  Napoleon  spoke,    [dain 

And  think'st  thou,  Napoleon,  that  aught  but  dis- 
In  our  hearts  can  be  raisM  by  thy  threatening  strain  ? 
Those  hearts,  that  with  courage  and  honour  beat  higb^. 
Thy  fury  and  impotent  menace  defy. 
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Hope  to  stop  the  bright  sun,  hope  to  fcltef  the  sMJ^ 
BttI  hope  not  that  Britons  will  e'er  bow  the.ktiees 
For  the  last  of  our  race  in  the  battle  would  fall, 
£fe  bend  to  the  sway  of  a  biood^mbro'd  OauU 

Self-appointed  Avenger  of  Europe !  relate 
What  angel  reveal'd  England's  terrible  fate  t 
Or  what  vision  prophetic  has  given  thee  to^know 
Thy  iNM)mtide  of  triumph,  her  midnight  of  woet 
For  not  from  the  past  could  thy  wisdom  presage 
Those  events  that  lie  hid  in  Futurity's  page, 
See,  History  blaaons,  in  letters  of  fkime, 
Of  Britain  the  glory,  of  Gallia  the  shame ; 
And,.  0 1  could'sl  thou  blot  out  the  records  of  old. 
Where  the  deeds  of  our  ancestors  l^rave  are  enrolled ; 
Still  the  thought  of  the  present  would  sternly  remain^ 
To  torture  thy  bosom,  and  madden  thy  brain. 

Turn  thy  gaze  to  wherever  the  vast  ocean  rolISf 
From  the  glow  of  the  Line,  to  the  frost  of  the  Poles; 
Aud  behold,  when  the  banner  of  Albion  waves, 
Swift  as  clouds  in  the  storm,  fly  tfiy  fear-stricken  slaves^ 
And  call  on  the  winds,  and  the  gloom  of  tite  night. 
To  speed  and  to  shelter  their  dastardly  flight : 
No  trpphies  thy  squadrons  o'er  hope  on  tl»e  ti<le ; 
To  escape  from  our  arms  all  their  prayer  and  their 
pride.  [meet 

And  claim'st  thou  the  land  ?  even  there  shalt  thott 
From  the  lords  of  the  ocean  foul  shame  and  defeat. 
See,  while  freed  Lusitaiiia  through  all  her  wild  vales 
With  shouts  of  delight  her  deliverer  hails, 
See,  as  Vengeance  and  Wellington  closely  pursuCr 
Thy  spirit-sunk  bands  to  their  prey  bid  adieu f 
Andy  hark  !  Albuera  responsive  proclaim, 
Id  pseans  of  praise,  victor  Berc^i'urd's  name* 


224 

Yet»  Insolent  tyrant,  we  own  that  'tis  well 
In  sonorous  phrase  of  thy  thunder  to  tell ;  [sound. 

Since  the  thunder,   we  know,  though   tremendous  it 
Can  scare  but  the  coward,  can  pierce  with  no  wound ; 
Tis  the  flash  of  the  lightening,  in  silence  that  AieSy 
By  which,  in  a  moment,  the  victim  he  dies: 
Then,  still  let  us.  hear  of  thy  thunder  the  peal. 
And  laugh  at  the  threat  that  our  doom  it  shall  seal ; 
While  nnvaunting  and  noiseless  we  hurl  the  red  fire. 
And  see  at  our  feet  all  our  foemen  expire. 
Yes,  to  Thee,  threats  and  boasting  with  scorn  we  re- 
To  vanquish:  be  ours,  and  to  menace  be  thine,      [sign^ 

R.  A.  DAVEKPORT. 
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FUGITIVE  POETRY. 


FEARS  IN  SOLITUDE. 

-iiten^  Jpril  1798,  during  the  Alarm  of  an  Invasion. 

BY  S.  T.  COLERIDGE,    ESQ. 


OREiN  and  silent  spot  amid  the  hills ! 
imall  and  silent  dell ! — O'er  stiller  place 

singing  sky-lark  ever  poisM  himself! 
s  hills  are  heathy,  save  that  swelling  slope, 
lich  hath  a  gay  and  gorgeous  covering  on, 

golden  ^ith  the  never-bloomless  furze, 
lich  now  blooms  most  profusely ;  but  the  dell^ 
th'd  by  the  mist,  is  fresh  and  delicate, 
vernal  com  field,  or  the  unripe  flax, 
len  thro'  its  half-transparent  stalks,  at  eve, 
e  level  sunshine  glimmers  with  green  light, 
'tis  a  quiet  spirit-healing  nook, 
lich  all,  methinks,  would  love ;  but  chiefly  he, 
e  humble  man,  who  in  his  youthful  years 
ty^  just  so  much  of  folly  as  had  made 
s  early  manhood  more  securely  wise : 
ire  he  might  lie  on  fern  or  withered  heath, 
lile  frohi  the  singing  lark  (that  sings  unseen 
e  minstrelsy  which  solitude  loves  best) 
4  from  the  supy  and  from  the  breezy  air, 
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Sweet  influences  trembled  o'er  his  frame  j 
And  he  with  many  feelings^  msny  thought^ 
Made  up  a  meditative  joy,  and  fonnd 
Religious  meanings  in  the  forms  of  nature  I 
And  so,  his  senses  gradually  vrapp'd 
In  a  half-sleep,  he  dreams  of  better  worlds, 
And  dreaming  hears  thee  still,  O  singing  lark  f 
That  singe:»t  like  an  angel  in  the  clouds. 

My  God  I  it  is  a  melancholy  thing 
Fbr  such  a  man,  who  would  full  fain  preserve 
His  soul  in  calmness,  yet  perforce  must  feel 
For  all  his  human  brethren, — O  my  God, 
It  is  indeed  a  melaucholy  thing. 
And  weighs  upon  the  heart,  that  he  must  think 
What  uproar  and  what  strife  may  now  be  sttrria 
This  way  or  that  way  o'er  these  silent  hiLls-^ 
Invasion,  and  the  thunder  and  the  shout, 
And  all  the  crash  of  onset ;  fear  and  rage 
And  undelermin'd  conflict — even  now, 
Even  now,  perchance,  and  in  his  native  Isle, 
Carnage  and  screams  beneath  this  blessed  sun  I 
We  have  offended,  O  my  countrymen  t 
We  have  offended  very  grievously. 
And  have  been  tyrannous r    From  east  to  west 
A  groan  of  accusation  pierces  heaven  I 
The  wretched  plead  against  us,  multitudes 
Countless  and  vehement,  the  sons  of  God, 
Our  brethren  1  like  a  doud  that  travels  on. 
Steamed  up  from  Cairo's  swamps  of  pestilence,- 
Ev'n  so,  my  countrymen !  have  we  gone  forth 
And  borne  to  distant  tribes  slavery  and  pangs. 
And,  deadlier  far,  our  vices,  whose  deep  taint 
With  slow  perdition  murders  the  whole  man. 
His  body  and  his  spul  I  Meaawhik^  at  home^ 


''We  have  b^eff  driivking  with  a  riotous  thirst 
Pollutions  from  the  brimming  cup  of  wealth, 
A  selfish,  lewd /effeminated  race. 
Contemptuous  of  all  honourable  nile. 
Yet  bartering  freedom,  and  the  poor  man^s  life, 
For  gold^  as  at  a  market !  The  sweet  words 
Of  christian  promise,  worik  that  even  yet 
Might  stem  destruction  were  they  wisely  preach'd. 
Are  mutter'd  o'er  by  men,  whose  tones  proclaim, 
How  flat  and  wearisome  they  feel  their  trade : 
Rank  scoflers  some,  but  most  too  indolent, 
To  deem  them  falsehoods,  or  to  knmo  their  truth* 
O  blasphemotM !  the  book  of  life  is  made 
A  superstitious  instrument,  on  which 
We  gabble  o'er  the  oaths  ws  mean  to  break : 
For  all  must  swear — all,  and  in  every  place. 
College  and  wharf,  council  and  justice-court, 
All,  all  must  swear,  the  briber  and  the  brib'd. 
Merchant  and  lawyer,  senator  and  priest. 
The  rich,  the  poor,  the  old  man,  and  the  youn^ 
All,  all  make  up  one  scheme  of  perjury. 
That  faith  doth  reel  ;^the  very  name  of  God 
Sounds  like  a  juggler's  charm ;  and  bold  with  joy, 
Forth  from  his  dark  and  lonely  hiding-place 
(Portentous  sight)  the  owlet,  Atheism, 
Sailing  on  obscene  wings  athwart  the  noon. 
Drops  his  blue*fringed  lids,  and  holds  them  dose. 
And  hooting  at  the  glorious  sun  in  heaven. 
Cries  out  "Where  is  it?" 

Thankless  too  for  peace, 
(Peace  long  pres^rv'd  by  fleets  ^nd  perilous  seas) 
Secure  from  actual  warfare,  we  have  lov'd. 
To  swell  the  war-whoop,  passionate  for  war  1 
Alas !  f(Of)r  ages  ignorant  of  all 
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It^s  ghastlier  working  (famine,  or  blue  plftgve^  "^ 

Battle,  or  siege^  or  night  thro'  wintry  snows) 

We,  this  whole  people,  have  been  clamoioiis 

For  war  and  bloodshed,  animating  sports. 

The  which  we  pay  for,  as  a  thing  to  talk  of* 

Spectators  and  not  combatants !  no  guess 

Anticipative  of  a  wrong  unfelt, 

No  speculation  on  contingency. 

However  dim  and  vague,  too  vague  and  dim 

To  yield  a  justifying  cause :  and  forth 

(Stuff'd  out  with  big  preamble,  holy  names^ 

And  adjurations  of  the  God  in  heaven) 

We  send  our  mandates  for  the  certain  death 

Of  thousands  and  ten  thousands  !  boys  and  girls^ 

And  women  that  would  groan  to  see  a  child 

Pull  off  an  insect's  leg,  all  read  of  war. 

The  best  amusement  for  our  morning  meal ! 

The  poor  wretch,  who  has  learnt  his  only  prayers 

From  curses,  who  knows  scarcely  words  enough 

To  ask  a  blessing  of  his  heavenly  Father, 

Becomes  a  fluent  phraseman,  absolute 

And  technical  in  victories  and  defeats. 

And  all  our  dainty  terms  for  fratricide. 

Terms  which  we  trundle  smoothly  o'er  our  tongues 

Like  mere  abstractions,  empty  sounds  to  which 

We  join  no  feeling  and  attach  no  form. 

As  if  the  soldier  died  without  a  wound; 

As  if  the  fibres  of  this  godlike  frame  ^ 

Were  gor'd  without  a  pang  :  as  if  the  wretch. 

Who  fell  in  battle  doing  bloody  deeds, 

Pass'd  off  to  Heaven,  translated  and  not  kilFd  ^ 

As  tho'  he  had  no  wife  to  pine  for  him. 

No  God  to  judge  him  ! — Therefore  evil  day» 

Are  coming  on  us,  O  my  countrymen! 
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And  wliat  if  all-arenging  Providence, 
Strong  alid  retributive,  should  make  us  knot# 
The  meaning  of  our  words^  force  Us  to  feel  , 

The  desolation  and  the  agony 
Of  our  fierce  doings  ? 

Spare  us  yet  awhile^ 
Father  and  God !  O  spare  us  yet  awhile ! 
O  let  nbt  English  women  drag  their  flight 
Fainting  beneath  the  burden  of  their  babes, 
Of  the  sweet  infants^  that  but  yesterday  . 

LaughM  at  the  breast !  Sons,  brothers^  husbands,  all 
Who  ever  gaz'd  with  fondness  on  the  forms^ 
Which  grew  up  with  you  round  the  same  fire  side^ 
And  all  who  ever  heard  the  sabbath  b^Us 
Without  the  infidel's  scorn^  make  yourselv«rs  pure  I 
Stand  forth  !  be  men !  repel  an  impious  foe,  r 

Impious  and  false,  a  light  yet  cruel  race. 
That  laugh  away  all  virtue,  mingling  mirth 
With  deeds  of  murder ;  and  still  promising 
Freedom,  themselves  too  sensual  to  be  free,- 
Poison  life's  amities^  and  cheat  the  hearty 
Of  Faith  and  quiet  Hope,  and  all  that  soothes 
And  all  that  lifts  the  spirit !  Stand  we  forth ; 
9^der'them  back  upon  th'  insulted  oceany 
And  let  them  toss  as  idly  on  its  waves,- 
As  the  vile  sea-weeds^  which  some  mountain  blast 
Swept  from  our  shores  I  And  O !  may  we  return 
Not  with  a. drunken  triumph,  but  with  fear, 
tlepenting  of  the  wron^,  with  which  we  stung 
So  fierce  a  foe  to  frenzy ! 

I  have  told, 
0  Britons  !  0  my  brethren  !  1  have  told 
Most  bitter  truth,  but  without  bittemessi 
Kor  deem  my  ^eal  or  factious  or  mistim'd  % 
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For  never  can  true  courage  dwell  with  theni. 

Who,  playing  tricks  with  conscience,  dare  not  lo<^| 

At  their  own  vices.    We  have  been  too  long 

Dupes  of  a  deep  delusion !  Some,  belikci 

Groaning  with  restless  enmity,  expect 

All  change  from  change  of  constituted  power : 

As  if  a  government  had  been  a  robe. 

On  whidi  our  vice  and  wretchedness  were  tag^fd 

Like  fancy-points  and  fringes,  with  the  robe 

Pull'd  off  at  pleasure.    Fondly  these  attach 

A  radical  causation  to  a  few 

Poor  drudges  of  chastising  Providence, 

Who  borrow  all  their  hues  and  qualities 

Prom  our  own  folly  and  rank  wickedness. 

Which  gave  them  birth  and  nurse  them.    Others,  meaiH 

Dote  with  a  mad  idolatry ;  and  all,  [whilei 

Who  will  not  fall  before  their  images, 

And  yield  them  worship,  they  are  enemies, 

Ev'n  of  their  country  ! — Such  have  I  been  deem'dk 

But,  O  dear  Britain !  O  my  mother  Isle ! 

Keeds  must  thou  prove  a  name  most  dear  and  holj 

To  me,  a  son,  a  brother,  and  a  friend, 

A  husband  and  a  father !  who  revere 

All  bonds  of  natural  love,  and  find  them  fvU 

Within  the  limits  of  thy  rocky  shores. , 

O  native  Britain  !  O  my  mother  Isle ! 

How  shouldst  thou  prove  aught  else  but  dear  apd  holy 

To  me,  who  from  thy  lakes  and  mountain-hills, 

Thy  clouds,  thy  quiet  dales,  thy  rocks,  and  seasi^ 

Have  drunk  in  all  my  intellectual  life, 

All  sweet  sensations,  all  ennobling  thoughts^ 

All  adoration  of  the  God  in  nature, 

All  lovely  and  all  honourable  things, 

V^hatever  maji^  this  ^prtal  spirit  fps]     ^  . 
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The  joy  an4  grcftliiem  of  ifs  futum  being  f 
There  lives  nor  ^m  nor  fcding  in  my  doal 
Vnbonmw^df  hmn  my  country  !  O  divine 
And  beauteous  island,  thou  hast  been  my  90I9 
And  most  magnificent  temple,  in  the  which 
I  walk  with  awe,  and  sing  my  stately  song% 
Loving  the  God  that  made  me ! — 

May  my  fears, 
My  filial  fears,  be  vain  !  and  may  the  vauntt 
And  menace  of  the  vengeful  enemy 
Pass  like  the  gust,  that  roar'd  and  died  away 
In  the  distant  tree,  which  heard,  and  ouly  heard. 
In  this  low  dell  bow'd  not  the  delicate  grass. 
But  now  the  gentle  dew-fall  sends  abroad 
The  fruitlike  perfume  of  the  golden  furze  : 
The  light  has  left  the  summit  of  the  hill, 
Tho'  still  a  sunny  gleam  lies  beautiful 
Aslant  the  ivied  beacon. — Now,  farewell, 
Farewell,  awhile,  O  soft  and  silent  spot ! 
On  the  green  sheep-track,  up  the  heathy  hill, 
Homeward  I  wind  my  way ;  and  lo  !  recalled 
From  bodings  that  have  well  nigh  wearied  me^ 
I  find  myself  upon  the  brow  and  pause 
Startled  !  And  after  lonely  sojourning 
In  such  a  quiet  and  surrounded  scene,   ^ 
This  burst  of  prospect,  here  the  shadowy  maiiiy 
Bim-tinted,  there  the  mighty  majesty  . 
Of  that  huge  amphitheatre  of  rich 
And  elmy  fields,  seems  like  society, 
Conversing  with  the  mind,  and  giving  it 
A  livelier  impulse,  and  a  dance  of  thought ; 
And  now,  beloved  Sr owey  !  I  behold 
Thy  church-tower,  and  (methinks)  the  four  huge  elms 
Clust'ring,  which  mark  the  mansion  of  my  friend  $ 
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Atid  close  behind  them,  hidden  from  my  neWf 

ts  my  own  lowly  cottage,  where  my  babe 

Ana  my  babe's  mother  dwell  in  peace  I  with  light 

And  quickened  footsteps  thitherward  I  tend» 

Rememb  ring  thee,  O  green  and  silent  dell  I 

And  grateful,  that  by  nature's  quietness 

And  solitary  musings  all  my  heart 

Is  soften'd,  and  made  worthy  to  indulge 

Love,  and  the  thoughts  that  yearn  for  human  kind^ 

Ntther^Stowey^  April  20,  179&- 
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ON  THE  TOMB  OF  ANACREOJf. 

VROM   TUB  GREEK    OF    SIMOHIDES. 

Within  this  tomb,  by  death's  cold  hand  opprest 

The  Teian  poet's  mould'ring  ashes  rest ; 

For  him  the  Muses  sang,  the  Graces  strove 

In  conflict  sweet,  and  gave  his  soul  to  love. 

Now  on  the  banks  of  Acheron  recliu'd. 

One  thought  alone  ^vith  sorrow  chiUs  his  mind ; 

Not,  that  no  more  before  his  wondering  eyes 

The  Sun  in  soleipn  majesty  will  rise; 

Or  that  a  banish'd  wanderer  from  its  home. 

His  shade  is  doom'd  on  Lethe's  shores  to  roam« 

He  weeps  to  think  that  in  his  native  groves 

More  happy  suitors  woo  his  former  loves. 

Yet  still  uncbang'd  by  death  the  Muse's  fire 

pwells  in  his  breast,  and  wakes  his  slumbering  Iyre« 

Ret.  R.  Blaxp. 
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VEllSES 

tTritien  in  the  Blank  Leaves  ofSoutheft  MadoCm 

BT  TH£   LATE   ANXA    8EWABD* 


Reader,  if  instant  thy  soul-lighted  eyes 
Perceive  the  claims  of  Genius  as  they  rise, 
Welcome  this  noblest  effort  of  the  Nine, 
To  deck  with  Epic  wreath  their  English  shrine; 
Since  there  they  rose,  to  emulatet  at  length. 
The  Mantuan  sweetness,  the  Meonian  strength, 
And  our  green  vales  and  silver  shores  along 
Pour*d  Eden's  grand,  imperishable  song. 

Again,  in  all  their  pomp,  they  strike  the  lyre. 
Rapid  and  glowing  with  primeval  fire; 
And  in  the  Cambrian's  lofty  story  twine  , 

Each  human  interest  with  each  grace  divine 
Of  rapt  Imagination,  when  she  soars 
From  common  Talent's  flat  and  glimmering  shores. 
Her  lamp  to  illumine  at  that  orbit  prime 
Whose  fires  are  quenchless  by  the  floods  of  time. 

Thus,  for  the  glory  of  the  nineteenth  age, 
The  Epic  Muse  awakes  her  sacred  rage; 
In  no  false  ornaments  her  numbers  shine. 
The  diamonds  sparkle  genuine  from  the  mine. 
What  harmonies  our  captive,  ear  engage ! 
What  living  landscapes  glow  in  every  page! 
What  characters,  in  nature's  force  display'd, 
With  coy  discrimination's  subtlest  aid. 
On  Cimbric  regions  and  on  Indian  shores   ' 
Call  to  the  Epic  Verse  the  Drama's  powers! 
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Mark  the  bold  thoughts  v^ith  truth  and  virtue  beam. 
Shewing  what  God  shall  judge  and  Christ  redeem! 
Th'  Asbestos  ♦  robe  which  the  chaste  style  arrays. 
Impassive  shield  from  env^s  lurid  blaze. 
Where  simple,  nervous,  as  in  early  time, 
Where  plaintive,  touching,  and  where  rais'xik,  sublime. 
If  thou  rememberest  thro'  how  many  a  year 
Deaf  as  the  grave  was  found  the  general  ear 
To  Verse  f,  whose  fame  is  now  the  Natiok's  cause, 
With  scarce  one  voice  appellant  from  her  laws ; 
How  long  the  owlish  orb  of  general  sight 
Found  mist  and  darkness  in  excessive  light ; 
If,  conscious  of  each  grandeur  and  each  grace, 
The  Poet's  sun-track  thy  clear  vision  trace ; 
If  thy  heart  throb  to  see  thy  native  land, 
The  Muses'  f5roudcst  cmiiieRce  command  ; 
And  if  thy  spirit  o'er  such  glorious  lays 
Wait  not  for  tardy  precedents  to  praise ; 
Then,  reader,  then  with  me,  for  Ma  doc  claim^ 
With  voice  anticipant,  the  palm  of  Fame, 
And  on  each  leaf,  with  patriot  pride,  descry 
The  bursting  germs  of  Immortality. 

Such  minds,  where  never  envy's  cloud  appears. 
See  Madoc  buoyant  on  the  tide  of  years ; 
Float,  like  the  song  which  left  the  mortal  maze 
For  scenes  "  where  Angels  tremble  while  they  gaze," 
And,  touch'd  alike  by  Genius'  solar  ray, 
Vanquish  oblivion  and  maintain  the  Day. 

*  Asbestos,  a  substance  which  fire  cannot  consume. 

t  Paradise  Lost,  wMch  from  ks  poblication  in  the  autbot's  life* 
time,  to  Aodison's  applausive  strictures  upoa  it  in  the  Spectftmr^^ 
met  but  very  limited  and  partial  noiice  from  the  public;  while  the 
equally  beautiful  Lycidas,  Comus,  V Allegro,  and  11  Penserifso,  were 
Dot  known  at  aU  till  seventy  years  after  their  first  editions  hid  a|K  ' 
pearcdf  ..;    ..  V 
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ODE 

On  the  Death  of  King  George  It.  and  the  Accesmm  cf 

our  present  Soroereign  *• 

BT   F.   N.   C.   MUNDTy   £S<^ 


Ye  great,  ye  valiant,  and  ye  wise! 

Who  fill  the  earthly  tomb ; 
Death's  fairest,  richest  sacrifice, 

In  HemVs  holy  dome ! 
Ye  scepter  d  Fathers  of  mankind, 
Who  rul'd  your  Albion  and  refin'd  ! 
Her  Kings,  her  Friends,  who  plann'd,  who  bled, 
In  Freedom's  and  Britannia's  cause ; 
Who  form'd  the  nation  by  your  laws ; 
Ye  mightiest  of  the  dead ! 

II. 

Hark !  o'er  your  heads — the  tyrant  there 

Grim  Death  exulting  stands. 
And  now  your  mansions,  dark  and  drear. 

He  opes  with  giant  hands. 
While  ghastly  smiles  the  gricsly  Fiend, 
I  hear  your  hollow  groans  ascend — 
Presages  sad — ^your  fears  are  just — 

His  arm  hath^smote  the  British  throne ; 
Reft  of  its  Lord  the  regal  crown 
Lies  sullied  in  the  dust. 

^  Printed  is  the  Oxford  Cullccti(««  1700. 
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III. 

The  Monarch  falls — in  mournful  state 

He  comes,  the  good  and  brave ! 
His  life,  his  virtues,  yield  to  fate ; — 

His  glory  to  the  grave. 
Yet  there  Bft  your  obedience  paid. 
Ye  Kings,  to  his  §u|>eri«r  shade: 
For  well  he  rul'd  your  favourite  land ; 

And  well  suppressed  her  haughty,  foes : 
Her  state  to  highest  honours  ro^e 
Beneath  his  forming  hand^ 

IV, 

Lo,  starting  from  the  sable  shroud. 

The  awful  heroes  rise  ! 
Around  his  pale  remains  they  crowd 

With  ever-gazing  eyes. 
But  chief,  from  off  her  peaceful  bed, 
Great  Carolina  lifts  her  head, 
Awaken'd  by  the  solemn  sound.— 

But  soon  her  Consort  she  descries ; 
And  soon  into  his  arms  she  flies ; 
And  calls  their  offspring  round. 

V. 

Ah  Frederick  !  he  untimely  fell 

A  victim  to  the  grave. 
Ah,  who  the  t>itter  grief  can  tell 

His  fall  untimely  gave  ! 
The  monarch  meets  his  godlike  race-n^ 
Ah,  mock  jiot  death  their  fond  embrace! 
In  peace  ye  holy  spirits  rest : 

Princes  who  lived  your  AlbionVpride, 
By  her  ye  much  lamented  died| 
By  her  ye  lov'd|  carest. 
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VI. 

Who  now  with  fond  paternal  care 

Shall  guard  her  orphan  state  ? 
Who  now  amidst  the  rage  of  war 

Maintain  her  free  and  great  ? 
Who  but  the  Royal  Youth,  whose  birth 
Sprang  from  Britannia^s  parent  earth  ? 
Him  best  becomes  Britannia's  crown. 

Blest  Isle !  to  whom  auspicious  Heaven, 
£ari)est  of  happy  days !  has  given 
A  Bkv vswici^  of  her  owiv> 


LIPS  AND  EYES, 


Iv  Celiacs  face  a  question  did  arise, 

Which  were  more  beautiful,  her  lips  or  eyes  F 

"  We,**  sud  the  eyes  "  send  forth  those  pointed  .darts 

Which  pierce  the  hardest  adamantine  hearts.^ 

'^  From  us/'  replied  the  lips,  ^*  proceed  those  blisses^ 

Which  lovers  reap  by  kind  words  and  sweet  kisses.^ 

Then  wept  the  eyes ;  and  from  their  springs  did  pour 

Of  liquid  oriental  pearl  a  shower : 

Whereat  the  lips,  mov'd  with  delight  and  pleasure. 

Through  a  sweet  smile  unlock'd  their  pearly  treasure ; 

And  bade  Love  judge,  whether  did  add  more  grac^, 

IVeeping  or  smiling  pearls  to  Celia's  face. 

J.  s; 


y 
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TO  SLEEP. 


rttOM   THE  ITALIAN   OP  TRACA8T0A0« 


With  the  pale  poppy's  nodding  flowet 

These  sable  violets  I  braid, 
And  for  my  fair  who  asks  thine  aid, 
Thy  healing  balm,  O  Sleep  implore! 
For  ah  !  her  bright  eyes  fade  by  grief  opprest. 
And  thou  alone,  O  Sleep,  canst  chann  her  cares  to  rest« 

Soft  soothing  Sleep,  secure  relief 

Of  every  labour^  every  grief; 

Repose  of  all  the  peopled  earth ; 

To  thee,  in  Lethe's  shades,  gave  birth 
The  Night,  and  taught  thee  how  to  bless 
Mortals  with  long  forgetfulness. 
^Thy  wings  of  shadowy  gloom  diffuse 
On  all  around  their  balmy  dews. 
And  fan  to  peace  and  bland  repose 
.  The  haggara  family  of  woes. 
Calm  on  old  ocean's  placid  breast^ 
Thou  sooth'st  the  finny  train  to  rest ; 
And  deep  amidst  the  unrest  glade     ^ 
StiU'st  the  wild  tenants  of  the  shade ; 
All  nature  feels  thy  fostering  care, 
All  owQ  thy  bounteous  gifts — all  but  my  droopiogieir! 

W.  R. 
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LINES 

'riiten  Uf  a  Gtntleman  during  a  long  ConfkiemaU  in 
Paris^  and  addressed  to  his  Son,  only  Four  Years  of 
Age,  who  had  lost  his  Mather  a  fea  Months  f^er  ka 
Birth. 

■ 

HITATED   ITROH   THE  FRENCH   BT   HtLSlT   MARIA 

WILLIAMS. 


S 


Mt  child  !  and  hiust  I  far  from  tbei^ 
The  hateful  load  of  life  sustain  ? 

Each  day^  a  lingering  age  to  me, 
Augments  thy  captive  father's  pain^ 

Thy  sportive  hand,  itiy  babe,  uhdi^i^ 
Each  morn  the  curtains  of  my  bed ; 

And  every  care  my  bosom  knew. 
At  eve  in  thy  endearments  fled. 

Now  here  enchain'd,  my  sotil^s  delight ! 

In  vain  for  thee  at  mom  I  call ; 
Uublesty  my  infant,  by  thy  sight. 

The  gloomy  shades  of  evening  falL 

Thine  arms  around  my  neck,  We  rov€$ 
No  more  thro'  flowery  paths  of  bliss^ 

Where,  wi^h  the  warblings  of  the  grove, 
How  sweetly  blends  thy  frequent  kiss  ! 

Oft  when  the  cherish^  dream  of  night 
Has  placed  thee  on  my  yearning  breasti 

The  clanking  fetter  puts  to  flight 
The  image  that  fpy  soul  caressed* 

VOL*  VII*  B 
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I  saw  in  beauty's  early  bloom 

Thy  tender  mother  yield  her  breath, 

•]F9f  tjqte*  I  liv'd — for  thee  my  dooffk 
Jk  mourn,  of  exile,  or  of  death. 

Aks,  in  exile  what  despair! 

These  eyes  no  more  my  child  shall  see  ! 
In.  death  wi^at  paogs — unless  I  b,ear 

I'hy  mother  one  emj^ntcp  from  thee  ! 


EPITAPH 

tO^  THJJ  T0M3  pF  ipXIpDOR*. 

To  thee  these  tears  J  pour,  beloved  shade. 
Their  tender  eloquence  my  grief  may  prove, 

And  when  they  bathe  the  tomb  where  thou  art  Ifud, 
Their  brokep  torrents  may  record  our  Ipve, 

Then  mourn  !  O  hapless  Meleager,  mourn 

The  death  pf  thy  lov'd  fair  (ah  !  thine  no  n^re) 

Who  from  thy  longing  arms  by  fate  is  torn 
And  sent  a  wanderer  to  the  Stygian  shore, 

Alas !  where  is  my  flower  ? — ^o  !  mouldering  thftrc^ 
PluckM  from  its  stem,  it  fades  to  dust  away, 

But  oh  i-^Erhd  eartlj,  receive  it  to  thy  care, 
And  gently  iff  .thy  breast  my  treasure  lay. 

ItSV,   R*  JSLAKBb 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON  ». 

BOOK  I.  <H>E  I. 
Macenas  atavis  edite  regibuSf  4*^« 

TO   JOHN    BVLL,   ESQ. 

Dread  sir!  half  human,  half  divine^ 
Descended  from  a  lengthen'd  line. 

Of  heroes  fam'd  in  s^ory-— 
Of  Ocean,  undisputed  lord  ; 
Of  Europe  aud  her  reqreant  horde, 
The  '*  riddle,  jest,  and  glpry/* 

What  various  sports  attract  your  sons! 
Some  to  Hyde  Park  escape  from  Duns, 

In  Curricle  or  Tandem : 
In  dusty  clouds  enveloped  quite, 
Like  Jove,  who,  from  Olympus'  height, 

Hurls  thunderbolts  at  random. 

One  draws  his  gold  from  Lombard. street, 
And  'mongst  the  Barons  buys  a  seat ; 

The  Lord  knows  why  or  wherefore  I 
Another,  give  him  rural  sports, 
And  crowded  cities,  splendid  courts. 

He  not  a  jot  will  care  for. 

*  These  elegant  ond  witty  imitations  first  appeared  in  the 
MttHliIy  Mirror. 

AS 
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The  merchant,  baulks  by  Boreas,  rents 
His  idle  anger,  and  laments 

Some  luckless  speculation ; 
Of  ease  and  Clapbam  common  talks, 
But  soon  on  Gresham's  murmuring  walks 

Resumes  his  daily  station. 

This  makes  the  jolly  God  his  theme, 
In  claret  drowns  Aurora's  beam, 

And  riots  with  the  friskers : 
That  a  dragoon,  delights  in  war, 
And  clatters,  thoughtless  of  Mama, 

In  high-heeled  boots  and  whiskers. 

The  hunter  quits  his  bed  at  five, 
The  fox  or  timorous  deer  to  drive, 

Down  precipices  horrid. 
And  carries  home,  returning  late, 
A  trophy  for  his  amorous  mate. 

The  antlers  on  his  forehead ! 

Me  toil  and  ease  alternate  share. 
Books  and  the  converse  of  the  fair, 

(To  see  is  to  adore  'em) 
With  these,  and  London  for  my  home, 
1  envy  not  the  joys  of  Rome, 

The  Circus  or  the  Forum  ! 

If  you  great  sfr,  will  deign  to  vote 
For  Horace^  in  his  London  coat. 

Nor  check  my  classic  fury ; 
My  lofty  head,  whene'er  I  sit 
To  judge  a  new  play  in  the  pit. 

Shall  touch  the  dome  of  Drury.' 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  L  ODE  IIL 

SIR   WILLIAM    CURTIS'S    YACHT. 

Sic  te  Diva  potens  Cypri^  SfC* 


Dear  Venus  quit  Idalia's  lawn, 
In  Cyprian  car  by  turtles  drawn, 
At  Neptune's  sea-green  footstool  fawn, 

And  make  him,  willy  hilly^ 
Sweet  oil  upon  th«  waters  pour, 
And  thus  the  venturous  yacht  restore, 
That  carried  off  from  Thane f^  shore, 

My  soul's  best  half — sir  billy* 

He  surely  view'd  in  looking  gl^ss, 
A  nose  of  copper,  check  of  brass, 
Who  thus  in  feeble  yacht  could  pass 

Within  the  range  of  cannons : 
When  hostile  squadrons  brat  the  hoof, 
And  citizens  won't  keep  aloof, 
A  pair  of  pantaloons  bomb  proof, 

I  reckon  sine  qua  nons. 

That  hardy  mortal  knows  not  fear, 
Who  ventures  out  from  Ramsgate  Pier^ 
And  as  the  Gallic  cliffs  draw  near, 

U3 
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With  careless  eye  looks  at  'em— 
But  bolder  he,  himself  who  coops 
Jn  his  own  little  bark,  nor  stoops. 
To  heed  the  quizzing  of  the  troops, 

L«d  by  the  Earl  of  CatATHAM, 

In  vain  shall  Neptune's  prudent  tide, 

Old  Kent  fpom  Fkardy  divide, 

Sir  William's  boat  in  painted  pride. 

Has  made  their  shores  embrace. 
His  bosom  fraught  with  conquering  zest, 
Has  half  the  contiiWnt  imprest. 
All  Hungary  below  his  breast, 

And  Fltuhing  in  his  face* 

What  wonders  all  the  papers  fill ! 
With  rockets  now  the  foe  we  kil>^ 
We  burrow  under  Highgate  Hill^ 

Each  day  outdoes  the  other* 
See  thro'  FmMaU  each  lovely  lass. 
By  night  illuminated  pass, 
While  WiNSOR  lights  with  flames  of  gas 

Home  to  Jt»tg'^j?/!sce^>«-his  mother* 

Jn  parachute  by  way  of  cbangtf. 
With  G-arnerm  in  air  we  range 
Surpassing  all  the  wonders  strange, 

That  e'er  Munchausen  told  us. 
Great  Jupiter !  for  mercy's  sake, 
Me  to  a  cooler  planet  take, 
For  at  this  rate  we  soon  shall  make 

Tb^  worl<^  too  hot  to  hold  us  f 
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HORACE  IN  tOKt)t^l^. 


BOOK  I.  ODE  V. 


Quis  nmUdgracilu  te  puer  in  roid^  ^ 


SaY)  Ltrcy,  what  enamoured  spark, 
Kow  sports  tbee  thrc/  the  gazing*  parity 

In  new  fottroiiche  or  tandem  ; 
Andy  as  infatuation  leads. 
Permits  his  reason  and  his  steeds 

To  run  their  course  at  randonu 

Fond  ^outh,  those  braids  of  ebon  hauy 
Which,  to  a  face  dready  Mt^ 

Impart  a  Instre  fairer ; 
Those  locks  which  now  invite  tolove^ 
Soon  unconfitt^d  and  fahe  $hM  pr^ve^ 

And  changeful  as  the  wearer. 

Unpractised  in  a  wonlan's  gcdte. 

Thou  think'st,  perchance,  her  haleyoB  smik 

Portends  unruffled  quiet : 
That,  ever  charming,  fond,  and  mild* 
No  wanton  thoughts,  or  passioBs  wild. 

Within  her  soul  can  riot, 

A  4 
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Alas !  how  often  shalt  thou  roourn, 
(If  nymphs  like  her,  so  soon  forswonii 

1^  worth  a  moment'^  trouble,) 
flow  quickly  own,  with  sad  surprise. 
The  paradise  that  bless'd  thine  eyes. 

Was  painted  on  a  bubble* 

In^  her  accommodating  creed, 
A  Lord  will  always  supersede 

A  Commoner's  embraces ; 
His  Lordship's  love  contents  the  faifj, 
Until  enabled  to  ensnare 

A  nobler  prize-^bis  Grace's. 

Unhappy  are  the  youths  who  gaze. 
Who  feel  her  beaiity^  maddening  blaze^ 

And  trust  to  what  she  utters ! 
For  me,  by  sad  experience  wise. 
At  rosy  cheeks  and  sparkling  eyes, 

My  heart  no  longer  fluttei*s« 

Chamber'd  in  Albany,  I  view 
On  every  side  a  jovial  crew 

Of  Benedictine  neighbours; 
I  sip  my  claret,  read  the  news, 
I  owu  no  mistress  but  the  Muse, 

And  she  repays  my  labours* 

And  should  some  brat  her  love  bespeak;^ 
(Tho'  illegitimate  and  weak 

As  these  unpolish'd  verses ;) 
A  father's  joys  shall  still  be  mine. 
Without  the  fear  of  parish  fine. 

Bills,  beadles,  quacks,  or  nunes. 
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WALCHEREN  EXPEDITION; 

B.  THE  ENGLISHMAirS  LAMENT  lOR  THE  LOSS  OF 

HIS  COUNTRYMEN. 


I. 

Ye  brave,  euduring  Englishroeny 
Who  dash  thro'  fire  and  flood. 
And  spend  ivith  equal  thoughtlessnesi 

Your  money  and  your  blood, 
I  sing  of  that  black  season, 
Which  all  true  hearts  deplore, 
When  ye  lay, 
Night  and  day, 
Upon  Walch'eren's  swampy  shore, 

11. 

HTwas  in  the  summer's  sunshine 

Your  mighty  host  set  sail 
With  valour  in  each  longing  heart 

And  vigour  in  the  gale ; 
The  Frenchman  droppM  his  laughter. 
The  Fleming's  thoughts  grew  sor^i 
As  ye  canie 
In  your  fame 
To  the  dark  and  swampy  shore. 

IIL 

But  foul  delays  encompass'd  ye 
More  dang  rous  than  the  foe. 

As  Antwerp's  town  and  it's  guarded  fleot 
Top  well  for  Britons  k|io>V  j 


One^ot  idone  ye  conqiier'il 
With  Hosts  unknown  of  yore  ; 
And  your  might 
Day  and  night. 
Lay  still  on  the  swampy  shorn. 

IV, 
In  vain  your  dauntless  m^inen 

Mourn'd  ev'ry  moment  lost. 
In  vain  your  soldiers  threw  their  eyc!f 

In  flame  to  the  hostile  coast; 
The  fire  of  gallant  aspects 
Was  doomM  to  he  no  more. 
And  your  fisime 
Sunk  with  shame 
In  the  dark  and  swampy  shore* 

Ve  died  not  in  the  triumphing 
Of  the  battle-shaken  flood, 
Ye  died  not  on  the  charging  field 
In  th^  mingle  of  brave  blood p* 
But  ^twas  iA*  wasting  ^veni 
For  full  thre6  months  and  more,' 
Britons  borrt,« 
Pierc'd  with  scorn. 
Lay  at  rot  on  the  swampy  shord. 

No  ship  came  o'er  to  bring  relief. 

No  orders  came  tb^  save ; 
But  Death  stood  there  and  never  stirr'd. 

Still  counting  for  the  grave. 
They  lay  down,  and  they  lingered, 
.   And  died  with  feelings  s6re, 
And  the  waves 
Pferc'd  their  gravies 
Thro^  the  dark  and  swampy  shorr. 
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VII. 

Oh  England !  Oh  my  Countrymen ! 

Ye  ne'er  shall  thrive  again 
Till  freed  from  Councils  obstinate 

Of  nierccniry  men : 
So  toll  for  the  six  thousand 
Whose  miseries  are  o'er, 
Wheye  the  deep. 
To  their  sleep. 
Bemoans  on  the  swampy  shore* 

Leigh  Hukt,  Esq. 
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SONG, 

And  would'st  thou  with  insidious  arf 

My  darling  friend  destroy, 
And  rob  her  unsuspecting  heart 

Of  all  its  little  joy, 

A  hapless  orf»han  maid  is  she. 

Just  caught  iti  love's  sweef  fhraU, 

And  fohdiy  thinks  she  views  ih  thee 
Her  mther,  itiother,  all. 

No,  Henry,  sconi  the  coward  aim, 
'Tis  fraught  With  dire'  disgrace  ;- 

Ah,  who  could  seek  to  brand  with  shamei^ 
My  Mary's  lovely  face. 

A  ht>lier  flame  should  fire  thy  breast. 

And  purer  wishes  move. 
When'  she  prefers  thee  to  the  rest, 

Wha  best  deserves  thy  love; 
MaUon*  w; 
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ODE. 

From  the  German  of  Count  Stolberg,  by  tkc  kk 

J.  S,  Esq, 

BBSBBBBSBBSBBS    ' 
THE    APPARITION. 

Reclined  I  lav  on  grassy  bed, 

Spring  scattered  odours  o'er  my  head  : 
On  her  alone  I  mus'd,  who  of  my  soul, 
Alike  by  day  and  night,  fills  and  inspires  the  whole. 

The  falling  beam,  dew-dropping  skies, 

And  lulling  zephyrs  clos'd  my  eyes, 
Just  as  the  spangled  evening  'gan  appear, 
And  Philomela's  notes  died  on  my  slumbMng  ear* 

When,  lo !  a  form,  celestial  bright. 

In  vision  broke  upon  my  sight : 
The  gleam  of  Hesp'rus  in  her  eve  I  vicw'd. 
Her  heav'nly  smilmg  lips  exhal  d  beatitude. 

Like  waves,  by  Vesper  ting'd  with  gold, 

Her  robe,  with  many  a  rosy  fold. 
Flowed  o'er  her  limbs,  light-gliding  o'er  the  ground, 
While  clouds  of  fragrance  shed  ambrosia  all  around* 

"  Thou  kncws*t  me  once,"  with  accent  mild, 

She  said,  while  every  feature  smiled; 
"  Thou  knew'st  me  once,"  the  heavenly  form  pursued, 
And  with  a  nectar«drop  my  trembling  lips  bedew'd. 
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^'  Joy  is  my  name,  with  endless  flower, 
^'  In  realms  immortal  blooms  my  bower ; 
**  Yet  stoops  my  pinion  ev*n  to  earth  below, 
"  And  with  my  nectar-drops  I  sweeten  mortal  woe. 

'*  I  love  thee;  come,  to  me  devote 
^'  I'hy  beating  heart,  thy  trembling  note: 
^  Oh  !  come,  and  banish  her,  who  of  thy  soul, 
**  Alike  by  day  and  night,  fills  and  inspires  the  whole/' 

''  Goddess  !  I  cried,  the  mortal  race 

'^  Incessant  sigh  to  see  thy  face, 
'^  In  thee  immortals  find  their  highest  bliss ; 
*^  I  love  thee  too ;  but  oh !  spare  if  I  judge  amiss. 

''  Lo  !  to  attend  thee  I  forbear : 

*^  Yet  spare  the  mortal,  Laura  spare : 
*'  How  can  I  banish  her,  who  of  my  soul, 
"  Alike  by  day  and  night,  fills  and  inspires  the  whole  ?'' 

As  lightning  quick  she  fied,  and  I 

Awoke  as  quick :  my  heart  beat  high ; 
Yet  still  it  beat  for  her,  who  of  my  soul. 
Alike  by  day  and  night,  fills  and  inspires  the  whole. 


EPIGRAM. 


OV  ▲  SAILOR  WHO   WAS  THROWN  ON  THE  KECK  OF 

HIS   HORSE. 

Spectator,  cease  your  cruel  glee, 

From  taunting  jests  refrain ; 
Sure,  ^tis  no  wond'rous  thing  to  see 

A  Sailor  on  the  moHc  ! 
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ODE  TO  LUDLOW  CASTLE. 

Pltoub  pile  that  rear'st  thy  hoary  head^ 
In  ruin  vast,  in  silence  dread^ 

O'er  Teme's  luxuriant  vale, 
Thy  moss-growp  balls,  thy  precupiCtH  4FfWf 
^o  musing  Fancy's  pensiye  ^u: 

Unfold  a  varied  tale. 

When  terror  stalk^ed  the  prostrate  land 
With  savage  Cfunbrin^'s  ruthless  bandy 

•  Sjepeath  thy  frozen  shade, 
Mixed  with  the  grazers  of  the  pjain^ 
The  plundered,  helpless,  peasant  train^ 
In  sacred  ward  were  laid. 

Frotn  yon  hish  tower  the  archer  drew 
With  steady  hand  the  stubborn  yew, 

While,  fierce  in  martial  state, 
The  mailed  host  in  long  array, 
With  crested  helms  and  banners  gay| 

Burst  from  the  thund'ring  gate. 

In  happier  time$,  bow  brightly  blazed 
The  hearth  with  ponderous  billets  raised, 

How  rung  the  vaulted  halls, 
When  smoak'd  the  feast,  when  care  was  drowned, 
When  songs  and  social  glee  went  vo\in^| 

Where  now  the  Ivy  crawls. 

*Tis  past !  the  marcher's  princely  court, 
'Rhk  strength  of  War,  the  gay  resort, 

In  mouldering  silence  sleeps ; 
And  o'er  the  solitary  scene,    • 
While  nature  hangs  her  garlands  greeii^ 

Neglected  ^emory  weeps. 
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The  Muse  too  weeps : — ^in  hallowed  Iioiir 
Here  sacred  Milton  ownM  her  pow^r^ 

And  woke  to  nobler  song ; 
The  wizard's  baffled  wiles  essayed. 
Here  first  the  pure  majestic  maid 

Subdued  th'  enraptured  throng  ^. 

But  seel  beneath  yon  shattered  roof 
What  mouldy  cavern,  sun-beam  proof. 

With  mouth  infectious  yawns  ? 
O !.  sight  of  dread !  O !  ruthless  doom  I 
On  that  deep  dungeon's  solid  gloom 

Nor  hope  nor  daylight  dawns. 

Yet  there,  at  midnight's  sleepless  hour. 
While  bobt'rous  revels  shook  the  tower, 

BedewM  with  damps  forlorn, 
The  warrior  captive  pre^s'd  the  stones. 
And  lonely  breathed  unheeded  moans, 

Despairing  of  the  morn. 

That  too  is  past — unsparing  Time, 
Stern  miner  of  the  tower  sublime, 

Its  night  of  ages  broke. 
Freedom  and  peace  with  radiant  smiU 
.  Now  carol  o'er  the  dungeon  vile 

That  cumb'rous  ruins  choak. 

Proud  relic  of  the  mighty  dead  ! 

Be  mine  with  shudd'ring  awe  to  tread 

Thy  roofless,  weedy  hall, 
And  mark,  with  Fancy^  kiudling  eye, 
The  steel-clad  ages  gliding  by 

Thy  feudal  pomp  recall. 

*  Coinus  was  fiicst  repre^enUd  in  v^  hall  of  Lodloir  Caitle,  by 
t^e  chi^teP  9f  the  Sftrl  of  Bndgwater«  then  Lord  Ward«u. 
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Peace  to  thy  fttern  heroic  age  ! 
No  stroke  of  wild  unhallowed  rage, 

Assail  thy  tott'ring  form  !— 
We  love,  when  smiles  returning  day, 
In  cloudy  distance  to  survey 

The  remnant  of  the  storm. 


L.  A< 


IMITATION  OF  THE  ITALIAN  SONG. 

"  In  quel  visofurbarello/' 

In  that  roguish  face  one  sees 
All  her  sex's  witcheries : 
Playful  sweetness,  cold  disdain— 
Ev'ry  thing  to  turn  one's  brain. 

Sparkling  from  expressive  eyes, 
Heaving  in  affected  sighs, 
Sure  destruction  still  we  find- 
Still  we  lose  our  peace  of  mind ! 

Touch'd  by  her  half- trembling  hand. 
Can  the  coldest  heart  withstand, 
While  we  dread  the  starting  tear, 
And  the  tender  accents  hear  } 

Numberless  are,  sure,  the  ways 
That  she  fascinates  our  gaze : 
Magic  arts  her  pow'r  improve — - 
Witcheries  that  wait  on  Love ! 

M&S*  FIOZSI. 
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CUPlD  AND  PsYCttE: 

Mythologital  Tak^frtm  the  Golden  Ass  qf  Aputdus* 

BY    MR/GURNEYi 


FEMALt  relation  of  the  Author's  having  Seeii  »  nianliscripf 
sion  of  the  Story  Of  Cupid  and  PsTcut,  mentioned  it  to  him  as 
ibject  peculiarly  susceptible  of  poetical  embellishment,  and  re- 
imended  him  to  attempt  it. — lie  at  one  time  thought  of  giving 
analysis  of  the  fable,  but  finding  that  each  commentator  ex» 
ined  almost  every  subordinate  circumstance  in  a  different  man- 
,  be  tesolved  to  decline  the  task.    It  may,  however,  be  propef 
remark}  that  in  the  main  point  they  all  agree ;    and  when  we 
Lsider  that  Apuleius  was  a  Platonist  and  a  Mystic^  and  that  he 
)erpetually  recurring  to  the  rites  and  cabbala  of  the  many  re* 
ous  fraternities  into  which  he  had  been  initiated,  T^e  can  scarce^ 
doubt,  that,  by  the  adventures  and  marriage  of  Cupib  and 
7CHE,  he  meant  to  typify  after  various  trials  and  probation?, 
final  union  of  the  soul  of  man  to  Divine  Love  in  a  st^te  of 
mortality  :  although  it  must  at  the  same  time  be  confessed,  that 
throws  no  small  obscurity  over  his  allegory,  by  substituting  the 
rson  and  attributes  of  CTupid  the  son  of  V^nus,  for  those  of 
i  elder  Cupid,  born  of  the  egg  of  Nighti  and  coeval  with  Chaos^ 
The  story  runs  through  the  fourth,  fifth,  and  sixtli  Books  of  the 
)MAif  CB  of  the  Golden  Ass,  and  is  told  by  an  old  woman  to  a 
ptive  lady  in  a  cave  of  robbers. 

I. 

O  STAY  those  tears !  the  beldatn  Cries, 
III  dreams  good  fortunes  oft  forerun. 

Like  clouds  which  skirt  the  morning  skies^ 
But  melt  before  the  noon-day  sun. 

Chase  from  thy  sotil  this  idle^riefj 
And  let  my  words  thine  ear  engage; 

Thy  fears  perchance  may  find  relief, 
£'en  from  the  garrulous  tales  of  age^ 
tot*  Vii.  8 
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11. 

Once  stately  reign'd  a  king  and  queetiy, 
As  bards  of  other  times  have  told. 

The  happiest  that  were  ever  seen 
To  flourish  in  the  days  of  old. 

Three  daughters  bless'd  their  nuptial  bed  ; 

Two  daughters  exquisitely  fair, 
Who  many  a  fond  youth  captive  led. 

Made  many  a  hapless  youth  despair. 

The  youngest — but  no  tongue  so  warm 
Though  matchless  eloauence  be  given. 

May  dare  pourtray  her  nnish'd  fornix 
The  *  prodigality  of  heaven  I* 

Say,  to  delight  the  wondering  earth. 
Does  she  amongst  us  mortals  roam^ 

TVho  from  the  blue  deep  took  her  birth. 
Her  nurture  from  the  sparkling  foam7 

O'er  her  warm  cheek's  vermilion  dye. 

Waves,  lightly  waves,  her  dark-brown  heiPy 

Bright  as  the  winter  star  her  eye. 
Yet  peaceful  as  the  summer  air* 

No  one  to  Paphos  takes  his  way^ 
Cnidos,  Cythera,  charm  no  more ; 

No  throngs,  with  votive  chaplets  gay. 
The  immortal  Venus  now  adore» 

Her  temples  all  in  ruin  lie, 

Her  altars  cold,  to  dust  resign'dv 

Her  withering  garlands  flap,  and  fly, 
And  rustle  in  the  hollow  wind. 

Whilst  on  the  mortal  maid  they  shower 
Tht5  incense  they  to  her  should  bring,. 

And  offer  to  this  fairest  flower 
The  iai]X!stflow'i«ts  of  the  springs 


ttom  isles  afar,  from  distant  lands, 
Unnumbered  votaries  press  around. 

And  View  entranced  with  clasped  hands^ 
Celestial  footsteps  print  the  ground.^ 

To  her  young  girls  their  wishes  breathe. 
Commend  the  fond  youth  to  her  care ; 

Bind  round  her  brows  the  rosy  wreath, 
And  sigh  to  her  the  ardent  prayer* 

IIL 

Can  then  Devotion's  sainted  glow, 
By  Heaven's  creating  hand  impresiTd, 

(A  mooh  to  gild  the  nights  of  woe, 
A  sunbeam  in  the  days  of  rest) 

For  changeful  Fancy's  glittering  sway,  * 
Quit  stedfast  Reason's  chaste  control, 

The  will,  with  meteor  gleams,  betray, 
And  guide,  with  dubious  light,  the  soul  t 

Yet,  if  the  weak  erratic  mind 
Pour  forth  to  living  beauty  warmt 

The  Unutterable  praise  assigned 
Alone  to  thiue  etherial  form. 

Parent  of  nature!  nurse  of  joy  ! 

Froin  whom  the  elements  arise, 
Thou  to  whom  Ida's  shepherd  boy 

Adjudg'd  aright  the  golden  prize, 

O,  Venus  !  will  thy  better  part. 
Unbounded  love,  incline  to  spare 

Or  female  envv  taint  thy  heart, 
And  plant  the  Fiend  of  Vengeance  tbere  i 

And  shall  the  rays  of  life's  fair  monii 
Prove  but  the  lightning  flash  of  fate  ? 

And  shall  they  wake  the  smile  of  scorn, 
Or  shall  they  move  the  scowl  of  hale  ?  - 

s2 
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-   Vbnus  has  caird  her  winged  child, 

Ahd  with  malignant  pleasure  laugh 'd. 
That  boy  who  lawless,  wicked,  wfld, 
At  random  aims  the  flaming  shaft ; 

Him,  who  all  deeds  of  darkness  owns. 
Who  breaks  so  oft  the  nuptial  tye. 

And,  whilst  ys  luckless  victim  groans, 
On  careless  pinions  flutters  by. — 

The  dangeroBs  Power,  to  Psyche's  bower 

She  with  ykidictive  fury  led, 
And  bade  him  thus  his  vengeance  skower 

On  the  detested  virgin's  head  :«— 

^^  By  a  iBothei^s  sacred  name, 
**  Byt^ne  arrows  tipp'd  with  flame^ 
**  By  thy  joys  which  often  borrow 
^  Of  Despair  most  bitter  sorrow, 
^*  Make  thy  parent's  rival  knoMr 
*'  Unimaginable  wbe ! 
**  May  her  youth's  unequall'd  bloom 
"  Unrequited  love  consume, 
**  For  some  wretch  of  abject  birth, 
"  Wandering  outcast  of  the  earth  ; 
"  Be  for  him  her  fond  heart  torn, 
♦*  May  e'en  he  her  torments  scorn, 
**  That  all  womankind  may  see 
"  What  it  is  to  injure  me. 
"  Malce  thy  parent's  rival  know, 
"  Unimaginable  woe !" 

Then  kiss'd  her  son, -and  fleet  as  wind 
She  seeks  old  Ocear's  dark-green  caves** 

Her  ivory  feet  with  roses  twin'd 

Brusb  lightly  o'er  the  trembling  waves* 
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IV, 

Yoang  Psyche  still  more  beauteous  grows^ 
Ah,  not  unconscious  of  her  charms ! 

Yet  na  one  plucks  thh  opening  rose, 
She  takes  no  suitor  to  her  arms* 

Each  sister  shines  a  regal  bride, 

In  sweet  connubial  union  blessM ; 
Each  moves  conspicuous  in  the  pride 

Of  scepter^d  state  and  errain'd  vest* 
But  PsTCHP  owns  no  lawful  lord, 

She  walks  a  goddess  from  above ; 
All  saw,  all  prais'd,  and  all  ador'd, 

But  no  one  ever  dar'd  to  love. 

Yet  half  formed  wishes  still  will  p]y 
With  feverish  dreams  the  unpractised  mind, 

When,  *  the  clos'd  eye,  unknowing  why,' 
Its  wonted  slumbers  fails  to  find. 

Though  the  blank  heart  no  passion  owns^ 

Some  soft  ideas  will  intrude. 
And  the  sick  girl  in  silence  moans 

Her  dull  unvaried  solitude ! 

V. 

Her  father  sees  his  darling's  grief, 
Suspects  the  jealous  wrath  of  heaven, 

Hopes  from  the  Oracle  relief, 
And  asks  the  fate  the  Gods  had  given^ 

*^  On  the  mountain  summit  laid 
**  In  her  grave-clothes  be  the  maid* 
«  Never  shall  thine  eyes  behold 
**  Son-in-law  of  mortal  mould ; 
**  But  a  monster  girt  with  wiogs, 
*^  Fiercest  of  created  tbingt^ 
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<<  Scattering  flames  his  hours  employing* 
**  Heaven  aUke  and  earth  annoying: 
**  Him  the  dread  decrees  of  fate 
**  Destine  for  thy  daughter's  mate,** 

Graceful  his  silver  tresses  flow-^ 
He  does  not  rend  his  hoary  hair, 

He  utters  not  the  shriek  of  woe. 
Nor  vents  the  curses  of  despair  ; 

He  doea  not  wring  his  aged  hands, 
No  tear-drop  fills  his  frozen  eye ; 

But  as  a  $tatve  ^x'd  he  stands 
In  speechless,  senseless  agony ! 

VI. 

There  is  a  stern  and  hateful  power 

Who  flies  from  Pleasure's  wishM  embracei^ 

But  lingers  in  Auction's  bower, 
And  tracks  her  with  a  lover's  pace. 

A  scythe  he  for  a  sceptre  bears, 

O  er  earth's  vast  cbarnel  stalks  $ublime,i 

Compass'd  by  ministering  cares. 

And  loathing  mortals  call  him  Time« 

He  now  leads  on  the  joyless  morn. 
Mantling  in  clouds  the  lowering  skies, 

When  from  her  parents  must  be  torn 
The  victim  of  the  Destinies. 

liOud  wailings  fill  the  troubled  air, 
Cold  tremors  every  heart  assail, 

And  the  low  murmurs  of  despair 
Ride  sullen  on  the  hollow  gale. 

Onward  the  sad  procession  goes : 

Do  wedding  guests  then  creep  so  slow  I 

gay,  is  it  from  &e  bridemaid  flows 
Tkt  long  and  sablie  stole  of  woe } 
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And  who  are  they,  who^  robM  in  white* 
Their  black  funereal  torches  wave. 

Which  shed  around  such  pale  blue  light. 
As  issues  from  the  dead  man's  grave  ? 

They  are  the  bridal  train — ^yet  mark, 
Th«y  carol  loud  with  tuneful  breath : 

Tis  not  the  song  of  marriage — hark ! 
They  slowly  chant  the  dirge  of  Death* 

The  mountain's  utmost  height  they  gain. 
They  pour  the  agonizing  prayer ; 

For  soon  the  melancholy  train 
Mmst  leave  the  sad  devoted  £air. 

Yet  Psyche  chides  the  tears  that  fall. 
E'en  in  her  shroud  o'erraasters  fear, 

Wraps  round  her  beauteous  limbs  the  pall, 
And  dauntless  mounts  the  bridal  bier* 

VIL 

O  Sleep  !  sweet  friend  of  humankind. 
Whose  magic  chains  all  joy  to  wear. 

Who,  soother  of  the  afflicted  mind, 
Strew'st  roses  on  the  bed  of  care ; 

Thou  now  o'er  Pstchk'b  fluttering  soul 
Benignly  shedst  thine  opiate  charms ; 

Spell-bound  she  owns  thy  mild  control 
Soft  cradled  in  thy  downy  arms, 

Till  wafted  on  his  winnowing  wings 
To  a  fair  vale's  sequester'd  bowers, 

Zephyr  the  unconscious  maiden  brings, 
And  lays  her  on  a  couch  of  flowers, 

b4 
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VIII. 

Bbe  wakes — and  to  her  glad  survey 
Rise  round  her,  high  o'er-arching  trett. 

Whose  branches  gem^i'd  with  blossoms  gaji 
Throw  perfumes  to  the  lingering  breeze. 

And,  shaded  from  the  noon-tide  beam, 
There  slowly,  slowly  curling  roU'd 

Its  silvery  waves  a  lucent  stream 
O'er  sands  of  granulated  gold. 

And  in  the  centre  of  the  wood, 
Not  such  as  kings  inhabit  here, 

A  vast  and  towerrflank'd  palace  stood, 
Nor  such  as  mortal  hands  could  ^eap« 

Of  ivory  was  the  fretted  roof, 

On  golden  columns  proudly  raisfdi 

And  silver  parvings  massy  proof 
The  walls  of  ebony  emblaa'-d. 

Hound  lustres  wreaths  of  diamonds  fix'd 
Their  prismy  rays  profusely  pour, 

And  amethysts  with  emeralds  mix'd 
Inlay  the  tesselated  floor. 

While  thus  the  startled  stranger  greets 
Within  no  earthly  form  confin'd, 

Voices,  as  distant  music  sweet. 
That  floats  upon  the  evening  wind : 

"  Lull  to  rest  this  cs^useless  fear ; 
"  Psyche  !  thou  art  mistiness  here. 
"  Happy  beyond  human  measure, 
*^  Slake  thy  thirsting  soul  in  pleasure; 
"  Slaves  to  thy  majestic  lover, 
^^  Air*form'd  sprites  around  tS^ee  ]iOYer> 
<«  Ever  for  thy  bidding  stay, 
^*  Instant  thy  commands  obey/* 
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ts»-And  ere  the  lingering  word  is  said, 
Quick  as  the  lightniBg  glance  of  thought. 

With  sumptuous  fare  the  banquet's  spreMi 
By  her  aerial  servants  brought. 

And  flute,  and  harp,  and  voice,  to  fill 

The  choral  harmony  unite, 
And  n^ake  each  raptured  nerve  to  thrill 

And  vibrate  with  intense  delight* 

gwiftly  the  happy  hours  are  fled  ! 

For  night  invites  her  to  repose, 
And  on  the  silk-embroider'd  bed 

Her  wearied  frame  the  virgin  throws. 

}^ow  Darkne&s  o'^r  the  silent  sphere 
Her  raven-tinctur'd  reign  assumes—* 

She  stops  her  breath,  she  chills  to  hear 
The  rustling  sound  of  fluttering  plumes* 

All  hush'd  arouQd — no  friend  beside — 
Her  heart  beats  high  with  new  alarms  ! 

r— The  dreaded  husband  claims  his  bride, 
And  folds  her  in  his  eager  arms  ! 

Yet  while  thick  shades  are  o'er  them  spread, 
(How  hard  that  lovely  couch  to  scorn !)    ' 

jBoft-rglidiug  from  the  nuptial  bed. 
He  flies  before  the  golden  morn. 

While  viewless  harps  incessant  ring 

To  greet  her  on  her  bridal  day. 
And  viewless  minstrels  gaily  sing 

The  Hymeneal  roundelay. 

And  aye  when  Eve  in  grateful  hour 
Sheds  odours  from  her  dewy  wings, 

fhe  Unknown  seeks  his  mystic  bower, 
And  Xo  the  expectant  fair-one  springs : 
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In  frantic  passion's  giddy  whirl 

Past,  quickly  past,  his  transient  stay. 

He  still  eludes  the  curious  girl, 
And  steals  unseen,  uufelt,  away ; 

Ere  from  the  bosom  of  the  Night 
Young  Twilight  scents  the  matin  air. 

And  in  her  gray  vest  rises  light 

Spangled  with  gems  her  musky  hair, 

IX* 

Though  circling  o'er,  the  laughing  hours 
In  still-increasing  raptures  roird, 

Oft  gleams  the  path  besprent  with  Rowens 
With  tints  too  clear,  too  bright  to  h<^ld ! 

Thus  speaks  the  Invisible,  and  sighs. 
And  clasps  her  in  his  warm  embrace, 

While  the  large  tear-drops  from  his  eyes 
Fall  frequent  on  her  burning  face : 

^*  Life  of  my  beating  heart !  o'er  thee 
**  Impending  danger  scowls :  beware  ! 

*^  With  anxious  soul  I  shuddering  see 
'^  The  cruel  Fates  their  lures  prepare. 

*^  Soon  shall  thy  sisters  seek  thee  near, 
**  Lament  thee  lost  vrith  piercing  wail, 

**  And  thou  each  well-known  voice  shalt  hear 
**  With  piteous,  accents  load  the  gale. 

*'  Then,  though  thy  very  soul  will  yearn 
"  To  bid  thy  messengers  convey 

•*  The  wish'd-for  visitants  ;  O  turn ! 

*^  Turn  from  their  plaints  thine  ear  away. 

**  If  nature's  feelings  conquer  still, 

*^  And  thou  must  wayward  tempt  thy  fate, 

^  Thou  knows%  obedient  to  thy  will, 
**  What  mystic  menials  round  thee  wait 
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^  Yet,  as  thou'dst  shun  eternal  bale, 
"  Or  never-ceasing  misery  dread. 
Our  dark  mysterious  union  veil 
^'  In  the  deep  silence  of  the  dead. 

**  For  these  the  truths  the  Fates  unfold,: 
"  We  in  these  bowers  may  ever  dwell, 

*^  If  mortal  eye  shall  ne'er  behold 

"  This  form,  nor  tongue  my  secrets  telL 

^  While  from  our  glad  embrace  will  rise, 
**  Pure  from  all  taint  of  earthly  leaven, 

*^  An  infant  inmate  of  the  skies, 
*^  The  fairest  of  the  host  of  heaven. 

Then  spare  thyself,  thy  husband  spare, 
'*  And  spare  thy  child,  as  yet  unborn ; 
Dash  not  the  dark  clouds  of  despair 
•*  Upon  the  ruddy  hues  of  morn." 

X. 

Gaily  we  launch  our  little  bark. 
The  sun-beams  on  the  waters  play, 

While  close  behind  the  ravenous  shark 
Expecting  waits  his  destined  prey. 

We  sail  along  the  whirlpool's  brink. 

Unheeding  join  the  song  of  glee. 
But  ah  !  too  late  aghast  we  shrink, 

When  whelm'd  ^neath  the  treacherous  sea. 

PsTCHE  has  heard  the  warning  strain- 
Resistless  wishes  restless  spring, 

She  slights  the  strain,  and  bids  her  train 
Of  swift-wing'd  sprites  her  sisters  bring. 

Her  childhood's  friends  she  joys  to  meet, 
No  shade  of  danger  here  can  find: 

Though  mingled  in  communion  sweet. 
They  cannot  souiid  the  viewless  mind. 
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Lock'd  in  her  ever-faithful  breast, 
Her  secret  all  discovery  braves. 

Safe  as  the  orient  pearl,  will  rest, 
beneath  unfathomable  waves. 

^*  And  who  is  he  whose  natal  star 
*'  With  such  unrivallM  splendor  shines, 

"  Whose  countless  stores  exceed  so  far 
**  All  India's  inexhausted  mines  V 

"  O !  'tis  a  youth  whose  ruddy  cheek 
"  Vies  with  the  mom's  vermilion  die, 

^  Or  emulates  the  clouds  that  streak 
*^  With  crimson  tints  the  evening  sky* 

<*  And  mantled  he  in  lively  green 
*'  Up  the  high  mountain  joys  to  go, 

"  Or  in  the  wild-wood  chase  is  seen 
**  The  foremost  with  his  silver  bow." 

Homeward  the  sisters  now  return, 

Their  bosoms  charg'd  witli  deadly  hate, 

And  with  excessive  envy  bum, 
And  curse  their  own  inferior  fate. 

XI. 

Exulting  Psyche  bids  again 

The  obedient  sprites  her  sisters  bear ; 
Bome  by  the  ministering  train, 

Again  arrive  the  baleful  pair, 

"  And  who  is  he  whose  natal  staf 
"  With  such  unrivall'd  splendor  shines, 

**  Whose  countless  stores  exceed  so  far 
"  All  India's  inexhausted  mines?" 

"  O !  he  is  one  unbroke  by  care, 
*'  The  rose  of  beauty  lingers  yet, 

**  Though  here  and  there  a  hoary  hair 
**  Gleams  silvery  'midst  his  locks  of  jet. 
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•*  Cease,  cease  those  fables/'  swift  replied 
One  sister  with  unfeeling  scorn. 

And  "  cease  thy  tales,  the  other  cried, 
**  Nor  strive  to  hide  thy  state  forlorn.*^ 

**  Still  ever  erring  from  the  truth, 
"  Thy  childish  tongue  deceitful  ran— 

"  Thy  husband  neither  glows  with  youth, 
'^  Nor  the  gray  honors  boasts  of  man ; 

"  He  wears  no  human  form — we  know 
"  Unerring  are  the  words  of  heaven  ; 

**  And  of  all  humankind  the  foe 
"  Thee  for  a  mate  the  Gods  have  given. 

"  We  know  him  well — then  wherefore  hide 
•*  From  thy  dear  sisters'  love  thy  care, 

"  Nor  to  our  kindred  breasts  confide 

"  The  ills  that  thou  art  doom'd  to  bear  ?** 

Then  as  they  wipe  the  artful  tear. 
Loud  on  the  pitying  Gods  they  call, 

Till  sooth'd  by  love,  or  urg'd  by  fear. 
The  trembling  Psych  e  tells  them  all. 

•*  We  knew  it  well ! — ^nay  do  not  start," 
Each  base  malignant  fury  cried, 

•*  We  know,  unhappy  girl !  thou  art 
"  A  vast  and  venom'd  serpent's  bride. 

•*  We  learnt  it  from  the  neighbouring  hinds, 
"  Who  every  night  his  form  survey, 

**  As  through  yon  crystal  stream  he  winds 
*^  In  slimy  folds  his  sinuous  way. 

"  Or  as  at  day-break  he  along 
*'  In  many  a  spiral  volume  trails, 

**  And  vibrates  (]uick  his  forky  tongue, 
*'  And  glitters  in  his  burnish'd  scales. 
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**  Yes !  though  with  heaven's  own  transports  wanif 

"  Thy  soul  in  boundless  rapture  swims,^ 
**  Soon,  coird  around  thy  slender  form, 

*  He'll  writhing  crush  thy  mangled  limbs  V 

Thus  the  hyaena  speaks  and  weeps — 

Cold  damps  on  Psyche's  forehead  start| 

Her  tingling  flesh  with  horror  creeps^ 
The  life-blood  curdling  in  her  heart* 

All  ghastly  pale  her  beauteous  cheek. 
She  throws  her  moonstruck  gaze  around^ 

Utters  a  feeble,  faultering  shriek, 
And  senseless  sinks  upon  the  grounder 

Then  as  some  parch'd  and  withering ^#eir 

Reviving  bucks  the  evening  dew. 
To  bide  the  insufferable  power 

Of  the  meridian  sun  anew ; 

So  when  the  Unkmown^s  distracted  wife 

Recovers  her  unwelcome  breath, 
She  only  hails  returning  life 

To  shudder  at  approaching  death, 

Xil. 

The  sisters  still  their  schemes  pursue. 

Their  vengeance  ripens  in  the  bud. 
And  thus  they  urge  her  to  imbrue 

Her  weak  and  innocent  hands  in  blood* 

^  Cut  thou  the  knot  the  Fates  have  tied, 
*^  Nor  let  dismay  thine  efforts  damp, 

**  But  in  the  figur'd  tapestry  hide, 

''  To  guide  thy  stroke,  this  faitj^ful  lamp* 

**  And  take  this  dagger  keen  and  bright, 
**  And  when  his  eyes  are  cWd  in  rest, 

"  Directed  by  the  friendly  light, 

•<  Deep  plunge  it  in  the  monster's  breast**^ 
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Thou  who  in  lovers  soft  dreamt  hast  felt. 
Whilst  envying  Gods  were  hovering  near. 

Thy  soul  in  sweet  delirium  melt^ 
Say,  canst  thou  slay  thy  lover  dear? 

And  canst  thou  spread  thy  murderous  XoXIb 
For  him  thy  soul's  best  joy  of  late  ? 

Ah  me !  her  sickening  heart  recoils, 
Disgmstcd  from  her  viperous  mate* 

XUI. 

Her  mantle  o^er  them  Darkness  throws, 
On  the  Unknown  soft  languors  creep. 

Who  leaves  his  false  one  to  repose, 
And  sinks  into  the  arms  of  Sleep. 

Now  trembling,  now  distracted ;  bold. 
And  now  irresolute  she  seems ; 

The  blue  lamp  glimmers  in  her  hold. 
And  in  her  hand  the  dagger  gleams* 

Prepared  to  strike  she  verges  near, 

The  blue  light  glimmering  from  above. 

The  HIDEOUS  SIGHT  expects  with  fear, 
—And  gazes  on  the  GOD  OF  LOVE. 

Not  such  a  young  and  frolic  child 
As  poets  feign,  or  sculptors  plan ;  • 

No,  no,  she  sees,  with  transport  wild. 
Eternal  beauty  veil'd  in  man. 

His  cheek's  ingrain'd  carnation  glow'd 
Like  rubies  on  a  bed  of  pearls. 

And  down  bis  ivory  shoulders  flow'd 
In  clustering  braids  his  golden  curls* 

Soft  as  the  cygnet's  down  his  wings ; 

And  as  the  falling  snow-flake  fair. 
Each  light  elastic  feather  springs, 

And  dances  in  the  balmy  air. 
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Iheipttre  atid  vital  stream  h6  breatli^Sy 
Makes  e'en  the  lamp  shine  doubly  bri^t| 

Which  its  gay  flame  enamourM  wreathes^ 
And  gleams  with  scintillating  light. 

There  loosely  strung  that  bow  was  hung^ 
Whose  twangins  cord  Immortals  fear^ 

And  on  the  floor  his  quiver  flung. 
Lay  stor'd  with  many  an  arrow,  near* 

Grasped  in  her  sacrilegious  hands^ 
She  with  the  arrows  play'd,  and  laugW«t^ 

The  crimson  pu  Her  finger  stands^ 
She's  wounded  by  the  poisoned  shaft! 

The  red  blood  riots  in  her  veins, 
Htrr  feverish  pulses  wildly  beat. 

Whilst  every  waken'd  fibre  strains 
And  throbs  with  palpitating  heat. 

With  eyes,  where  sparkling  rapture  swiros^ 
She  contemplates  his  sleeping  grace. 

Hangs  fondly  o^er  hiswell-turn'd  limbs, 
And  joins  to  his  her  fervid  face« 

But  as  her  views  intent  to  foil^ 
Or  as  that  form  it  long'd  to  kiss, 

Dropt  from  the  lamp  the  burning  oil, 
Arous'd  him  from  his  dreams  of  bliss* 

Sudden  loud  thunders  shake  the  skies. 

The  enchanted  palace  sinks  around, 
And  sanguine-streaming  fires  arise, 

Meteorous  from  the  trembling  ground* 
And  swift  as  when  in  fury  hurls 

Jove's  red  right  arm  the  forky  light. 
The  wounded  Godhead  eddying  whirls 

Into  the  heaven  of  heavens  hh  flight. 


tn  Viapoury  twilight  damp  and  chill 

The  languid  star  fades  pale  awayi 
The  high  peak  of  the  distant  hill 

Is  gilded  by  the  gleams  of  day. 

And  who  is  that  distracted  fait 

ReclinM  beneath  yon  spreading  yew^ 

Swoln  are  her  eyes,  her  dark  brown  hai^ 
Is  pearly  with  the  morning  dew  ? 

Her  spring  of  life  now  seems  to  flag. 

In  wild  delirium  now  She  iuVes-^ 
Of  see !  from  that  o'erjutting  crag 

She  plunges  in  the  foaming  waves  t 

But  he  who  o'er  the  stream  pre«det 

The  frantic  girl  in  pi^  bore, 
Upheay'd  on  his  slow-roiling  tides, 

In  safety  to  the  opposing  shore. 

There  in  a  bower  with  wood*rooss  linM^ 
With  violets  blue,  and  cowslips  gay^ 

Old  Pan,  by  Canna's  side  reclin'd^ 
Sung  many  a  rustic  roundelay. 

"While  wandering  from  his  heedless  eyes. 

His  white  goats  cropt  the  neighbouring  btake^ 

The  God  in  this  unfashioned  guise 
With  no  ungentle  feelings  spake :  . 

**  Sweet  girl  though  rural  is  the  air 
**  That  I  the  king  of  shepherds  wear^ 
**  As  assayed  silver,  tried,  and  sage, 
'*  And  prudent  are  the  Words  of  age* 
**  Then  list,  O  list,  sweet  girl,  to  me  i 
'*  For  with  divining  power  I  see, 
**  Both  from  thy  often->reeli]ig  pace, . 
**  And  from  thy  pale  and  haggard  face^ 
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'*  And  from  tby  deep  and  frequent  sigH,' 
^  While  grief  hangii  heavy  on  thine  tya^ 
*^  Tl^at  all  the  ills  thour^t  doom'4 1»  prore,. 
^  Arejiidgmenta  oi  the  G0]>  of 
Then  list,  O  list»  sweet  girl»  to  ne. 
Seek  not  by  de^^th  thy  soul  tq  tv^f 
But  cafit  thy  cares  thy  ^efa  av^Xr 
To  CvpiD  without  ceasing  prfQT^ 
And  soon  that  soft  lu:(urious  hoy 
WiU  tune  anew  thy  miiui  to  joyr 

XV. 

Tke  shipmaii  seeks  his  native  TaleSr 
He's  come  afar  from  o'er  the  sear 

He  longs  to  tell  his  wond'rous  talei^ 
Of  dangers  on  the  stonny  lee* 

He'll  tell  the  wonder.stirring  teles 
To  those  dear  friends  he  left  behittd<»r 

Ah  me !  within  his  native  vales  - 

His  sickening  soul  no  friend  can  fin4^ 

Thus  PsYCBK  to  one  sister  goes. 

That  sister's  vital  spark  is  Aed  r 
To  meet  the  other  next  she  rosey 

But  she  is  numbered  with  the  deajt 
And  she  will  seek  her  father's  state. 

And  there  her  parents'  blessings  cmimmn' 
Fress'd  by  the  heavy  hand  of  fate, 

Tl^ey  too  seat  peaceful  in  the  grtim  I 

XVI. 

And  now  Hie  milk-white  Albatross^ 

To  VsKus  who  in  Ocean  laves 
Circled  with  Sea^nyipphs,  scuds  acroip 

On  oary  wings  the  rippliiig  warea.. 


^^  Orent  ()ti«en>^  the  feathei^d  chiatterer  daid^ 
**  Know'st  thou  not  what  thy  hopeful  son^ 

**  Enamoui'd  of  a  worthkss  maid^ 
**  Has  in  his  Amorous  folly  done? 

*^  He  sighs  not  for  celestial  charms, 
**  No  Gtace^  no  Goddess  is  his  flame» 

"  But  woos  a  mortal  to  his  arms^ 
**  And  Psyche  is  the  damsel's  name* 

''  E'en  now  impatient  of  his  woe^ 
'*  Wounded  he  seeks  thy  courts  ahove^ 

'*  By  th^  just  fates  condemned  to  know 
"  The  inflictied  pangs  of  faithless  loye.*^ 

Vev va  thea  c^s  her  doves,  and  soon 
With  quick  step  mounts  her  golden  car^ 

ArchM  inwards  like  thjs  waning  moon^ 
And  brilli^t  as  the  morning  star. 

Around  her  sparrows  chirping  pkiy> 
Exulting  strain  their  little  throats^ 

And  all  the  warblers  of  the  spray  .  ^  . 
Pour  sweetly  their  melliftuous  notes* 

Sbf(  (iVits  the  clouds,  she  skims  the  heaTe% 
.  Till^  reach'd  the  palace  of  the  sky, 
Her  fanciful  behest  is  given 
To  the  winged  herald  Mercurt. 

"  Take  thou  this  volume  in  thy  hand 
**  With  Psyche's  history  mark'd,  and  name^ 

"  And  thus  in  every  clime  and  land, 
"  And  every  state  aloud  proclaim-^ 

^^  If  any  man  shall  sdze  and  bring.; 
•*  The  flyiug  daughter  of  a  king^ 
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^'  Handmaid  of  Venus,  or  will  tell 

''  Where  Psyche  now  conceaFd  may  dwelf^ 

**  Let  him  to  Murtia  straight  repair, 

**  Make  the  much«wisb'd  discovery  there, 

'*  And  Cttherea,  queen  of  charms, 

**  Sole  sovereign  of  extatic  blisses, 

^'  Will  clasp  him  in  her  grateful  arms, 

**  And  greet  him  with  seven  fervid  kisses!'' 

XVIL 

Now  four  long  tedious  nvoons  are  spent. 

She  hears  no  tidings  of  her  lord. 
Yet  still  her  wandering  steps  are  bent 

In  search  of  him  her  soul  ador'd* 

She  pray'd  at  Ceres'  corn-wreath'd  shrine^ 
And  Juno's  altar  deck'd  with  flowers; 

But  sternly  bound  by  pact  divine, 
No  succour  lend  the  pitying  Pewers. 

Till  wearied  with  unnumbered  woes. 

And  resder'd  valiant  by  despair, 
She  to  the  Murtian  tenyple  goes^-^ 

Perchance  her  true  love  tarries  there. 

O,  turn  thee  from  the  perilous  way ! 

Ah  !  wherefore  work  thine  own  annoy  f 
Yon  priestess,  Custom,  marks  her  prey,  * 

And  eyes  thee  with  malignant  joy ! 

Instant  she  on  her  victim  springs. 

She  mocks  the  unavailing  prayer^ 
Furious  her  withered  hand  enrings. 

And  drags  her  by  her  flowing  hair* 

Then  laughing  Venus  bids  with  speedy 
Her  handmaids  on  the  pavement  throw 

Of  all  the  flowering  plants  the  seed 
That  in  the  Hesperian  gardens  blow* 
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And  she  must  each  assort  before 
The  dewfall  shall  the  damp  grass  steep, 

While  sentry  at  the  chamber  door 
SociciTUDE  and  Sorrow  keep. 

A  little  ant  the  mandate  heard. 

The  oppressive  mandate  with  disdain ; 

For  e'en  the  weakest  'tis  averred 
Will  on  the  oppressor  turn  again. 

And  insect  myriads  never  ceas'd 

Th^ir  labors  till  the  setting  sun, 
Wlien  Venus,  rising  from  the  feast. 

With  wonder  saw  the  hard  task  donp. 

XVIII. 

Now  rose,  in  glory  rose,  the  morn* 

And  Venus  bids  her  captive  go 
To  yon  fair  stream,  whose  currents,  borne 

In  circling  eddies,  babbling  flow. 

^*  There  grazing  the  wild  flock,''  she  cried, 
'*  With  golden  fleeces  shalt  thou  see, 

^  Then  from  the  bright  ram's  shaggy  side, 
**  The  precious  wool  bring  back  to  me/' 

Trebling  she  goes— she  gazes  round, — 
'  Say  whence  that  heavenly  voice  proceeds. 
That  like  the  soft  flute's  mellow  sound 

Breathes  sweetly  through  the  whispering  reeds  ? 

"  Fierce  while  glares  the  noon-day  sun, 
**  Thou  the  dread  adventure  shun, 
'*  While  the  ram  his  rival  scorns 
''  Furious  with  his  jutting  horns ; 
**  But  beneath  yon  plane-tree's  shade^ 
^'  In  concealment  be  thou  laid, 
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f*  Till  the  eve-star,  pale  and  fUr-i 
^'  Glimfners  througn  the  misty  air ; 
^*  Then  in  safety  may'st  thou  pull 
^*  From  his  fleece  the  golden  wod.''^ 

Yet  though  this  labour  she  performs. 
No  grace  with  Vek^s  can  she  fii^4> 

^er  stony  heart  no  pity  warms. 
Another  t^al  w{|,its  behind* 

XIX. 

^'  Down  from  that  cloud*capt  mot^ntain^  ^^% 
**  A  never*ceasing  cataract  pours, 

^^  Whose  feathery  surges  dash  below 
^^  In  thunder  on  the  Stygian  shores  ; 

^'  Thou  on  the  dangerous  brink  must  stand, 

,  **  And  dip  this  goblet  in  the  spring : 
'*  Descending  then  with  steady  hand 
'*  The  black  transparent  crystal  bring.** 

Nimbly  the  mountain  steep  she'd  climb,  ' 

But  thence  impervious  rocks  arise. 

Whose  awful  foreheads  frown  sublime,  ■ 
And  lift  tfaeii:  bold  crags  ^o  the  skiei^ 

While  horrid  voices  howl  around,  / 

«  Fly !  swiftly  fly  l"— «  Forbear,  forbear !" 

Vast  stones,  with  heart-appalling  spundt 
Are  hurl'd  into  the  groaning  ai^.'   . 

And  on  the  right  and  on  th^  left, 

Four  ever-watchful  dragons  fly, 
^lame-rbifeathing  t^irough  each  diz2y  cleft^ 

Their  long  and  flexile  necks  they  ply. 

Though  beauty's  queen  no  pity  feels, 

The  bold  rapacious  bird  of  Jovs 
His  succour  to  the  afflicted  deals. 

In  r^y^^e^ice  tp  ^l^e  Qod  of  Loye^ 
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He  sees  lier  Masted  h(^>e8  expire. 
He  leaves  the  liquid  fields  of  ligfa^ 

And  whirling  round  in  many  a  gyre 
Majestic  wings  his  n^id  &ght« 

High  o*er  the  dragons  see  him  tower, 
Up^darting  through  the  azure  air ! 

And  high  above  the  stony  shower 
The  bowl  Ins  crooked  talons  bear* 

Now  to  the  grat^ul  maid  he  brings 
The  sparkling  waters  bright  and  clear^ 

Then  spreads  again  his  aihple  wings. 
And  SDaring  qnits  this  nether  sphere. 

XX- 

Can  Beauty  no  compassion  know  r? 

Sure  Mercy  must  her  bright  beams  dart. 
And  piercing  through  those  hills  of  «now9 

Melt  e'en  the  adamantine  heart ! 

Ah  no !  by  Vewh*  stern  command 
PsTC^E  to  Prosbrpink  is  sped: 

"Shivering  she  seeks  the  dreary  land. 
The  sun^less  mansions  of  the  dead. 

The  unopened  casket  she  must  bring, 
.Whose  weak  and  fragile  sides  eatomli 

From  beaut/s  uncreated  spring 
The  essence  of  eternal  bloonu 

Fearful  and  sad  she  jonrncy^d  on. 

While  silence  r^il'dthe  midnight  fkonr^ 

To  where  the  unsteady  moou-beam  shone 
He^ected  from  a  ruin'd  towex. 

And  thence  she  heard  these  warning  note^ 
Caroll'd  as  clear  ai  clear  might  be, 

Sweet  as  the  mermaid's  lay  ^at  floats 
Mdodious  on  the  chdxroed  sea. 
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^^  Sunk  ber  spirit,  whelmM  in  woe, 
*^  Does  the  royal  captive  go  ? 
**  Does  her  heart,  oppress'd  with  dread, 
**  Shudder  to  approach  the  dead  } 
"  Where  the  cavern  yawns  around, 
^*  Enter  there  the  dark  profound  : 
**  Soon  thy  path  a  crippled  ass, 
**  By.  a  cripple  led,  shall  pass, 
•*  Fainting  they  heneath  their  task-« 
**  He  assistance  oft  will  ask, 
*'  But  in  these  infernal  lands 
•*  Touch  not  with  unhallowed  hands, 
**  Cautious  thou  without  delay, 
**  Onward,  opward,  speed  thy  way ! 
**  In  old  Charon's  creaking  boat, 
"  O'er  the  dead  stream  thou  must  float  | 
"  There  the  livid  oorse  thou'lt  see 
**  Stretch  his  blue-swoln  hand  to  thee, 
**  Frown  thou  on  his  suit  severe, 
**  Mercy  were  destruction  here ! 
**  See  those  crones  that  on  the  left 
**  Weave  the  many-colour  d  weft, 
*'  See  them,  how  they  this  way  wend 
^'  Asking  thee  thy  aid  to  lend, 
^^  But  in  these  infernal  lands 
^'  Touch  not  with  unhallow'd  hands, 
**  Cautious  thou,  without  delay 
"  Qnward,  onws^rd,  speed  thy  way! 
^  Dipt  the  sop  in  Hydromel 
'^  Charm  the  three-neck'd  dog  of  Hell  a 
"  Then  from  her  imperial  seat 
'^  Thee  the  shadowy  cjueen  shall  greet| 
^*  Shall  for  thee  the  feast  prepare— 
Thou  t|iat  feast  refuse  to  share, 
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"  But  upon  the  pavement  spread 

**  Take  the  black  and  mouldy  brea^— 

'^  By  the  queen  soon  set  at  large, 

**  Back  now  bear  thy  precious  charge : 

**  Over  all,  thy  curious  mind 

**  In  the  chains  of  prudence  bind, 

'^  Nor  the  strict  command  infringe, 

*^  Move  not  thou  the  golden  hinge  I 

**  Gladsome  then  without  delay 

^'  Onward)  onward^  speed  thy  way  V^ 

XXL 

-«-She  has  seen  the  secrets  of  the  deep^ 
And  through  overwhelming  horrors  past. 

How  her  tecov^ring  pulses  leap. 
To  hail  the  day-star's  gleams  at  last ! 

^'  Do  I  then  bear  eternal  bloom 
'*  Alone  to  make  my  tyrant  shine  ? 

'^  Say,  rather  let  its  tints  illume 

*^  These  wan  and  woe-worn  cheeks  of  mine; 

"  Whilst  I  will  revel  in  the  rays 
**  Of  beauty  in  the  casket  hid  ;* 

Alas !  no  beam  of  beauty  plays 
Delightful  from  the  lifted  lid ! 

.     But  from  the  empty  casloet  sprang 
V.    Of  Stygian  fogs  ttie  baleful  breath, 
And  o'er  her  quivering  members  hang 
The  damp  unwholesome  dews  of  Death* 

Pale,  pale,  on  earth's  green  lap  she  sleeps, 
No  perfum'd  breeze  those  lips  inhsJe, 

As  o'er  her  fluttering  vestment  sweeps 
In  fitful  bliuts  the  moaning  gale. 
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Cold,  cold  is  now  that  lorely  bretft. 
And  fUDk  Uiat  cheek  of  late  so  tiat^ 

Yet  tranquil  peace  remains  imprestf 
Celestial  sweetness  lingers  there  I 

Ill-fated  maid  !  no  sorrowing  friend 

Shall  steep  thy  herse  in  trae^ove  showers. 

Thy  corse  with  duteous  care  sfhall  tend, 
Or  strew  thy  grave  with  opening  floW<exi« 

No  songster  o!er  thy  dewy  liidund 
For  thee  shdl  trill  the  plaintive  lay. 

But  the  dark  vulture  hovering  round 

With  broad  ming  shade  his  puipos'd  pi^  t 

XXII. 

The  fields  of  nature  to  deform 

Not  always  drives  the  furiotis  blast| 

And  shall  misfortune's  moral  storm 
'Gainst  meek  endurance  ever  last  t 

No,  though  unnumbered  ilb  assail,  . 

Though  man  behold  no  succournighy 
Though  with  the  frailest  of  the  frail,  « 

Presumption  tempt  the  prying  eye ; 

Yet,  if  the  germ  of  virtue  live, 

Let  constant  Faith  her  sufferings  bfa¥e| 
Goodness  is  powerful  to  forgive. 

And  Heaven  omnipotent  to  save*  ' 

Though  gathering  clouds  life's  closing  hours.. 

With  dark  distressful  fears  atinoy. 
Love  points  to  Mercy's  radiant  bowers. 

Where  Truth  triumphant  dveells  with  Jqy.- 

Cupid,  with  downcast,  humbled  mien. 
Has  tb  the  Thunderer  breath'd  his  caie. 

The  Almighty  Father  smil'd  serene. 
And  granted  «his  adorer's  prayer^ 
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Wow  flies  he  to  his  lost  one's  aid. 
He  gently  rais'd  her  falling  head. 

With  his  bright  arrow  touched  the  maid. 
And  rous*d  her  from  her  cheerless  bed^ 

He  animates  ai^ew  her  charms. 

Warm  o'er  her  breathes  the  light  of  love, 
Then  bears  her  in  his  circling  arms. 

And  stands  before  the  throne  of  JOT&> 

But  on  the  Sovereign  of  the  skies 
What  fleshly  optics  dare  to  gaze? 

And  Psyche  with  averted  eyes 

Shrinks  trembling  from  the  excessive  Maze : 

Tilly  Hebe  raiding  to  her  lips 

The  ambrosial  Goblet  foaming  high, 

Wrapt  ip  ^xtatic  trance  she  sips 
The  fo^nt  of  Immortality  ! 

purpled  with  roses  dance  the  Hours, 
The  Graces  scattering  odours  play»^ 

And  crown'd  with  never-fading  flowers 
The  Muses  hymn  the  jocund  lay. 

And  onwards  up  the  etherial  arch 
Glad  Hymen  leads  the  festive  train, 

^s  o'er  the  rainbow's  hues  they  march, 
And  links  them  in  his  golden  chain. 

While  soon  to  bless  the  faithful  pair ; 

With  eye  of  laughter,  soul  of  flame, 
Purst  into  life  a  daughter  fair, 

And  PLEASURE  was  the  infiuit's  name* 

fforwich^  1799. 
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ThE  ROSE. 


BT    T.  VOBLE. 

AUTHOB  OF  BLACKHEATH*  A  PO£M«  ke. 


O  DO  not  pluck  yon  blooming  rose)—- 

(Amelia  fondly  cried) 
How  full  its  opening  fragrance  blows  f 

It  is  the  gai^en's  pride. 

The  deep)  soft,  blush  of  morning  beams 

Hath  just  so  rich  a  hue : 
Such  is  the  tint,  when  ev'ning  gleams. 

Purpling  the  pendant  dew. 

Such  are  the  ruddy  streaks  of  light, 

That  in  the  north  arise. 
Shoot  their  full  crimson  o'er  the  night, 

And  glow  across  the  skies. 

Go,  view  my  rose  what  time  the  day 

The  silent  dawn  receives ; 
What  pearls  dart  back  the  kindling  ray, 

Quick  trickling  o'er  its  leaves. 

Its  leaves  a  tender  freshness  breathe, 

Soft  steamy  scent  aspires; 
And,  flushed,  the  silvery  show'r  beneath, 

Glance  forth'  the  rubied  fires. 
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Go,  view  my  rose^  what  time  the  iioom 

Pours  forth  its  radiant  calm ; 
Wide  on  the  panting  air  is  strewn. 

My  rose's  fragrant  balm. 

The  fervid  ssephyrs  faintly  die, 
.    Scarce  tremblii^  through  the  bow'r; 
While,  languidly,  yon  butterfly 
Droops  on  my  favorite  flower : 

Slowly  each  silken  van  expands, 

Gemm'd  with  the  tinted  light ; 
Nqw  spread,  now  closed,  he  wavering  stands^- 

Then  fluttering,  wings  his  flight. 

Go,  view  my  rose,  what  time  the  shades 
Of  fiv^ning  wide  prevail,  > 

How  far  it's  breath  perfumes  the  glades 
On  each  reviving  gale. 

Bright  o'er  its  low  inclining  head, 

A  livelier  blush  is  seen ; 
It's  mossy  tendrils  curving  spread, 

A  bow'r  of  humid  green. 

And  then  the  bee  hums  fondly  near^ 

And  doth  each  note  prolong; 
As  if  my  rose  could,  conscious^  hear 

The  soothing  of  his  song. 

Then  do  not  pluck  my  lovely  rose  I 

(Amelia  sweetly  cries) 
Pluck'd — mom,  nor  noon,  nor  eve  it  knows,- 

But  withers,  fittdcs,  and  dies. 

Then  do  not-— do  not  pluck  my  flow'r, 
Mprn,  noon,  and  evening  priz'd ; 

Pluck'd — it  would  die  in  oqe  short  hour. 
Be  trod  on  and  desjiis'dt 


im 


SONG. 


What  painter's  happy  art  can  tra€« 

The  varying  magic  of  thy  fece  f 
Now  gay  as  vernal  morn's  first  risei 
'Mid  thou&and  blooms  and  melodies^ 
Now  mild  as  Autumn's  evening  gleans 
Befiected  from  some  quiet  stream ; 
How  far  thy  charms  all  qharma  Qutshioef 
Incomparable  Lady  mine  *  ! 

I 

0  Nancy,  how  forlorn  he  lives 
Who  tastes  no  joy  that  woman  gives  f 
Can  toils  of  state  or  din  of  arms. 
Compensate  woman's  absent  charms  f 
Can  all  the  blandishments  of  pow'r 
Equal  the  sweet  domeflic  hour — 
The  hour  that  gives  thee  best  to  shine. 
Incomparable  Lady  mine ! 

When  rosy  cheek  and  and  azure  eye 
First  heav'd  my  bosom  with  a  sigh, 

1  wanton'd  'mongst  a  syren  train^ 
Whose  promis'd  transport  still  was  pain« 

♦       O  hallow'd  be  the  happy  day 

That  tore  me  from  their  wiles  away. 
And  fix'd  me  ever,  ever  thine. 
Incomparable  Lady  mine. 
Malton,  w. 

*  The  expression  of  *<  Lady  mine**  was  suggested  by  the  p** 
msal  of  Mr,  Southej's  matchless  XransUtion  of  Xaadis. 
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ODE. 


T 


b  (he  Memory  of  ike  Rev.  William  Mcum^  A^lUw 
Written  in  l7S7t  in  th^  bit  Lord  Uaatcqwrf^  Ikfwer 
Garden  at  Nuneiam. 


XT  SIR  BROaXE  BOOTSBT|  BARt« 


These  roseate  bowers,  these  sttn«*bright  gWles, 

A  poet's  ^ye  d^gnM ; 
Bade  yon  dark  paths,  through  tufled  shades. 

In  leafy  t^byrmths  wind* 
He  found  undressed  the  rustic  child, 
Of  lovely  form,  neglected,  wild. 

And  modest  robes  well-suited  gave  » 
No  art  conceals  her  genuine  face 
Her  airy  step,  her  simple  grace. 

No  pedant  rules  enslafve. 

Here  the  gay  warbler  swell]^  his  throat. 

Rejoicing  in  the  spring ; 
Tunes  to  hi$  mate  the  love-taught  note^ 

Or  woos  on  trausjient  wing. 
Here,  queen  of  Nature's  fairest  reign, 
Pleas'd  Flora  leads  her  kughipg  traiq. 

Fresh  from  the  dewy  lap  of  Mayi 
Or  wrapp'd  in  fragrant  slumber  lies. 
Or  waking,  spreads  her  golden  eyes^ 

To  drink  the  orient  ray. 
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With  all  the  pride  of  summer  crown'd^ 

This  little  Eden  slows  } 
And  Memory  o'er  Uie  hallowed  ground 

A  mellower  lustre  throws. 
Friends  who  to  weep  his  loss  remain^ 
And  youths  enamour'd  of  his  strain* 

To  Mason's  shrine  by  Fancy  led. 
Oft  in  yon  shadowy  cave  are  seen. 
Oft  pacing  slow  these  alleys  green 

With  soft  and  pensive  tfead# 

Oft  at  high  noon  the  listening  ear^ 

While  stillness  breathes  around. 
Aerial  harpings  seems  to  hear. 

Of  more  than  mortal  sound. 
When  evening  sheds  her  grateful  gloou^'. 
To  bend  upon  this  vacant  tomb. 

Sweet  Melancholy  steals  along ; 
Sighs  to  the  breeze  in  murmurs  low. 
Or  pours  a  deeper  note  of  woe. 

On  Philomel's  sad  song. 

Blest  poet  of  a  happier  age  I 

Though  mute  thy  tuneful  lay. 
Long  shall  survive  thy  sacred  page. 

Beyond  life's  little  day. 
Smote  by  rude  Time^  in  tangles  torn, 
When  these  forsaken  groves  shall  mourn. 

No  more  responsive  to  thy  praise ; 
Thy  moral  pure,  thy  lofty  strain, 
Shall  o'er  the  maddening  passions  reign, 

The  soul  to  virtue  raise* 
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AMERICA, 

AN  ODE. 
TO  THE  PEOPLE  OF  ENOIANIK  • 


lAith  «^  amc  ^faBtt\§f 
&*  wc  Zsvc  vfUK  t^c  ^ir^W7o» 

*EfMvKiMa%9y  xrtr  iniof. 

JEscnrivt* 


L 

Far  o'er  the  western  azure  main^ 

The  adverse  coast  about  to  gain^ 

Appeared  the  fatal  barks,  that  bore 
ur  hoflile  legions  to  a  kindred  shore. 

Sunk  was  the  sun,  and  dark  the  seas ; 

The  wild  waves  murmur'd  round  the  prow; 
nd  qismal  sounds  were  wafted  in  the  breeze, 
onfus'd  alarms,  and  shrieks  of  distant  woe« 

Fix'd,  as  rooted  in  the  tide, 

Each  keel  at  once  forgot  to  glide : 
ale  horror  damp'd  the  watchful  pilot^s  brow  $ 
[ushM  were  the  winds  above,  and  still'd  the  floodt 
below. 

•  Published  in  1776» 

vol.  vn.  U 
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I.  2. 

As  from  bohmd  the  stornv 
The  pale  moon  glim-mers  with  malignant  ligbtiy 

Sudden  an  aery  Form 
Glanc'd  on  their  startled  eyes,  athwart  the  Nigbt* 
The  ^RiiblMice  sad  atid  meek  it  bore 
Gf  Him,  whom  to  the  desert  shore 
Religion  led,  and  Freedom's  holy  ffame. 
*  There  Justice  pois'd  her  equal  scak,. 
Taught  savage  chiefs  her  shrine  to  hail, 
ki^  wreathed  her  bloodless  laurels  round  his  Name* 

"  Fled  are  the  Hours  of  Peace  I 
"  From.BosToK's  plain  the  flames  arise;. 
*♦  With  ruddy  Horrbr  blaze  the  western  ikies  ; 
"  Nor  yet,"  he  cries,  "  they  cease»    . 
**  I  hoar  the  Clarion's  dire  alarms, 
'*  Her  thousand  warriors  Freedom  arms : 

"  From  the  bleak  Atlantic  main 
**  To  dark  Ontario's  piny  shore; 
**  From  Georgia's  citron  groves  and  fertile  plakiy 
**  To  Ohio's  stream  I  see  their  myriads  pour*. 
"  Before  them  Conqxiest  lifts  her  spear  ^ 
^  On  the  broad  base  of  equal  laws, 
**  By  Wisdom  fix'd,  the  rising  States  appear ;. 
^  Juflice  avows,  and  heaven  averts  their  cause, 
'•^  Brighteninj5  thra'  ages  the  fair  prospect  glowS|c 
^^  Nor  long  Futurity  reveals  the  diAant  close. 

*  Tbe  moderation  and  good  faith  of  the  founder  of  Penhl^ 
TEiiia  are  yet  remembered  by  the  Indians.  They  call  hioi,  tMir 
fether  Pcnn,  and  every  dispute  of  theirs  with  that  colony  has  been 
settled  amicably,  without  bloodshed ;  which  has  been  o^ing  as 
much  to  their  respect  for  its  legisiator,,  as-  to  the  equitable  cenidBCl 
of  its4iihabitaat8». 
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"  But  Thoo>  thy  *  suppliant  Sons  v^At 

"  Who  vexest  with  injurious  war, 

**  Unnatural  mother,  hear  thy  doom  ! 
"  Devoted  Britain,  mark  thy  ills  to  come ! 

"  Enfeebled  by  corruption's  sway, 

"  The  ruin  of  a  mighty  state^ 
^ "  UnhonourM  shalt  thou  sink  to  swift  decay; 
•*  Each  art,  each  virtue,  fled  that  made  thee  great* 

"  Torn  from  its  base  thy  Column  lies, 

**  Forgotten  all  thy  vidories ; 
"  In  the  thronged  port  thy  Cross  is  seen  no  more ; 
*^  Lost  are  thy  boasted  laws^  overthrown  thy  balanc'd 
pow^r* 


n.   2. 
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To  peaceful  realms  the  sword 
In  evil  hour  the  proud  Iberiak  bore  | 
Tho'  Empires  own'd  him  Lord, 
"  And  Wealth  uncounted  swell'd  his  fatal  store* 
**  From  t  Cusco's  mournful  vale  the  cries 
''  Of  guiltless  blood  ascend  the  skies ; 

♦  "  We  ask  but  for  peace,  liberty  and  safety.*' 

Address  of  the  Congress  to  the  People  of  England* 

t  The  massacre  of  the  innocent  Peruvians,  at  the  famous  inter* 
▼iew  of  their  emperor  with  Pizarro  and  his  Spaniards,  in  the  valley 
near  Cusco,  was  quickly  foHowed  and  revenged  by  the  cruelties 
attending  the  civil  wars  in  that  country  among  the  con<|uerors« 
Pizarroy  after  sacrificing  Almagro  to  bis  ambition,  who  had  been 
Ms  friend,  and  hb  original  partner  in  the  conquest  of  Peru>  woj 
bhnself  assassinated,  at  noon,  in  his  palace,  by  the  nephew  and 
partisans  of  his  rival.    That  sordid  and  cruel  avarice  wkich  first 
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**  To  mutual  slaughter  lush  the  frantic  band  : 
"  Tlie  FatheW  crimes  their  Oflfepring  bear,. 
"  The  tardy  Vengeance  ftill  they  fear, 

"  While  bigot  Slavery  wastes  th«  destin'd  land. 

II.     3. 

**  Spirits  of  heroes  old 
"  Who  erst  your  country's  rights  afTaii'd 
**  Challenged  in  Arms;  and  now  heav'n's  guardian  shield 
"  O'er  flruggling  Freedom  hold  ;. 
"  Rescuing  her  unpolluted  shrine 
**  In  other  climes  her  sons  yc  join. 

"  Heaven  her  blazing  portal  spreads  j 
"  Shafts  of  glory  pierce  the  night ; 
**  Lo!  the  bright  van  the  *  Royal  Patriot  leads, 
**  Founder  of  laws,  and  arbiter  of  right ; 
"  Pensive  his  brow,  as  when  opprest 
**  By  Danish  pride  his  realm  he  viewM  : 
*'  Girt  with  his  peers  t  Fitzwalter  lifts  his  crest, 
**  With  X  Him,  who  ill  ftaiM  Henry^s  arms  with- 
"  stood ; 


carried  the  sword  thitlier,  turned  it  against  every  one  bj  whose 
death  the  ruffians  could  hope  for  plunder;  and  histosy .affords 
scarce  any  thhig  more  inhuman  and  perfidious  than '  what  tbe 
Spaniards  suffered  from  each  other,  except  the  mberies  thfty  had 
before  infli£ted  on  the  mild  and  helpleiss  Indians. 

*  Alfred  was  the  first  who  compiled  a  body  of  laws  for  the 
whole  kingdom.  Blackstone's  Intvodu^iim, . 

t  The  leader  of  the  barons  who  compelled  King  John  to  sign 
Magna  Charta. 

t  Simon  de  Montfbrt,  Earl  of  Leicester,  headed  th«  oppoaent^ 
ef  Henry  III. 
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"  See  Spencer's  foe,  fierce  Lancaster*  appear, 
^  And  t  Kent  too  early  slain,  and  Teessel's  I  brow 
**  severe* 

IIL  K 

^'  Frowning  from  Chalg rave's  sanguine  fields 
"  In  timely  death  his  virlae  seal'd, 
"  §  The  right  he  bled  for,  to  maintain; 
**  Hampden  in  s«n-bright  mail  augments  the  Train. 
"  Victims  of  Stuart's  bigot  pride; 
"  Nor  are  Ye  absent,  generous  pair, 
**  II  In  many  a  year  of  advei*se  fortune  tried, 
**  Leicester's  firm  son,  and  Bedford's  gentle  hiMr, 

♦  The  Earl  of  I-aricaster  was  principal  of  the  Itagu^  against  the 
Spencers,  favourites  of  Edward  II.  who  ruined  that  uofortuuate 
|)rincc,  by  alienating  the  affections  of  his  people. 

+  Edmund,  Earl  of  Kent,  was  a  young  man  of  an  amiable  cha^ 
racter  and  of  the  blood  royal.  He  joined  in  the  opposition  ta  the 
Spencers,  but  was  afterward  put  to  death  by  the  intrigues  of  the 
queen  mother  of  Edward  III.  for  endeavouring  to  removeJier  and 
Mortimer  from  the  station  they  had  usurped  and  filled  so  ill. 

I  William  Tressel,  Chief  Justice  of  England,  was  named  procu* 
rator  of  the  people,  to  resign  back  to  Edward  II.  their  fealty  at 
his  deposition,  and  to  renounce  their  allegiance  to  him. 

$  He  was  killed  in  a  skirmish  in  the  beginning  of  the  civil  wars, 
while  the  parliament's  cause  was  yet  that  of  liberty  and  the  people. 
There  seems  a  great  similarity  in  the  cases  of  Hampden  refuling 
the  payment  of  ship-money,  and  the  American  denial  of  parliamen- 
tary taxation.  The  British  parliament  seems  to  stand  nearly  in 
the  same  relation  to  America,  as  the  King  to  the  people  of  Eng- 
land ;  each  possesses  a  constitutional  supremacy,  which  inrests 
it  with  the  most  important  powers;  but  each  is  bound  to  ah., 
stain  from  invading  a  right  which  our  constitution  expressly  re- 
serves to  the  people ;  the  only  sure  defence  against  the  despotism 
«f  a  King  at  home,  or  a  nation  at  a  diiitance. 

J  I  Whoever  has  seen  the  letters  of  Algernon  Sidney,  will  easily 
mate  ttie  worth  of  that  truly  ^eat  pbaractcr,    A  modern  reader 
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<*  Join*d  in  Love,  in  Fate  ye  felt! 

^\  Still  the  just  Muse  your  fame  shall  tell 
<^  Where  Freedom  holds  on  earth  her  hallow'd  seati 
<'  And  nations  yet  unborn  the  pious  strains  repeat* 

III.  2, 

'<  Ye  too,  they  cry,  be  bold  ! 
"  Uncheck'd  by  secret  guile,  or  force  abhorred, 
**  Your  chartered  rights  viphold ; 

^*  And  dauntless  brave  the  mercenary  sword. 
"  To  heaven  Oppression  rears  her  head, 
'^  Her  scourge  the  prostrate  kingdoms  dre^d ; 

f^  But  short  her  rule,  and  fleeting  is  her  hour. 
'^  The  rod  avenging  Justice  bears, 
^*  And  when  are  past  the  appointed  years, 

<*  Smites  with  a  giant's  force,  and  quells  her  pow'r, 

III.  a. 

^*  Fast  by  the  sapphire  throne 
^*  Its  adamant  beam  the  balance  swayS, 
♦*  In  which  the  deeds  of  men  th'  Eternal  weighs  \ 
"  Thence  the  decrees  are  known 
^*  Th^t  set  the  suffering  nations  free, 
"  And  bear  to  Virtue  viftory. 

**  Cherish  deeds  by  heaven  approv'd 
**  And  virtues  equal  to  thy  doom 
<*  Thrice  happy  land  !  See  on  thy  plains  belov'4 
"  *  The  sacred  Muse  her  promis'd  se^it  assume. 

will  be  nrach  struck  with  the  following  passage  from  one  of  his  hr-' 
« ther,  the  Earl  of  Leicester.  «  it  was  not  God's  will  that  the  King 
f *  should  follow  the  advice  I  gave  him,  to  accommodate  his  di^ 
**  rences  with  the  Scots,  oTid  n§t  to  make  war,  where  tj^oihiiog  ffioi  ta 
"  be  gained  and  much  might  be  lest" 

*  However  convulsions  like  those  in  America  may  retard  the  pFQ? 
gress  of  the  arts  daring  their  coQiinuange^  they  make  a^updant  re- 
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^  As  o*er  the  main  thy  Towers  arise, 
"  Spreading  their  salutary  light ; 
^  And  bless  with  hope  the  weary'd  seaman's  eyes, 
**  Worn  with  th'  Atlantic  storm,  and  wrapt  in  night, 
"  Thy  genial  breast  shall  still  th'  Unhappy  greet, 
**  Refuge  of  injured  Worth,  and  Freedom's  last  retreat/ 


EPITAPH  ON  SOPHOCLES. 

FROk  THE  GREEK  OF  SIMMIAS  THE  THEBAN: 

Around  my  Sophocles's  grave 

Ye  sombre  leaves  of  ivy  wave. 

And  oh !  upon  his  sacred  tomb 

Ye  never-fading  roses  bloom, 

Still  may  the  close  encircling  vine 

Its  undulatmg  branches  twine. 

Still  blend  its  variegated  shade. 

To  deck  the  place  where  be  is  laid, 

Who  when  inspiring  Genius  spread 

Its  lovely  visions  o'er  his  head. 

The  Muses  and  the  Graces  sought, 

And  sang  the  raptures  which  they  taughf. 

BEV.  ft.  BLAND,' 

c«mpence,  by  forcing  the  minds  of  men  to  uncommon  exertions. 
The  strength  thus  acquired  cannot  fail  of  producing  the  noblest 
fruits,  when  the  return  of  peace  and  establishment  of  freedom  per- 
mits them  to  be  occupied  with  those  objects. 
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ANACREON  IN  BOW-STREET. 


> 


»Y   THE    AUTHOR  OP    "   MY   POCKET-BOOK* 


ti    miv    wnnirvr-'unftK'-" 


wim^mmmmmmm 


As,  rapt,  I  sweep  the  golden  lyre, 
To  I^ove  I  cry  ♦*  niy  notes  inspire, 

And  let  me  ^ing  of  Rosa  I" 
But  Thespian  wars  fill  all  my  strain, 
Tom  HA^ms  junior,  hapless  swain! 

John  Kemble,  and  Mekdoza. 

Then  if  I  tq  the  st^ge  belong, 

0  let  me  sing  the  charins  of  song. 
Of  BiLLXNGTON  and  Bhaham  ! 

In  vain  ! — again  my  wishes  fail, 

1  sing  of  pought  but  heavy  bail, 
Of  Townsi;nd  and  of  Graham. 

The  soul  of  Harmony  is  dead, 
And  vilest  Discord  reigns  instead, 

With  rioting  and  battles— ;- 
To  shrieking  owls  are  turn'd  my  doves. 
To  O.  P  ♦.  men  the  little  Loves, 

My  lyre  to  horns  and  rattles ! 

*  I  find  that  Horace  makes  particular  mention  of  th«  0*Fv 
^d  the  noise  they  made  in  Rome  : — 

'*  Opes  strepitvmque  Roma*** — On.  Lib.  xii.  89« 

My  old  friend  the  late  Mr.  Opie,  was  a  man  of  celebrity;  b«l 
lie  never  made  half  so  much  noise  in  X\ie  world  ai  soy  ooe  of  ^ 
^oroerous  relatiOQSt 
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THE  HAPPY  HOURS. 


TO 


When  I  recall  the  happy  hours 

That  you  and  I  have  pass'd  together,  ^ 

When  'neath  our  feet  love  strewM  his  fiowersi 
And  o'er  our  heads  youth  beam'd  fine  weather 

When  brightly  burn'd  that  ardent  flame. 
Of  which  there  but  remains  the  embers, 

And  you  so  tenderly  could  name 

Each  little  deed  that  love  remembers* 

When  sigh  for  sigh  you  then  could  give^ 
And  every  kiss  received  an  hundred, 

I  scarce  can  think  that  still  I  liv^. 
And  live  to  know  our  hearts  are  sunder'd.- 

For  like  a  dream  of  dear  delight. 
Of  love's  creation — fairies'  weaving. 

That  time  appears,  when  day  and  night 
Was  past  in  vowing  and  believing. 

Yet  tho'  those  hours  indeed  are  flown. 

So  ipuch  from  memory  I  recover, 
That  still  I  think  thee  all  my  own, 
*  '  Aod  fancy  I  am  still  thy  lover. 
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And  was  thy  heart  but  still  as  warm, — 
If  not  as  warm — at  least  sincerer — 

Ah  dearest  girl !  from  this  fierce  storm. 

Such  calm  would  make  thee  then  but  dearer. 

And  I'd  again  gaze  on  thy  charms. 
And  in  thy  smiles  lose  melancholy-— 

Whilst  thou  should y  in  the  husband* s  arms. 
Forget  to  trace  the  lover's  folly  ! 

p.  G. 


TO  ROSA* 

If  in  possession  passion  die, 
And  when  we  marry.  Love  deny 

His  raptures  still  to  tarry : 
If  that  soft  breast  must  cease  to  warm, 
Those  speaking  eyes  no  longer  charm, 

O I  never  let  us  marry ! 

If  I  shall  hang  not  on  thy  lip, 
Like  bees  on  roses,  when  they  sip. 

And  thence  less  honey  carry  j 
If  I  must  cease  to  think  it  bliss, 
To  breathe  my  soyl  in  every  kiss, 

O I  never  let  us  marry ! 


«• 
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STANZAS 

BY   MR.  ROBERT   BLOOMFIELD* 

A  young  Man  occasionally  calls  upon  me  who  was  horn 
J)eqf'  and  Dumb^  and  who  has  hem  educated  at  the 
Asylum  in  the  Grange  Road,  They  have  taught  him  to 
makh  Shoesy  and  to  write^  and  to  speak  a  Jew  Words^ 
and  the  last  Time  he  called  on  mcy  he  announced  his 
intended  Marriage  in  the  following  f Fords:  **  Five 
Months  J  will  getting  she  married  J' 


Oh  bow  can  the  dumb  go  a  courting, 
Or  how  can  the  maiden  approve  ? 

Tis  easy ;  while  fancy  is  sporting, 
The  eyes  speak  the  language  of  love. 

Poor  Youth !  altho'  born  without  hearing. 

Benevolence  cheers  such  as  you, 
And  teaches  the  words  most  endearing — 

"  God  bless  you,"  and  **  How  do  you  do  ?*' 

From  these  and  the  use  of  your  pen, 
Tho'  in  grammar  you're  not  over  nice, 

Jjove  can  make  out  your  where  and  your  when, 
And  supply  all  defects  in  a  trice. 

And  though  you  hear  not  the  soft  sigh 
Of  delight,  \«hen  you  press  on  her  cheek, 

That  loss  other  joys  shall  supply; 
E'en  the  turn  of  a  finger  can  speak. 

We  all  deal  in  nodding  and  winking. 
And  talk  through  a  smile  or  a  frown  ; 

But  you,  on  whatever  you're  thinking, 
41iive  a  strange  set  of  nods  of  your  own. 
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This  credit  of  nodding  we  grant  you> 

But  all  former  specimens  prove. 
That  nothing  conld  ever  enchant  you, 

Or  light  up  your  features  like  love. 

For  who  shall  describe  the  wild  glee 
That  dwelt  on  your  brow  while  you  tarried 

O'er  that  pen  which  recorded  so  free, 
"  Five  months  I  will  getting  she  married." 

Perhaps  she  will  study  your  face, 

And  read  all  your  meanings  with  ease. 

And  prove  that  affection's  pure  grace 
In  despite  of  all  language  can  please. 

The  balance  is  much  on  your  side — 

Should  she  scold,  why  who  better  can  bear  it? 

You  may  see  a  child's  mouth  open'd  wide 
When  it  cries, — but  you  never  can  hear  it. 

If  your  heart  bounds  with  pleasure,  or  bleeds, 
Should  fortune  prove  friendly  or  shy,  . 

No  oaths  in  your  book  of  misdeeds. 
Will  stare  in  your  face  when  jou  die. 

You're  right  thus  to  marry,  methinks, 

While  young,  though  the  wise  ones  have  tarried; 

For  me,  I'll  remember  your  winks. 
And,  *•  Five  months  I  will  getting  she  married.'^ 


RETALIATION. 

If  Eve  in  her  innocence  could  not  be  blam'd 
Because  going  naked  she  was  not  ashatned, 
Whoe'er  views  the  ladies,  as  ladi'es  now  dress. 
That  again  they  grow  innocent,  sure  will  confess, 
And  that  artfully  too  they  retaliate  the  evil. 
By  the  Devil  once  tempted  they  now  tempt  the  Devih 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  L  ODE  nil. 
TO      ROWLAND     HILL* 

Lydia  die  'per  amnesy  ^-c. 


By  those  locks  so  lank  and  sable 
Which  adown  thy  shoulders  hang ; 

By  thy  phiz  right  lamentable. 
And  thy  humming  nasal  twang  ; 

Rowland  Hill,  thou  queer  fanatic, 
Tell  me  why  thy  love  and  grace, 

Thus  invade  my  servant's  attic, 
To  unfit  him  for  his  place. 

For  the  new  light  ever  pining, 

Thomas  groans  and  hums  and  ha's^ 

But,  alas  !  the  light  is  shining. 
Only  through  his  lanthom  jaws. 

May-pole  pranks  and  fiddle-scrapers. 
In  his  eye.sight  change  their  hue. 

Sable  Athanasian  vapours 

Cloud  his  brain  with  devils  blue. 

From  his  fellows  far  asunder, 
Tom  enjoys  his  morning  stave  ; 

Works  are  but  a  Heathen  blunder^ 
Faith  alone  has  power  to  save* 


sen 

From  young  Hal  the  tavern-waiter, 
Oft  the  boxing  prize  he'd  carry  f 

Now  the  pious  gladiator 
Only  wrestles  with  M  Harrt. 

Potent  once  at  quoits  and  cricket, 
Head  erect  and  heart  elate ; 

Kow  alas  !  he  heeds  no  wicket^ 
Save  John  BunyarCs  wicket-gate* 

As  some  clown,  to  shun  the  battle. 
Maims  himself  and  courts  diseas«^ 

So  by  Wates  tUtle-tattk, 
Tom  expects  to  live  at  ease. 

But  if  such  his  pious  rage  is, 
Let  it  be  its  own  reward— 

rU  no  longer  pay  his  wages. 
Me  he  serves  not,  but  the  Lord  ! 


n^ 


EPIGRAM. 

ON  SEEING  VENONI,  OR  THE  NOVICE  OF  ST.  MARK'S- 

'     Tis  madness  all !  here  Monk  and  Nun, 
In  sad  confusion  jostle, 
The  play  is  christen'd  too,  for  fun, 
After  the  wrong  Apostle* 

Dear  Lewis,  list  to  my  remarks, 

Correct  the  press,  adzooks ! 
And  for  the  Novice  of  St.  Mark's, 

Read — Novice  of  St.  Lukb's  ! 


SOS 


THE  FAVOURITE  BLACKBIRD 

OF  CABIN-HILU 
TOM.  M. 

•  BY    DR.  DRENKAlf. 


The  Hermit  Bird,  with  yellow  bill. 

And  plumes  of  darkest  hue; 
In  the  lov'd  haunt  of  Cabin-Hill, 

Prepares  his  note  for  You* 

Sweet  note  !  that  link'd  to  Nature's  charms. 

The  Heart  to  Nature  draws  ; 
Suspended  the  vain  world's  alarms 

In  its  melodious  pause  ! 

**  I  court  the  silence  of  retreat, 

"  Conceal'd  in  thickest  wood  ; 
"  More  strongly  love,  and  sing  more  sweet, 

"  From  sense  of  solitude. 

'^  Across  the  garden  walk  I  spring 

"  So  social,  yet  so  shy, 
•*  And  the  quick  shud^ler  of  the  wii 

"  Now  tells  my  inward  joy. 


wing 

**  My  welcome  to  the  dawning  light 

"  Shall  soon  be  heard  by  thee; 
**  And  at  the  fall  of  dewy  night, 
^ly  Hymn  to  Liberty. 
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**  O  for  one  buret  of  noble  rage 

"  Which  tyrants  might  appal, 
**  That  Birds  and  Men  could  break  their  cage, 

"  And  live  at  Nature's  call ! 

**  The  prison'd  man,  the  prison'd  note, 

"  In  sad  eflfect  combined  : 
'*  All  tuneless  grows  the  vocal  throat, 

*'  And  music  of  the  mind. 

**  But  wood-notes  wild  I  careless  fling, 

'^  Attach  the  virtuous  ear ; 
"  They  harbinger  the  warmth  of  spring, 

"  They  wake  the  torpid  year. 

**  On  them  the  pensive  pleasures  hang, 

"  When  other  songsters  close  ; 
"  And  e'en  o'er  Mem'ry's  sharpest  pang, 

"  A  soft  oblivion  throws. 

"  Departed  worth  shall  mix  and  blend 

"  With  every  tender  tone, 
*•  And  scenes  that  call  the  buried  friend 

"  Shall  seem  again  his  own. 

"  Thy  ev'ning  life,  of  widow'd  hue, 

"  May  still  be  fancy  blest! 
"  Return !  'tis  time  to  build  anew 

"  Our  long  abandoned  nest." 


r-9mmm0f 


EPIGRAM. 

Some  kisses,  dear  Nymph  like  the  lightning  are  fleets 

They  just  touch  the  lips  and  depart! 
But  thine,  O  my  Chloe,  like  nectar  are  sweet, 

And  they  go  from  the  lips  to  the  heart. 

DAMOK. 
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DIRGE 

'ritten  im  1804,  on  walking  over  the  graves  of  the  crew 
of  the  Royal  George^  who  werp  cast  ashore  in  1782, 
and  hurkd  on  the  Strand  near  Kyde^  in  the  Isle  of 
Wight. 

BY   EYLEB  IRWiy,   ESQ. 


To  those  who  fall  in  manhood's  prime ; 

Who  danger's  path  undaunted  brave ; 
Who  form  no  estimate  of  time. 

But  as  it  leads  to  glory^s  grave  : 

To  thos<i,  so  lov'd,  so  justly  priz'dy 

Whose  fate  enlarged  their  country^s  debt; 

Be  no  memorial  frail  devis'd, 

Whose  claims  no  Briton  can  forget ! 

But  far  removed  their  adverse  lot. 
Unknown,  beneath  tliis  sod  who  sleep ; 

No  funeral  rile,  no  hallowed  spot, 
Ii^urn'd  the  victims  of  the  Deep. 

In  safety's  lap  on  Albion's  coast. 
By  careless  confidence  bet  ray 'd, 

Down  sudden  sunk  our  Navy's  boast, 
And  crowds  the  fatal  call  obey'd  ! 

And  of  this  multitude  tho'  few. 

Like  Kempenfeldt,  to  fame  were  known ; 
Tho'  pale  oblivion  veil  the  crew, 

And  wandering  shades  demand  a  stone ; 

VOL.   Vll.  X 
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Perhaps  tliit  mouldering  dust  contained 
Some  spirits,  tow'riug  o'er  their  doom ; 

^ith  HowEy  w)iose  arm  (lad  laure)s  gain'dt^ 
Qt  plucH'd  a  thread  from  Nelson's  loopi!-^ 

But  stern  adyersity  is^as  nigh*^ 

In  peace  they  dropt,  yiritho^t  a  blow ; 

With  not  a  friend  to  close  the  eye. 
Or  cheers—to  m^rk  the  flying  foe  1 

yet  for  the  brave,  who  here  repose, 
The  stranger's  tear  shall  never  fail ; 

Lone  Philomel  'till  midnight's  close, 
In  sad  notes  ^plaips  their  tragic  tale* 

The  passing  bark  a  look  shall  send^ 

Her  comrade's  destiny  to  ask ; 
Qr  o'ef  the  turf  the  poet  bend, 

And  ply^  with  sighs,  his  patriot  task* 

To  these,  tho'  low,  shall  naval  fame 

And  naval  wonders  be  allied ; 
While  Albion's  colours  homage  claim, 

And  f^oaT8MoyT|{  crowns  the  Sols)^^^  *  tide  I 


EPIGRAM  ON  AN  EPIGRAM, 

f EOM   THE  SPAKISI^    OF   DQK   JITAN    P^  TRXARfB. 

T^E  qualities  all  in  a  bee  that  we  meetf 

\n  an  epigram  never  should  fail ; 
The  body  should  filways  be  little  and  sweet, 

And  a  sting  should  be  f^lt  in  its  tail. 

f  The  ancient  name  of  the  atrait  that  divide#  the  main  hfti 
£rom  the  Isle  of  Wight. 
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epilogue; 

TO  THE  MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 

SPOKEN  BY  FALSTAFP.   1761. 
BY  F.  V.  C.  MUNDT,  ESQ. 


Zounds,  what  a  fnry  has  this  Ford  heen  in. 
As  if  poor  harmless  cuckoldom  were  sin ! 
Why  d — n  the  beetle-headed,  flap-ear'd  knave. 
The  whorson  sure  has  ne'er  a  soul  to  save, 
Or  thanks,  instead  of  blows,  might  have  been  given. 
To  one  who  would  have  help'd  the  wretch  to  heaven, 
When  rain  and  sunshine  should  conspire  together. 
To  call  the  beastly  herd  of  Cuckolds  thither. 

This  feeling  payment,  sirs,  was  something  rude, 

I  do  not  like  such  marks  of  gratitude* 

When  o'er  my  suffering  sides  the  cudgel  fell, 

How  did  my  manly  spirit  within  rebel ! 

I  scarce  could  hold,-— methought  my  heart  would  break ; 

But  then  the  lady's  honor  was  at  stake. 

Zounds,  could  he  think  among  us  bucks  and  bloods. 

Alone  to  enjoy  so  tight  a  piece  of  goods  ? 

His  wife's  a  woman — and  a  woman's  frail ; 

And  sure  a  man  like  me  might  well  prevail. 

While  she  admires  my  limbs  and  portly  waist, 

The  rogue  should  love  her  better  for  her  taste. 

But  flesh  and  blood !  what  washy  wights  are  here ; 

Are  these  the  sons  of  English  beef  and  beer  i 

x2 
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Then  ferewell  CnckoMoin,  thy  reigi^  must  cease* 

Thou  canst  not  thrive  amongst  such  shades  as  these* 

These  sentimental  Slskders  of  this  age. 

Who  whiue,  and  sigh,  O  troeet  Ann,  nc^tet  Akv  Ffoxl 

'Pore  Gody  I  think  Til  have  myself  o.  wife. 

And  square  n^y  manners  to  this  modern  life. 

For  shame,  leave  off  your  teas,  adhere  to  sack ; 

And  for  your  morals— copy  honest  Jack. 

In  love  be  bold,  laconick,  blunt,  and  bluff; 

**  A  Captain,  Madam, — Dam'me !"  that's  enough.^ 

Husbands  are  better  taught  than  to  intrude ; 

But  if  the  pimping  wittol  shoi^ld  be  rude, 

Revenge  the  base  affront ;  draw  forth  3'our  swor(], 

Ax^d  run  (hp  rascal  through — as  I  shall  Fo|i|>. 


STANZAS- 


No  longer  by  those  looks  transported, 
Unyielding  that  I  coi^ld  disdain. 

Though  by  a  thousand  graces  cpurted. 
Woman !  thy  soul-enslaving  reign  ! 

But  woe  is  me,  who  merely  glancing 
O'er  half  the  charms  the  sex  display, 

Their  charms  at  once  my  heart  entrancing^ 
I  sigh — and  give  that  heart  away. 

How  often  do  I  vow  for  ever 
No  female  excellence  to  know  ; 

JIpw  often  !  but  I  fear,  I  never. 
Sweet  Woman !  can  thy  sweets  forego ! 
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LENORA. 

A   BALLAD   VROM   BVEGBA^ 


At  break  of  day,  with  ftightful  dreams 

Leuora  struggled  sore ; 
My  William,  art  thou  slaine,  say'd  she^ 

Or  dost  thou  love  no  nlore  ? 

He  went  abroade  with  Richard's  hoft^ 

The  Paynim  foes  to  quell ; 
But  he  no  word  to  her  had  writt^ 

An  he  were  sick  or  well. 

With  sownc  of  trump  and  beat  of  dninl> 

His  fellow  soldyers  come ; 
Their  helmes  bydeckt  with  oaken  bought. 

They  seeke  their  long'd-^for  home. 

And  ev'ry  roade,  and  ev^ry  lane, 

Was  full  of  old  and  young. 
To  gaze  at  the  rejoicing  band, 

To  hail  with  gladsome  toung. 

^^  Thank  God  V^  their  wives  and  childreti  saide, 
**  Welcome !"  the  brides  did  saye ; 

But  greete  or  kiss  Lenora  gave 
To  none  upon  that  daye. 

She  askte  of  all  the  passing  tr^ne 

For  him  she  wisht  to  see ; 
But  none  of  all  the  passing  traine 

Could  telLif  iiv^  bee. 
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And  when  the  sol  dyers  all  were  bye. 

She  tore  her  raven  haire, 
And  cast  herself  upon  the  growne 

In  furious  dcspairc. 

Her  mother  ran  and  lyfte  her  up, 

And  clasped  in  her  arme, 
'^  My  child,  my  child,  what  dost  thou  aiU 

God  shield  thy  life  from  harm  T 

^  O  mother,  mother  I  William's  gone  I 

What's  all  besyde  to  me  ? 
There  is  no  mercye,  sure,  above ! 

All>  all  were  spared  but  hee  !** 

"  Kneel  downe,  thy  paternoster  saye, 
'Twill  calm  thy  troubled  spright : 

The  Lord  is  wyse,  the  Lord  is  good  ; 
What  hce  hath  done  is  right." 

♦'  O  mother  !  mother  !   say  not  so  ; 

Most  cruel  is  my  fate : 
I  prayde,  and  prayde  >  but  watte  avayl'd  I 

'Tis  now,  alas  !  too  late," 

"  Our  Heavenly  Father,  if  we  praye. 

Will  help  a  suff'ring  childe : 
Go  take  the  holy  sacrament: 

So  shall  thy  grief  grow  milde.* 

**  O  mother  what  I  feel  within^ 

No  sacrament  can  staye ; 
No  sacrament  can  teche  the  dead 

To  bear  the  sight  of  daye." 

^  May  be,  among  the  heathen  folk 

Thy  William  false  doth  prove. 
And  puts  away  his  faith  and  trolb^ 

And  takes  another  love. 
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^  Then  wherefore  sorrow  for  his  loisslf 

Thy  moans  are  all  in  vain : 
And  when  his  soul  and  body  parte. 

His  falsehode  brings  him  pttiue.** 

**  O  mother^  mother !  gone  is  gone; 

My  hope  is  all  forlome ; 
The  grave  mie  onlye  safeguarde  is--^ 

Of  had  I  ne'er  been  borne ! 

**  Go  out^  go  out,  my  lampe  of  life  ; 

In  grislie  darkness  die : 
There  is  no  mercye,  sure^  above ! 

For  ever  let  me  lie/' 

"  Almighty  God !  O  do  not  judge 

My  poor  unhappy  childe ; 
She  knows  nut  what  her  lips  pronouncfei^ 

Her  anguish  makes  her  wilde.' 

"  My  girl^  forget  thine  earthly  woe^ 
And  think  on  God  and  bliss ; 

For  so,  at  least,  shall  not  itiy  soule 
Its  heavenly  bridegroom  miss/' 

•*  O  mother,  mother  \  what  is  blisse^ 

And  what  the  fiendis'  celle  ? 

With  him  'tis  heaven  any  where. 

Without  my  William,  belle, 

"  Go  out,  go  out,  my  lamp  of  life; 

In  endless  darkness  die : 
Without  him  I  must  loathe  the  earth. 

Without  him  scorne  the  skye/' 

And  so  despaire  did  rave  and  fage 

Athwarte  her  boiling  veins ; 
Against  the  Providence  of  God 

She  hurlde  her  impious  strains* 
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,She  bet  her  breaste,  and  wrung  h^f  hands, 

And  roll'd  her  tearlesse  eye. 
From  rise  of  morne,  till  the  pale  stars 

Again  did  freek«  the  skye* 

When  harke !  abroade  she  hearde  the  trampe 

Ot  nimble-hoofed  steed ; 
She  hearde  a  knight  with  clank  alighte. 

And  climb  the  staire  in  speede. 

And  soon  she  herde  a  tinkling  hande. 

That  twirled  at  the  pin  ; 
And  thro'  her  door,  that  open'd  not. 

These  words  were  breathed  in. 

"  What !  what  ho  I  thy  dore  undoe  ; 

Art  watching  or  asleepe  ? 
My  love,  dost  yet  remember  mee, 

And  dost  thou  laugh  or  weep  ?' 

**  Ah  !  William  here  so  late  at  night ! 

Oh !  I  have  watchte  and  wak*d  : 
Whence  dost  thou  come  f  For  thy  return 

My  herte  has  sorely  ak'd." 

"  At  midnight  only  we  may  ride; 

I  come  o'er  land  and  sea : 
I  mounted  late,  but  soone  I  go  ; 

Aryse,  and  come  with  me. 

"  O  William,  enter  first  my  bowre, 

And  give  me  one  embrace : 
The  blasts  athwarte  the  hawthorne  hiss  ; 

Awayte  a  little  space.'' 

**  Tho'  blasts  athwarte  the  hawthorn^  hiss, 

I  may  not  harboure  here ; 
My  sDurre  is  sharpe,  my  courser  pawes^ 

My  hour  of  flight  is  nere. 
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"All  as  thoulyest  upon  Ay  couch, 

Aryse,  and  mount  behi.nde; 
To-night  we'le  ride  a  thousand  mHes, 

The  bridal  bed  to  finde." 

^'  How,  ride  to-night  a  thousand  miles  f 

Thy  love  thou  dost  bemocke : 
Elcveof  is  the  stroke  that  still 

Rings  on  within  the  clocke.'^ 

*'  Looke  up ;  the  moone  is  brightj  and  we 

Outstride  the  earthlie  men  : 
ni  take  thee  to  the  bridal  bed. 

And  night  shall  end  but  then.'' 

"  And  where  is,  then,  thy  house  and  home ; 

And  where  thy  bridal  bed  ?" 
**  'Tis  narrow,  silent,  chilly,  dark ; 
.    Far  hence  I  rest  my  head," 

"  And  is  there  any  roome  for  raee. 

Wherein  that  I  may  creepe }" 
•*  There's  room  enough  for  thee  and  mee, 

Wherein  Uiat  we  may  sleepe/' 

**  All  as  thou  ly'st  upon  thy  couch, 

Aryse,  no  longer  stop ; 
The  wedding  guests  thy  coming  waite, 

The  chamber  door  is  ope.** 

All  in  her  sarke,  as  there  she  lay. 

Upon  his  horse  she  sprung ; 
And  with  her  lilly  hands  so  pale 

About  her  William  clung. 

And  hurry-scurry  forth  they  goe. 

Unheeding  wet  or  drye ; 
And  horse  and  rider  snort  aiid  blowe, 

And  sparkling  pebbles  flye. 


How  swift  the  flood,  the  mead,  the  wood^ 

Aright,  aleft,  are  gone  ! 
The  bridges  thunder  as  they  pass. 

But  earth  lie  sowne  is  none. 

Tramp,  tramp,  across  the  land  they  speed ; 

Splash,  Splash,  across  the  sec  : 
^^  Hurrah  !  the  dead  can  ride  apace ; 

Dost  feare  to  ride  with  mee? 

**  The  moone  is  bryghte,  and  blue  the  nyghte ; 

Dost  quake  the  blast  to  stem  ? 
Dost  shudder,  mayde,  to  seeke  the  dead  t^ 

**  No,  no,  but  what  of  them  V 

How  glumlie  sownes  yon  dirgye  song ! 

Night  ravens  flappe  the  wing, 
^hat  knell  doth  slowlie  toll  ding  dong  f 

The  Psalmes  of  death  who  sing  ? 

It  creeps,  the  swarthie  funeral  traine. 

The  corse  is  onn  the  bcere ; 
Like  croke  of  todcs  from  lonely  moores, 

The  chaunt  doth  meet  the  eere. 

*^  Go,  bear  her  corse  when  midnight's  past, 
>Vith  song,  and  tear,  and  wayle ; 

I  ve  gott  my  wife,  I  take  her  home. 
My  howre  of  wedlocke  hayL 

^*  Lead  forth,  O  clarke,  the  chaunting  quire, 

To  swell  our  nuptial  song : 
Come,  preaste,  and  reade  the  blessing  soone ; 

For  bed,  for  bed  we  long," 

They  heede  his  calle,  and  husht  tlie  sowne ; 

The  biere  was  seene  no  more ; 
And  foUowde  him  ore  feeld  and  flood 

Yet  faster  than  before. 
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♦•  Halloo !  halloo !  away  they  goe. 

Unheeding  wet  or  drye ; 
And  horse  and  rider  snort  and  blowe. 

And  sparkling  pebbles  flye. 

How  swifte  the  hill,  how  swifte  the  dale. 

Aright,  alefty  are  gone ! 
By  hedge  and  tree,  by  thorp  and  towne. 

They  gallop,  gallop  on. 

Tramp,  tramp,  across  the  land  they  speede ; 

Splash,  splash,  acrosse  the  see ; 
*^  Hurrah  !  the  dead  can  ride  apace ; 

Dost  fear  to  ride  with  roe  } 

"  Look  up,  look  up,  an  airy  crewe 

In  roundel  daunces  reele : 
The  rooone  is  brighte,  and  blue  the  nyghte, 

Mayst  diralie  seen  them  wheele. 

"  Come  to,  come  to,  ye  gostlie  crew. 

Come  to,  and  follow  mee. 
And  daunce  for  us  the  wedding  daunce, 

When  we  in  bed  shall  be." 

And  brush,  brush,  brush  the  gostlie  crew 
Come  wheeling  ore  their  heads. 

All  rustling  like  the  withered  leaves 
That  wyde  the  wirlwind  spreads. 

}Ialloo  !  Halloo!  away  they  goo. 

Unheeding  wet  or  drye ; 
And  horse  and  rider  snort  and  blowe^ 

And  sparkling  pebbles  flye. 

And  all  that  in  the  moonshyne  lay, 

Behynde  them  fled  afar ; 
And  backward  scudded  oTerhea4 

The  skye  and  every  star. 
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Tramp,  tramp,  across  the  land  they  speede  $ 

Splash,  splash,  across  the  see : 
**  Hurrah !  the  dead  can  ride  apace ; 

Dost  fear  to  ride  with  me  F 

^  I  weene  the  cock  prepares  to  crowe  ; 

The  sand  will  soon  be  runne  i 
I  snuff  the  earlye  morning  aire ; 

Downe,  downe !  our  work  is  done*  * 

**  The  dead,  the  dead  can  ryde  apace ; 

Oure  wed-bed  here  is  fit : 
Our  race  is  ridde,  oure  journey  ore^ 

Our  endless  union  knit." 

And  lo !  an  yren-grated  grate 

Soon  biggens  to  their  viewe  : 
He  crackte  his  whyppe ;  the  clangynge  boltes^ 

The  doores  asunder  fiewe. 

They  pass,  and  'twas  on  graves  they  trode ; 

"  'Tis  hither  we  are  bounde :" 
Apd  many  a  tombstone  gustlie  white 

Lay  inn  the  moonshyne  round. 

And  when  bee  from  his  steede  alytte. 

His  armour,  black  as  cinder. 
Did  moulder,  moulder  all  awaye. 

As  were  it  made  of  tinder. 

His  head  became  a  naked  skull ; 

Nor  haire  nor  eyne  had  hee^ 
His  body  grew  a  skeleton, 

Whilome  so  blythe  of  blee* 

And  att  his  dry  and  honey  heele 

No  spur  was  left  to  be ; . 
And  inn  his  withe rde  hand  you  might 

The  scythe  and  hour-glasse  see. 
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And  lo !  his  steode  did  thin  to  smoki^ 

And  eharnei  fires  outbreathe ; 
And  pal'd,  and  bleach'd,  then  vanish'd  quitt 

The  niayde  from  undenieathe. 

And  hollow  howlings  rung  in  aire, 

^nd  shrekes  from  vaults  arose ; 
Then  knew  the  may^e  she  mighte  no  more 

Her  living  eyes  unclose. 

But  onwarde  to  the  judgment  seat, 
^Thro'  myste  and  moonlight  dreare. 

The  gostlie  crcwe,  their  flyghte  persewe. 
And  hoUowe  inn  her  eare  :-— 

**  Be  patient,  tho'  thyne  herte  should  breke» 

Arrayne  not  Heven's  decree ; 
Thou  nowe  art  of  thie  bodie  refte, 

Tbie  soule  forgiven  bee !" 


PROFILES,  OR  THE  WARNING. 

Off  a  Ladjf,  who  with  the  Quickness  of  a  Guillotine^  took 
tff  coerjf  one's  Head  in  shade* 

Let  her  abode  your  soul  appal. 
For  no  one  there  is  safe  a  minute— 

You'll  lose  your  head^  but  that's  not  all, 
For  were  that  all,  there's  nothing  initf 

No,  shun  the  spot  of  flatt'ring  art. 

Where  nature  too  conspire)  to  bind  you. 

Or  you  will  find.  When  you  depart^ 

You've  left  both  head  and  heart  behind  you ! 

Ha.  PU  B018. 
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TO  A  REUGIOUS  LADY 

On  being  reproved  by  her  for  paying  AttaUion  to  CeUa  d 

Church, 

BT    R.   FENTON,    ESQ* 


-  Guiltless  I  gaz'd< 


»f 


Fors. 

And  must  each  sense  its  use  forego. 
The  chastest  glance  not  be  forgiven  ? 

And  are  those  rules  your  sect  allow, 
Severely -rigid,  taught  by  Heaven  ? 

from  drinking  in  the  orient  light 
The  eye  of  health  as  well  restrain  ; 

Or  check  the  captive's  wild  delight, 

When  Freedom  hastes  to  burst  his  chain* 

And  is  it  in  the  book  of  life, 

The  temperate  use  of  bliss  to  awe  ? 

And  can  religion  be  at  strife. 

With  reason,  and  with  nature's  law  f 

Let  nature's  book  my  care  engage, 
There  in  each  line  a  God  we  trace: 

And  where  unfolds  a  fairer  page, 
Thau  that  disclosed  in  Celia's  face? 

Heaven  cast  such  forms  in  angel-mould, 
To  charm  the  eye  and  teach  us  love ; 

That  in  the  work  we  might  behold 
An  image  of  the  blest  above* 
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Pevotion  is  but  love  refined : , 
Heaven  gives  us  sanction  to  admire  | 

Can  low  a^ections  touch  the  mind 
That  kiodles  with  seraphic  fire  t 


CATULLUS'S  RFTURN  HOME  TO  HIS  £STAT£ 
AT  SIRMIO,  IMITATED  •. 

O  BEST  of  all  the  scattered  lands,  that  break 
From  spreading  sea  or  hill  retiring  lake, 
How  happy  do  I  drop  within  thy  breast! 
With  what  a  sigh  of  full  contented  rest ! 
Scarce  trusting,  that  my  vagrant  toil  is  o'er, 
And  that  these  eyes  behold  thee  safe  once  more! 
Is  adght  so  blest  as  such  a  loose  from  care, 
When  the  soul's  load  rests  with  us  in  the  chair; 
When  we  return  from  pilgrimage,  and  spread 
The  loosen'd  limbs  o'er  all  the  well-known  bed  ! 
This  of  itself  repays  the  grinding  toil. 
And  gives  to  failing  knees  the  fresh'ning  oil. 
Hail,  lovely  Sirmio;  meet  thy  master's  smiles. 
And  laugh,  thou  sparkling  lake,  thro'  all  thine  isles  I 
Ijaugh,  ev'ry  social  spot ;  your  master's  come  ! 
I^augh,  ev'ry  dirpple  on  the  cheek  of  home ! 

LEIGH    HUNT,   ESQ. 

*  From  Pitman's  Excerpta  €9  Vvriii  Bmumii  Ppetii  fui  fif 
Seholit  ratios  leguntur* 
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TO 


A  SPINSTER  IN  HER  FIFTIETH  YEAR. 


That  charming  face  I  love  to  view. 
It  emulates  the  cowslip's  hue: 
Thy  neck,  thy  hands,  thy  arms,  disclose, 
The  colour  of  the  Sharon  rose. 

Thy  lips  the  swarthy  Ethiop's  shame, 
(Their  dear  delightfuiyoi'wi  the  same ;) 
But,  oh !  a  deeper  dye  they  boast, 
lii  mourning  for  the  teeth  thou'st  lost. 

Thy  chin,  firm  guardian  of  thy  mouth, 
Dame  Nature  stinted  in  its  growth ; 
It  yet  a  thousand  arrows  bears, 
Transform'd  to  bright  and  golden  hairs. 

In  coral  tint  thy  eyelids  glow, 
And  weep  the  setting  suns  below. 
Yet  still  the  tear  of  sorrow  stops, 
And  stands  congeaFd  in  amber  drops. 

Fly  shepherds,  or  your  hour  is  come ; 
If  fails  her  face  to  seal  your  doom. 
Like  ambush'd  focs>,  hrr  potent  breath 
InBicts  inevitable  death. 


S21 


tHE  MEDICAL  COURTSHm 

jdidressid  to  I)octor  RemaruSf  on  hk  taking  his  Doctot^s 

degree  at  Leyden.    VJfbf. 

BY   THB   LATE  DB«  DARWIN. 


In  manhood's  dawn,  when  first  soft  hairs  begin 
To  yield  a  timorous  umbrage  to  the  chin ; 
Reiraarus  prayed,  Ye  powers  celestial  hear. 
Send  me  a  wife,  and  bless  the  loving  pair. 

Her  favourite  youth  the  blue-ey'd  goddess  spjr'd^ 
"  Father  of  gods  and  men.  Oh  Jove  !  (she  cry'd) 
"  Grant  me  unerring  wisdom  to  employ,  ^ 

**  And  chuse  a  danlsel  for  my  favourite  boy.* 

The  godhead  nods — and  at  her  wing'd  command 
Before  the  youth  thre^  sistei*- beauties  stand, 
£^ch  with  soft  words  his  tender  bosom  warras^ 
And  hand  in  hand  display  their  rival  charms. 

First  gentle  Botany  the  swain  addressed, 
One  early  rose-bud  blush'd  upon  her  breast. 
She  bade  the  Spring  for  him  her  sweets  unfold, 
Green'd  the  young  herb,  and  dip'd  the  flower  in  gold. 

Next  pensive 'C^emia  lifts  the  n^agic  wand. 
And  changing  forms  obey  her  waving  hand ; 
Metallic^  trees  advance  their  silver  sterns^  '    . 

Bud  into  gold,  and  blossom  into  gems. 

VOL.   Vll.^  Y 


jLast  young  Jnafome  steps  forth,  and  throws^ 
The  clouds  of  superstition  from  her  brows,  .     .. 
Harmless  sde' smiles  upon  the  crih^soh  knife, 
Untwists  each  nerve,  and  treads  the  walks  of  life. 

Re  view'd,  he  sigh'd,  alternate  passiotis  bum; 
Each  courts  and  each  is  courted  in  ber  turn. 
*'  These  are  ray  handmaids/' health-robed  itfeclicMeerieSf 
And  steps  all-radiaat  from  the  beading  ikies. 

Grace  sat  upon  Her  cheek,  and'  o*er  hep  head 
Immortal  youth  his  blooming  honours  spread ; 
Science  for  her  hisr  treasured  ores  improves. 
And  age  and  terture  bless  her  as  she'  mo¥Cfs« 

The  youth  advanc'd,  and  first  her  hanti  Ke  pressMv 
Then  clasp'd  the  goddess  to  his  panting  breast  p— 
**  O  take  your  spouse,  *' — she  heard  his  soft  commatt.^*^ 
And  wreathed  her  serpent  to  their  wedded  haodst 


EPIGRAM. 


**  V  iLE  Critic,**  exclaim' d  a  poor  autfior  in  pique,- 
"  In  reviewing  ray  work,  why  abuse  it  ? 

You've  injur'd  my  fame  by  your  cnrsed  critiqoei 
For  nobody  now  will  peruse  it." 

Quoth  the  Critic,  "  I'm  glad  to  hear  that,  for  my  ai 

Was  to  save  not  destroy  reputation, 
^nd  1  could  not  more  certainly  ruin  your  fJEimei 

Than  by  giving  your  work  circulation* 
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ZEMBO  AND  NILA^ 

AN  AfRICAN  TALE. 


Wheub  the  beauteous  Niger  roll'd 
Through  the  land  of  slaves  and  goldi 
On  the  brink  a  tyger  lay» 
Slumbering  through  the  sultry  day ; 
Stately  palms  their  branches  spread^ 
Cool  and  verdant  o'er  his  head; 
Deeply  murmuring  in  his  ear. 
Rippling  ran  the  river  clear ; 
While  the  sun,  in  noon  of  light. 
Like  an  eagle  in  his  flight. 
Borne  upon  the  wings  of  time, 
Tower'd  in  majesty  sublime. 
Earth  and  odean,  air  and  sky, 
Basking  in  his  boundless  eye. 

Soft  as  desert  fountains  floW| 
Sweet  as  ocean-breezes  blow^ 
Came  a  lonely  negro  maid. 
Where  the  sleeping  brute  was  laid : 
O  what  wild  enchanting  grace. 
Sparkled  o'er  her  dimpled  face, 
While  the  moonlight  of  her  eyes, 
Glowed  and  glanced  with  fond  surprise ; 
Bright  thro'  shadow  beamM  her  lips. 
She  was  beauty  in  eclipse, 
Sportive,  innocent,  and  gay, 
All  in  nature's  disarray, 
Unashamed  as  infancy, 
Diancing  on  the  fathers  knee ; 
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Fearless  as  the  babe  at  rest^ 
Pillow'd  on  tbe  mother's  breast;' 
Rut  to  crown  her  conquering  charms^ 
Pearly  bracelets  twined  her  arms. 
Brilliant  plumes  her  temples  graced, 
FloVry  foliage  wreatfi'd  her  waist ; 
The  startled  nymph,  with  silent  awe; 
The  lovely  dreadful  monster  saw, 
Mark'd  the  sleek  enamel rd  pride 
Of  his  vai^iegated  hide, 
Marbled  o'er  with  glossy  dyes, 
Like  the  peacock's  spangled  eyes : 
Gently  heav'd  the  spotty  chest 
Of  his  broad  tremendous  breast ; 
Slumber  smoothed  his  hideous  features,- 
Closed  his  eyes,  terrific  meteors, 
Hushed  the  thunder  of  his  jaws, 
SheathM  the  lightning  of  his  claws; 
Ilannless,  beautiful,  and  mild, 
Seem'd  the  savage  grim  and  wild. 

Nila's  bosom  o'er  the  sight 
SwellM  from  wonder  to  delight ; 
On  the  mossy  bank  reclining. 
In  her  hands  a  garland  twining. 
Unaware  of  danger  nigh. 
All  her  soul  was  in  her  eye, 
Till  her  tongue  the  silence  brake. 
And,  transported,  thtks  she  spake  :■ 
*«  Lovely  straiiger !  void  of  fear, 
"  Innocently  slumbering  here, 
**  Rest,  secure  in  thy  repose, 
"  From  the  rage  of  prowling  foes  y 
"  Never  wanderer  was  betrayal 
"  In  this  hosphable  shade  ; 
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^  Calm  refreshing  dreams  attend  theel 
^'  And  the  mighty  gods  defend  thee ! 
**  From  the  lion's  ravening  jaws ; 
'^  From  the  dread  fayseua's  paws ; 
^*  From  the  subtle  panther's  wiles, 
^'  Lurking  where  the  shrubbery  smiles; 
^<  From  tlie  snake,  whose  tainting  breath 
"  Scatters  pestilence  and  death>; 
"  From  the  elephant,  whose  might 
••  Crushes  armies  in  the  fight; 
**  From  the  fangs  of  tygers  gaunt, 
^  Cruellest  of  fiends  that  haunt 
**  Forest,  wilderness,  or  plain, 
**  Grimly  strew'd  with  victims  slain, 
*^  When,  like  whirlwind,  flood,  and  fire, 
**  Irresistible  in  ire, 
^*  Tygers — so  my  parents  say-^ 
**  Gorge  alive  their  shrieking  pre^, 
-**  Then  in  frenzy  of  hot  gore, 
"  Fiercer,  feller  than  before, 
^'  Still  with  quenchless  thirst  they  burn, 
'^  Headlong  still  to  slaughter  tuni. 
^^  Fiends  like  these 'the  desart  awe, 
*'  Fiends  that  Nila  never  saw ; 
*^  On  this  silent  solitude, 
^*  Those  destroyers  ne'er  intrude, 
'*  For  my  father  keeps  this  grove, 
**  Sacred  to  the  gods  above ; 
^*  Nor  beyond  this  shelter'd  home, 
*^  Dare  his  daughter's  footsteps  roam. 
**  Here  then,  cbarming  stranger,  rest, 
'«'  Nila's  friend,  companion,  guest ; 
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f'  With  the  sweetest  herbs  V\\  feed  thee. 
**  To  the  purest  fountains  lead  thee ; 
Here  iu  ganibob,  wild  and  gay, 
Let  us  sport  our  lives  away, 
And  this  blooming  wreath  shall  be, 
Nila's  pledge  of  love  to  thee, 
**  While  I  crown  thee  thus  with  flowers, 
**  Prince  of  these  sequestered  bowers/' 

Sudden  as  the  lightning's  stroke 
Glances  on  the  splintered  oak, 
At  her  touch  the  tyger  sprang. 
With  his  voice  the  mountains  rang. 
One  wild  moment  Nila  stood. 
Then  plung'd  instinctive  in  the  flood ; 
With  a  ro^r  of  thunder  hollow. 
As  the  monster  leapt  to  follow. 
Quick  and  keen,  a  vcnora'd  dart. 
Quivered  in  his  cruel  heart ; 
Hound  he  reelM  in  mortal  pain, 
Bit  the  barbed  shaft  in  twain. 
Groaned  and  fell,  and  pour'd  his  breath, 
In  a  hurricane  of  death. 

Lost  as  in  a  wandering  dream, 
Nila  floated  down  the  stream. 
The  conscious  river  swell'd  with  pride. 
While  buoyant  on  his  circling  tide, 
j^ight  as  the  silvery  shadows  sail. 
O'er  corn-fields  waving  to  the  gale, 
The  gentle  waters  safely  bore 
The  panting  Naiad  to  the  shore. 

Zembo  from  the  grove  emerging, 
Kan  to  meet  the  rescued  virgin ; 
Zembo,  whose  victorious  bow 
Laid  the  treacherous  tygeic  low^ 
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2cmbo,  swiftest  in  the  race* 
Matchless  in  the  savage  chace  ; 
Tall  and  shapely  as  the  palm, 
A  storm  in  war,-  io  peace  a  ca)ki|  i;    ' 
Black  as  midnight  without  moon  :-* 
Bold  and  undisguised  as  noon : — 
— Zemho  long  had  woo'd  in  valn^ 
But  while  Nila  scorn'd  his  pain, 
-Love's  insinuating  dart. 
Slid  soslily  through  her  heart,  - 
That  the  nymph,  in  all  lier  pride^ 
Sigh'd — yet  scarcely  knew  she  sigh'd^ 

Now  -she  saw  with  transport  sweety 
Gallant  Zcmbo  at  her  feet ; 
Tho'  her  trembling  lips  were  seal'd, 
Love  her  bidden  soul  revealed. 
Zembo  read  with  glad  surprise, 
All  the  secrets  of  her  eyes  ; 
Wild  with  joy.  his  eager  arms 
Sprang  to  clasp  her  modest  charms  ; 
Startled^  like  the  timid  deer, 
Kila  fled  witli  lovely  fear; 
He  pursued  the  nimble  maid, 
To  the  broad  palmetto  shade. 
There  the  flowery  wreaths  she  found. 
Which  tbe  Xyger's  front  had  cnown'd, 
These  on  Zembo's  brows  she  twin'd, 
Whispering  thus  in  accents  kind : 
^'  Noble  youth  !  acqept,  tho'  smally 
''*'  This  reward ;— 'tis  Nila's  all ; 
^'  If  my  hero  claiuis  ahigher^ 
**  Yonder,  ZSemdbo.^  lives  my  fxn»* 

SheffiMp  !•  V* 
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A  HUSBAND  TO  HIS  WIFB5. 


BT    MR.  F.  GENT. 


Nat,  do  not  think  I  love  you  less. 
Because  your  charms  are  flown ; 

But  such  a  wounding  thought  repreaS| 
Tho'  you  are  older  grown. 

Believe  me  that  my  heart's  as  warm. 

My  love  as  fervent  too, 
As  when  you  bwnM  an  Hebe's  form^ 

And  all  the  lily's  hue. 

For  who  the  course  of  Time  can  stay? 

And  who  can  youth  regain  f 
Then,  tho'  thy  charms  do  fly  away, 

If  still  thy  irutk  remain, 

Shall  I  for  other  beauties  range  I 

Shall  I  a  truant  prove  ? 
Ah  no !  my  heart's  not  formM  to  changef, 

Tis  only  formed  to  love ! 

Twas  not  the  blush  upon  the  rose, 
'Twas  not  its  bloomi  I  woo^d, . 

for  when  the  chilling  night  wind  (^lows, 
i|s  blooming  leaves  lie  strewed : 
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But  Vas  the  sweetness  of  the  flower. 
Which  still  cotitinues  swoet, 

Jo  spite  of  winter's  freezing  power. 
And  summer's  burning  heat/ 

Then,  tho'  thy  charms  do  flyaway. 

If  stiU  thy  truth  remain, 
That^  that  alone^  shall  gild  thy  way. 

And  make  thee  young  again. 

That  to  thy  cheek  shall  colour  give- 
Give  brightness  to  thine  eye— 7 

Shall  pheer  me  ever  whi)e  I  live. 
And  bless  me  when  I  die  ! 
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EPIGRAM. 

ON  CERTAIN  FASHIONABLES. 

lyET  US  never  again 

Be  the  dupes  of  the  men 
Who  say  Wealth  and  Title  are  bloated  with  pride; 

For  each  day  in  the  street 

We  can  luckily  meet 
Proofs  that  Wealth  and  that  Title  are  foully  belied. 

Quite  asham'd  of  their  state, 

Seem  the  Rich  and  the  Great : 
^ct^  ^ith  pleasure  the  humblest  of  stations  assumes. 

How  more  can  they  bend  ? 

Do  they  not  condescend 
As  coachmen  to  s^ct  to  their  footmen  ^nd  grooms  f 

&•  A«  D, 
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TftE  ACACIA. 

IMITATED  FROM  TH£  FRENCH  OF  VIGjfjfi. 

This  Tree  tooi  planted  in  one  of  the  Coitrtt  ff  tht 
Frison  of  Port  Libre:  the  original  Ode  mu  xaritten  during 
the  Reign  of  Terror  in  France* 

Fair  pULnt!  thiat  impending  with  tremulous  boughs. 
Dost  shed  wide  beneath  thee  a  tutelar  shade': 

Whose  leaves  whisper  sweet  to  the  )ove-breathing  vows. 
And  vei}  with  their  twi}ight  the  blush  of  the  xnaid ; 

O  ble.st  is  thy  lojt  i  when  the  ma|}tle  of  uight 
With  sable  invests  the  blue  gUre  of  the  skies. 

Thy  verdure-bound'  root  is  the  throne  of  delight. 
And  love  to  thy  arborous  capopy  dies. 

3y  thee,  favoured  plant !  in  mute  witness  are  seen 
The  hand  that  soft  trembles  while  tremblingly  pipest; 

And  Innocence  bashful  with  languishing  mien, 
And  still  unresenting,  still  sweetly  distrcst : 

And  the  lip  that  in  modest  embarrassment  steals 
Trom  lips  unaverted  the  nectarine  sigh ; 

And  the  tender  Confusion  that  rapturous  feels 
The  kiss  which  Reserve  had  forgot  to  deny. 

In  the  moonshine  that  quivering  fell  white  o'er  the  shade, 
How  oft  like  a  wave  of  the  ocean  he^v'd  high, 

Has  the  slow-rising  bosom  the  wishes  bctrayM 
That  lurk'd  in  the  lid  of  the  dowu-ga^in^  eye ! 

When  timidly  venturous  resistlessly  stole 

Avowals  that  faltered  in  eloquent  fear ;  •  • 

Those  words  half-suspended — those  murmurs  of  soul, 
That  never  were  breathed  to  insensible  e^r* 
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Or  the  cheek  soft-approachiog  in  licence  of  grief 
Felt  the  tears  warmly  glide  from  the  cheek  that  it 

And  the  mutyal  dependence  of  blissful  relief    [sought; 
Mingled  love  unawares  with  the  tumult  of  thought. 

O  fair  may'st  thou  flourish  !  O  never  to.fade 

The  bower  which  thjr.brftQch  thus  luxuriantly  weaves ; 

Tho*  winter's  cold  eye  freeze  thy  desolate  shade. 
May  the  vernal  sun  smile  on  thy  blossomy  leaves; 

The  God  whon^  tbou  servest,  fond  sympathy  deem^ 
Shall  wind  round  thy  roots  the  fresh  rivulet's  wave. 

While  the  i^h  of  the  thunder-cloud  harmlessly  gleams. 
And  th®  blasts  of  the  whirlwind  in  impotence  rave. 

Ah,  doom  unrelenting !  'tis  nature's  decree, 
Apd  all  that  we  love  thus  must  perish  below ; 

That  doom  unrelenting  is  destin'd  to  thee, 
The  se^on  shall  wither — the  steel  overthrow  f 

But  long  ere  uprooted,  dishevjell'd,  and  dead. 
Thou  scatter  thy  verdurous  tresses  around; 

From  thy  top  may  the  pearls  of  the  morning  be  shed. 
And  the  n^oss  of  thy  herbage  be  green  on  the  ground. 

When  thy  elegant  boughs,  arching  light  on  the  gale. 
To  the  chaste  thefts  of  love  lend  their  shelter  iiq  more ; 

^ay  a  tablet  of  marble,  inscribM  with  the  tale, 
To  the  hea|t  of  the  loverly  image  restore. 

Tears  of  rapture  bedew'd  thee,  beneficent  tree  I — 
By  pensive  Regret  shall  this  tribute  be  paid«^ 

fhat  the  Wretch  of  the  dungeon  a  moment  was  free. 
That  the  Child  rdh  of  Sorrow  were  blest  in  thy  shade* 

CHARLES  A.  ELTON. 
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AN  ODE. 
BY   S.   T.   COLKBIDGK9  ESQ* 


Ye  Clouds,  that  far  above  ine  float  and  pause, 

lYbose  pathless  march  no  mortal  may  control ! 

Ye  ocean  waves,  that,  wheresoe'eryeroll, 

Yield  homage  only  to  eternal  laws  1 

Ye  woods,  that  listen  to  the  night-bird't  singing, 

Midway  the  smooth  and  perilous  steep  reclin'd  2 

Save  when  your  own  imperious  branches  swinging 

Have  made  a  solemn  music  of  the  wind  ! 

Where,  like  a  man  belov'd  of  God, 

Thro'  glpoms,  which  never  woodman  trod. 

How  oft,  pursuing  fancies  holy. 

My  moon-light  way  o'er  flowering  weeds  I  wound. 

Inspired  beyopd  the  guess  of  fojly. 

By  (Bach  rude  shape,  and  wild  unconquerable  SQWd  ! 

Op  ye  loud  waves,  and  O,  ye  forests  high^ 

And  O,  ye  clouds  that  far  above  me  soar'd  ! 

Thou  rising  sun,  thou  blue  rejoicing  sky! 

Yea,  every  thing  that  is  and  will  be  free, 

Bear  witness  for  me  wheresoe'cr  ye  be, 

With  what  deep  worship  I  have  still  adored. 

The  spirit  of  divinest  liberty. 

II. 
M'hen  France  in  wrath  her  giant  limbs  uprear'd. 
And  with  that  oath  which  smote  eartfi,  air,  and  sea, 
Stamp'd  her  strong  foot  and  said,  she  would  be  freei 
Bear  witness  for  me,  how  I  hop'd  and  fear'd  ! 
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tVith  what  a  joy  my  lofty  ^tulation  "  j 

tJnaw'd  I  snng  amid  a  slavish  band  : 
And  when  to  whelm  the  disenchanted  nation, 
Like  fiends  embattled  by  a  wi:2ard's  wand. 
The  monarchs  marched  in  evil  day, 
^nd  Britain  join'd  the  dire  array ; 
Tho*  dear  her  shores,  and  circling  ocean^ 
Though  many  friendships,  many  youthful  loves 
Had  swoin  the  patriot  emotion, 
And  flung  a  magiclight  o'er  all  her  hills  and  groiFes; 
Yet  still  my  voice  unalter'd  sang  defeat 
/To  all  that  brav'd  the  tyrant-quelling  lanc«, 
And  shame  too  long  dela/d,  and  vain  retreat ! 
For  ne'er  O  Liberty  !  with  partial  aim 
I  dimmed  thy  light,  or  damp'd  thy  holy  flame ; 
But  blest  the  pseans  of  delivcr*d  France, 
And  hung  my  head,  and  wept  at  Britain's  name ! 

III. 

"  And  what  (I  said)  tho'  blasphemy's  loud  scream 

•*  With  that  sweet  music  of  deliv' ranee  strove  ; 

'*  Tho'  all  the  fierce  and  drunken  passions  wove^ 

*'  A  dance  more  wild  than  ever  maniac's  dream; 

**  Ye  storms,  that  round  tbe  dawning  cast  assembled^ 

"  The  sun  was  rising,  tho'  ye  hid  his  light !" 

And  when  to  sooth  my  soul,  that  hop'd  and  trembled,. 

The  dissonance  ceas*d,  and  all  seem*d  calm  and  bright; 

When  France,  her  front  deep-scar'd  and  gory, 

Conceal'd  with  clustering  wreaths  of  glory  ; 

When  ins'upportably  advancing, 

Her  arm  made  mock'ry  of  the  warrior's  ramp^ 

While,  timid  looks  of  fury  glancing. 

Domestic  treason,  crush'd  beneath  her  fatal  stamp, 
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.  Writh'dy  like  a  wounded  dragon  in  his  gore } 
Then  I  reproached  my  fears  that  would  not  fle^ 
*'  And  soon  (I  said)  shall  wisdom  teach  her  loie 
**  In  the  low  huts  of  them  that  toil  and  groan ! 
"  And  conqu'ring  by  her  happiness  alone, 
"  Shall  France  compel  the  nations  to  be  free,     U^\ 
"  Till  love  and  joy  look  round,  and  call  the  earth  tW^ 

IV. 
Forgive  me.  Freedom  t  O  forgive  these  dreams  1 
I  hear  thy  voice,  I  hear  thy  load  lament, 
From  bleak  Helvetia's  icy  caverns  sent — 
I  hear  thy  groans  upon  her  blood-stain'd  stueansl 
Heroes,  that  for  your  peaceful  country  perish'd ; 
And  ye,  that  fleeing  spot  the  mountain  snows 
With  bleeding  wounds ;  forgive  me,  that  I  chensl/cft 
One  thought,  that  ever  bless'd  your  cruel  foes ! 
To  scatter  rage  and  trait'rous  guilt 
Where  Peace  her  jealous  home  had  built ; 
A  patriot  race  to  disinherit 
Of  all  that  made  their  stormy  wilds  so  dear. 
And  with  inexpiable  spirit 

To  taint  the  bloodless  freedom  of  the  mountaineer.-'— 
O  France !  that  meekest  heav'n,  adult'rous,  blind, 
And  patriot  only  in  pernicious  toils  ! 
Are  these  thy  boasts,  champion  of  human  kind : 
To  mix  with  kings  in  the  low  lust  of  sway, 
Yell  in  the  hunt,  and  share  the  murd'rous  prey ; 
To  insult  the  shrine  of  liberty  with  spoils 
From  freemen  torn ;  to  tempt  and  to  betray ! 

V, 

The  sensual  and  the  dark  rebel  in  vain. 
Slaves  by  their  own  compulsion !  In  mad  game 
They  burst  their  manacles,  and  wear  the  nama 
Of  freedom  graven  on  a  heavier  chain  ! 
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O  Liberty  !  with  profitless  endeavour 

Have  I  pursued  thee  mauy  a  weary  hour : 

But  thou  nor  swell'st  the  victor's  strain,  nor  ever 

Bidst  breathe  thy  soul  in  forms  of  human  powV« 

Alike  from  all,  however  they  praise  thee, 

(Nor  pray'r  nor  boastful  name  delays  thee,) 

Alike  from  priesthood's  harpy  minions, 

And  factious  blasphemy's  obscener  slaves. 

Thou  speedest  on  thy  subtle  pinions. 

To  live  amid  the  winds,  and  move  upou  the  waves ! 

And  then  I  felt  thee  on  that  sea-cliff's  verge, 

Whose  pines,  scarce  travelled  by  the  breeze  above,        t^ 

Had  made  one  murmur  with  the  distant  surge  I 

Yes  !  while  I  stood  and  gaz'd,  my  temples  bare, 

And  shot  my  being  thro'  earth,  sea,  and  air. 

Possessing  all  things  with  intensest  love, 

O  Liberty,  my  spirit  felt  thee  there ! 

Itbruan/,  1798. 


HOME. 

mOM  'mE  GREEK  OF  LEONIDAS  OF  TATtENTUBiL 

Cling  to  thy  home  !  If  there  the  meanest  shed 
Yield  thee  a  hearth,  and  shelter  for  thine  head. 
And  some  poor  plot,  with  vegetables  stor'd» 
Be  all  that  pride  allots  thee  for  thy  board. 
Unsavoury  bread,  and  herbs  that  scattered  grow. 
Wild  on  the  river's  brink,  or  mountain's  brow. 
Yet  e'en  this  chearless  mansion  shall  provide, 
More  heart's  repose  tlian  all  the  world  beside. 

REV,   B.    BLAy»» 


$3& 
EPHAPH. 

ON  MRS.  RAINEY,  OF  GREENVILLi;  COUNXt 
OF  DOWNE,  IllELAND. 

BT   DR.  DVitltJSLA'ild 


The  light  of  Memory,  struggling  thro'  the  gIooi% 
Awakes  to  life  the  tenant  of  this  tomb ; 
Restores  each  mild,  majestic  matron  grace* 
Dwells  on  the  form,  an^l  lingers  on  the  face ; 
In  strong  delusion  waits  to  hear  her  speak, 
And  sees  the  bloom  just  mantling  o'er  the  cheeb 
Her  mind  recals,  the  varied  loveliness. 
The  power  to  warm,  to  harmonize,  to  bless; 
The  tranquil  constancy  in  acting  right, 
And  the  fine  sense  of  elegant  delight ; 
Her  breast  by  duty  warm'd,  by  goodness  grac'd» 
While  round  it  play'd  the  lambent  iiame  of  taste^ 
Hers,  every  charm  that  could  in  courts  prevaili 
Her  charm  and  choice  to  steal  along  the  vale* 
Hers,-  the  full  sweetness  of  domestic  life. 
The  friend,  the  daughter,  sister,  mother,  wife. 
The  wife — O  thou  whom  most  my  soul  desires, 
In  whom  I  liv'd,  with  whom  my  Uiss  expires ! 
In  vain  does  Meinory  pierce  this  mortal  gloom ; 
Thy  husband  tees,  and  only  sces-^the  tomb* 
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feprrAPH  ON  A  liviNG  actor; 

•■,»■• 

4        4        4        #        «        4 

^E  crkicSy  who  daily  enlighten  the  hfttion, 
ud  talk  of  hb  pauses^  and  cold  declasuitioni 
[is  regcHttT  eih^ibi^is  cautiously  probei 
nd  scoff  at  the  finical  fold  of  his  robe  t 
eforie  yoli  his  chairatteri)  lightly  deciy, 
'ovr  this  is  too  sombre^  and  that  is  too  dtyf 
'were  Well  if  yoUr  critical  wisdotn  could  tell, 
he  mahy  on  our  stagie,  who  can  act  theim  as  wisllw 
Y«  iiv&l  tragedians,  who  flutter  your  ttight, 
ais'd  up  by  the  crowd  for  a  holiday  sight, 
'ere  sons  of  a  season !  how  quickly  ye  pass, 
ike  thie  transient  forms  o'er  a  magical  glass ; 
at  Keifrble  alone  cab  this  privilege  buast, 
hro  seM  him  the  bftenest,  likes  him  the  mosi, 
IVhen  a  deluge  of  childiren  the  drama  assaird# 
nd  nohsfense,  and  boyhood,  and  Betty  prbvaird, 
hen  schoolings  presutnM  in  the  buskin  to  swagger^ 
ich  hoop-stick  a  truncheon,  each  pen-knife  a  dagger, 
ow  pleasM  were  the  public  to  turn  to  thy  strain^ 
ho  brought  (cpininon  sense  to  the  nation  again ; 
11  Fashion  her  idol  could  follow  no  more. 
It  damn'd  the  popr  boy  whom  she  worship^M  befor«* 
Old  ShakspeiLre,  in  heaven,  to  fame  still  alive, 
yoie'd  to  behold  thee  his  drama  revive, 
hen  dead^  ^aH  receive  thee  aloft  in  th6  sky, 
ad  thtRs,  S I  propheby  rightly,  shall  cry : 

toil.  TXI*  2 
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**  Oh  welcome  !  thrice  welcome !  by  Providence  plac'cff 
*^  In  regions  of  liberty,  science,  and  taste ; 
*•  Here  dwell,  'midst  the  chosen  of  genliis  above, 
^  And  share  with  my  Garrick,  my  heart  and  my  lovc^ 
**  And  yet  how  my  pleasure  is  shadow'd  with  woe, 
^  When  I  think  of  the  fate  of  my  ofispring  below ! 
*'  My  darling  Othello,  my  blood-tainted  Thane, 
**  My  Richard,  my  Lear,  ray  poor  lunatic  Dane, 
^^  To  the  slow-winding  Avonf  shail  nightly  repair,^ 
^  And  hang  on  its  willows  their  harps  in  (^espair, 
**  Deprived,  in  thy  death,  of  a  guardian  and  friend, 
**  With  spirit  to  decorate— taste  to  amend : 
*^  Oh  where  upon  earth  shall  my  tragedies  see, 
*^  Protectors,  and  actors,  like  Garrick  and  thee**^ 

jr. 


IMPROMPTU. 


Addressed  by  a  Water  Drinker  to  a  Lady^  who^  when  tU 
Wine  was  placed  on  the  Table,  asked  him  wkether  Ac 
ivovld  hdve  Red  or  White. 

Give  me  both  :  the  blushing  rose 

Enlivens  the  pale  lily's  hue : 
Both,  your  lovely  cheeks  disclose^ 

I  would  have  them  both  in  you. 

While  that  ruby  lip  I  press. 

What  like  red  can  give  delight  t 
On  that  bosom  could  I  rest, 

What  would  I  exchange  for  wA»^ef! 
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THE  POPLARi 

HO  waich'dog  disturb^  tlie  calm  season  of  rest. 
And   the    day-beams    were    faintly  the  m(m|ita]^ 

adorning; 
he  night-dew  still  hung  on  the  eglantine's  breast, 
And  the  shtill  cock  first  bivj^  the  sweet  silence  of 

morning. 

0  the  haunts  of  his  childhood,  the  scenes  of  his  sporty 
A  Wandcirer  caiiie  in  the  stilliless  of  sorrow ; 
he  magic  of  life's  early  vision  to  court, 
And  the  sweetest  of  hours  from  rem'embraiic^  tb 

borrow. 

.....  f^^ 

at  the  field  of  his  culture  ^as  .di*ea|y  and  wild, 
And  drear  were  the  bow'rs  where,  th^  rdse  once  wait 

blowing; 
be  dark  Weed  Hstd  gfown  Where  the  garden  had  smil'd. 
And  a  wilderness  spread  where  late  beaufey  wad  glow- 

et.  one  PopUr  survived,  and  \lras  lofty  and  fair., 
Twas  the  pride  of  his  youth,  wheii  its,  stih  irbse  eil* 

chanting;  , 

nd  Affection  had  treastir'd  his  memory  there, 
And  had  hallow'd  his  name  on  the  tr^  df  his  |>laht^ 

•  <    ■  ^ 

nkhowh  was  the  hand  that  thus  witnessed  its  truths 

Unknowu  was  the  heart  with  affection  thus  beaming! 

It  the  Wanderer  thought  on  the  friend  of  his  youth. 

And  his  spirit  was  blest,  though  iii^teclr  drops  wer^ 

streamiQg. 

z  % 


'f 


'thcta  fliow'r  of  affection !  entwining  the  he^. 
To  deck  the  drear  scene  of  our  wanderings  giveiif  ^ 

ifhy  balm  to  our  grief  citn  its  healing  impart. 
And  thy  blossoms  of  light  caught  their  beaUty  boB 
heaven. 


ODE. 

JSoKUWf  iiai  peo^  Fanc/s  beamsy 
Floating  O'er  the  mental  sight,-— 
Airy  Choirj  who  live  in  dreams^ 
And  flutter  in  celestial  light,*— 

Hither,  ^ftly  wafted,  move- 
Hither  bring  your  scenes  of  Lovef 

£^taciesy  whosa  ardent  sig^ 

In  the  awakened  breast  expire^ 
'llid  the  glowing  visions  rise, 
On  the  pinions  of  desire,-— 

Panling---flutt'ring-»Bur^hag-f*iot«»^' 
Kindling  joy  and.  wanton  love  t 

&p  (  tHe  iMdeft's  purple  ched8% 

Blushing  with  ideal  bliss  t — 
Soft  the  youth  his  raptures  speaks^- 
Printing  the  unreal  kiss  I-— 

Can  ye  thus,  ye  Visions,,  move  f 
What  may  then  awakened  Love  t 
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RAISIAC^ 


Fair  Buda's  w^lls  aad  statdy  tow^j 

Gleam  tiorrible  with  war ; 
While  Ferdioand  with  fury  p.o^n 

His  legioi^  from  afar. . 

Beleagur^d  long,  with  sUent  c^# 

He  delyes  the  treacherous  miney 
And  hissing  through  the  troubr4  ^f 

His  arrowy  tenjipests  shiaef 

And  now  what  mise^  appears^ 

Of  every  form  and  hue  I 
fVhat  youthful  love^  bleed  1  W]^9^tem 

Affection's  cl^eek  bedew  f 

6ee  Famine,  ghastliest  of  Ae  tjnirif 

That  wars  fell  steps  atteQd^ 
Meagre  and  pale  o'er  heaps  of  slaio. 

Her  eager  aspect  bend  I 

l&ven  she  who  late  her  bab«  jcaress^d^ 

For  pity  $ads  no  room  ; 
And  long  by  cruel  hunger  pDO^s^d, 

Now  meaitates  its  doom* 

ff ard  is  the  time — for  scarce  a  ttea)( 

The  granaries  can  supply : 
And  e'en  the  war-worn  spldjie^  feel. 

The  pangs  of  scarcity. 

(Ids  Ballad  u  fvi^ded  Qn  a  £^t  relaMtur  Montaigite  la  M^ 

layf. 
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Still  Raisiac,  chieftain  of  the  town| 

With  unabated  mighty 
The  fainting  cheers,  and  up  and  do^ 

Reanimafea  the  fight. 

His  comrades  me^t  in  close  del)a^^ 

Th'  impending  ills  to  shun : 
Cries  Raisiac — at  the  postern  wait. 

The  miidhight  hour  of  one. 

Forth  shall  ye  issue  on  the  foe^ 

Secuife  in  sleep,  he  cried ; 
And  deal  unseen  the  veiigefui  blow 

Of  death  oh  ^very  side. 

The  veil  of  night  was  thickly  spread. 

They  issue  from  the  gate ; 
Their  foes  secure,  no  sally  dread, 

•With  wanton  pride  elate. 

They  gain  the  fosse — the  guards  they  sUy^ 

And  rush  Into  the  camp— 
The  cowar^l  heart  their  sHbuts  dismay-^- 

The  hero's  courage  damp* 

Rous'd  at  the  sound  in  pale  affright, 

Young  Ferdinand  awakes ;    ' 
And  by  the  night-fire's  dubious  light 

His  sword  aiid  buckler  takes. 

Arise,  my  comrades !  shame  the  foe ! 

Arise!' arise!  he  cried. 
His  voice  th'* affrighted  squadrons  know. 

And  eroiid  their  general's  side. 

He  forms  their  ranks  in  haste,  and  files, 
Where  most  the  tumult  grew ;  ' 

^ut  friend  met  friend  in  night's  disguise]^ 
And  brother,  brother  slew. 


X     •      t   ^   *  »        * 
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Vow  flames  ihe  camp,  tbe  distant  flit 

Illumqs  the  town  afar. 
Still  Raisiac  quells  the  fierce  desire^ 

To  mingle  with  the  war. 

The  day  is 'ours !  with  joy  he  cries-^ 
Friends !  be  no  more  dismayed. 

Fresh  succours  fly !  the  flames  arise! 
Your  fighting  brethren  aid! 

The  mom  had  purpled  o'er  the  sky, 

Ere  all  were  well  subduM ; 
Kow  in  their  turn  th'  assailants  fly. 

And  fast  the  foe  pursued. 

Forth  issuing  from  the  gate  in  view. 

The  timely  aid  they  saw  5 
Again  they  turn — the  fight  renew^r- 

And  hope  from  succour  draw. 

,  Kow  in  the  plain,  beneath  the  wall, 

A  fiercer  fight  began ; 
Like  leaves  in  autumn  heroes  fall. 
As  man  encounters  man. 

The  field  for  ever  now  were  lost, . 

But  for  a  cham^^on  brave ; 
Who  stormM  the  onward  rushing  host. 

And  fierce  his  falchion  drave. 

Distinguish'd  by  the  plume  he  wore. 

Upon  his  beaver*d  head ; 
« Brave  Raisiac  saw  him,  stain'd  with  gore, 
Mix  glorious  with  the  dead.  . 

The  shouts  of  victory  now  rewound, 
Froip  Buda's  rescu'd  towers ; 

The  foemen  fly,  and  widely  roun4 
IJ^sajted  vengeance  poursr^ 
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7b'  in^iatient  tewDsmei^,  no^  no  tpocii 

By  hostile  armi^  popt, 
Jlush  to  the  plaiii,  wide-c^nmf4  cf-ef. 

With  varied  passions  rent. 

There  parents  o'er  their  spns^  l^i^w^l 

Death-smitten  ^n  ^he  ^gh^ ; 
While  some  then*  sons  eixultuig;  b^^ 

In  victory  a^rt  ligl^i* 

Snch  w^  the  joy  and  bittei^  xt^th  \ 

On  Raisiac  iiisbVi  along. 
And  searqht  he  cried,  the  victor  yo)it]|. 

These  bleeding  heaps  ainong^ 

You'll  know  him  by  the  spreading  p^^nyi 

He  on  his  Helmet  wor^; 
Here  on  this  spot  he  met  his  dopini 

And  here  lies  buried  o'er. ' 

'Tis  fit,  brave  youth  I  a  meed  be  piud» 

To  valour  such  as  thine ; 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  thou  shal^  bc^  laid. 

Near  Buda's  holy  sbriuc. 

The  dea4  removed^-now  fair  beloMi 

The  plume4  warrior  lay  i 
His  he],m  ^a$  raari|;Qd.wi^h  m.l^y  9  blo^ 

Sore  dei^t  on  him  that  day* 

About  their  fai^'d  deliverer  ciou^ 

The  anxious  townsmen  li^ar : 
^oqi^,  mpum  bis  fall  in  a^cc^nt^  k>iMl» 

Some  drop  tbe  silent  tear* 

]^ake  way  i  inakei  way  {  bjtavie^  Raififtc  cri^ 

The  hero  let  me  siee ; 
Jfor,  for  hill  country  n^vejc  difid^ 
*  A  braver  youth  than  he.        *    * 


How  lift,  hfi  jcriesy  ^he  beaver  tfUg^i 

And  let  me  see  bis  face: 
^or  him  Ifct  no.  fond  pare^jt  liigbf 

^wouid  sucb  a  $on  disgrace* 

!J*he  beayer  rose-r-the  youth  he  knewr* 
My  son !  my  9QH !  he  pried — 

Nor  more-:Tfbr  speechless,  pale  he  greifi 
Sunk  on  the  corse  and  diec}. 


TO 


■MM* 


flo^  changed  the  man  my  heart  selected, 
The  guide  and  glory  of  my  life  !— 

Whose  virtues  charm'd,  whose  sense  protected 
The  girl  he  fondly  made  his  wife  1 

Ah,  friend  beloved !  with  trifles  swelliqg^ 

From  nobler  aims  their  bosoms  free^ 
Ten  thousand  apes,  in  these  excelling 
*  Can  trifle  still — and  laugh  at  thee. 

Yes !  'twa$  to  Genius  that  I  wedded. 
Spurning  £^  sordid  sire's  controul ; 

^ith  richer  fools  I  might  have  beddedf. 
Had  not  thy  merit  fir^d  my  soul  t 

THJ^OPORA* 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON, 

'     BOOK  I.  ODE  XL 
Tn  tie  qwfnerii  (jKire  nrfas)  quern  mHif  quern  tibif  ifit 

TO    SOFHT, 

I^EAa  girl,  from  cabalistic  lore. 
Seek  not  your  fortunes  to  explore. 

Or  find  your  destin'd  lover : 
Nor  koroscgpesy  nor  starry  skies. 
Nor  flatt'ring  gypsey  prophecies. 

Can  e'er  your  fate  discover. 

To  Fortune's  dreaded  pow'r  resigned, 
^ndure  with  philosophic  ii^ind, 

Her  favour  or  her  malice  2 
Unmindful  of  your  future  doom. 
Of  present  life  enjoy  the  bloom, 

And  quaff  from  Pleasure's  chalice. 

Torday  the  sunny  hours  dance  by. 
Dispensing  roses  as  they  fly, 

O  snatch  them !  for  to-morrow, 
Assail'd  by  tempests,  drooping,  dead, 
perchance  their  flowers  may  only  shed 

The  <}ewy  tears  of  sorrow. 

Time  flies — Death  threatens  to  destrpy-9 
The  wise  condense  life's  scatter'd  joy 

Within  a  narrow  measure : 
Th€n,  Sophy,  bring  the  sparkling  bowl, 
j^nd  let  us  yield  the  rapt'ur'd  soul 

To  laughter,  love,  and  pleasure. 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON, 

BOOK  II.  ODE  XIV. 
TO   MRS*  KEMBL^y 

EXHORTING  HIJtf  TO  GIVE  UP  THE  TIER  OF 

PRIVATE  BOXES. 

.  0  naxfisy  re/krent  in  mare  te  nod,  ^-c 


M  Kemble,  again  you  are  toss'd  on  the  seas^ 
For  mercy's  sake,  what  are  you  doing  ? 

Return  into  harbour,  assuage  the  O.  t*.^. 
This  tempest  may  end  in  your  ruin. 

Your  seams  are  uncaulk'd,  and  your  main  mast  is  split* 

Your  sailors  are  all  in  comn^otion ; 
The  storm  of  last  winter  9tiU  bowls  in  the  pit, 

And  vexes  the  bosons  of  ocean. 

rris  all  to  no  purpose  the  gods  to  assail, 

They  will  not  afford  you  a  c^ble ; 
Dame  Fashimf  who  tempted  you  out  in  the  gale,- 

May  tow  you  to  land  if  she's  able, 

Melpomene  launch'd  you,  a  gallant  first-rate, 

She  seems  at  your  danger  to  shudder ; 
Then  give  up  yo\ir  gingerbread  cahin  ofstate^ 

And  prudently  look  to  your  rudder. 

^Jis  matter  of  lasting  importance  to  me, 

Again  in  smooth  water  to  find  you ; 
for  certain  I  am,  if  yt)u  founder  at  sea. 

You'll  not  leave  your  equal  behind  you. 

September  15.  ^. 
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BUEMQS  AYEES, 

BOOK  h  ODl^  XV. 
F4i0oif  cum  traJmttp^rfftia  n(gpihi$p  J^f 


Proudly,  o^er  the  subject  Ojcean^ 

As  the  British  squadron  pressed. 
Sweeping,  in  majestic  motion, 

O'er  the  vast  Atlantic's  breast ; 
IVhile  unbounded  Spanish  treasure! 

Glitt'rinp  rise  at  Fancy's  call. 
And  impatient  W— rte — ke  measurtf 

When  the  destin'd  prey  s)iaU  fall. 

Sudden,  from  the  south  ascending, 

Comes  a  blast  with  furious  force^ 
Bnin,  wreck,' and  iate  portending, 

Sinites  the  ship,  and  stays  her  coifii^e; 
Shrouds  and  sails  are  rent  asundery 

Pitchy  clouds  the  sjcy  deform^ 
While,  in  intervals  of  thunder, 

Speaks  the  spirit  of  the  storm* 

**  Vainly  dp  thy  g^lant  legions 
Haste  to  yonder  fatal  shpre  ; 

Sacrific'd  in  distant  regions, 
Few  shall  see  their  country  mprfi; 


Towering  now,  like  forest  cedart/ 
See  thy  proud  and  stately  train) 

I'hey,  and  all  their  warlike  leaden^ 
Soon  must  die— nyr  bow  to  Spain* 

^  By  thy  Mind  inftttiiation 

Streams  of  British  blood  riMdl  flovv 
And  a  sad,  tKshoDottr'd  natioif^ 

Moulid  thy  shameftil  0Terthrow« 
Hark  I  I  hear  the  hostile  dangoiiiry 

Where  LiiriBRs^  battalions  ilait> 
See !  the  hand  of  bigot  anger. 

Beckons  thee  to  meet  thy  ftite* 

**  Vain  is  now  thy  high  alliance 

Vain  the  ducal  patron^s  namtf 
lV>  repel  the  proud  defiance 

Of  a  foe  unknown  to  fame ; 
Vain  shall  be  the  courtier's  fawning 

Party  power  and  dark  intrigue, 
When  the  day  of  battle  dawning. 

Lights  to  war  the  Spanish  let^oe^ 

^  What,  tho'  in  the  hour  of  danger^ 

Chamber'^d  from  the  fight  aifor. 
Still  thy  tender  ear  is  stranger 

To  the  blast  and  din  of  war ; 
Soon,  alas  t  diall  hostile  pacea 

Violate  thy  calm  retrei^ 
And  LiiriBaai  with  foul  disgraciei, 

Drag  thee  captive  at  his  mt* 

/^  Hear^st  thou  not  the  cries  of  battle^ 
As  the  helpless  soldiers  call  ? 

X>oomM,  alas !  like  slaughtered  oattlej^ 
Vnr«sistingly  tu  fall. 
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In  tt^at  fatal  SpaniQh  citjf 

Where  thoii  hop's t  iu  wealth  to  reigpV 
Hark !  the  victims  shriek  for jplty. 

See !  those  heaps  of  EnglisE  slain.     . 

**  Where  is  now  the  prowess  vaunted 

By  thy  friends  on  Albion's  ^ore  i 
iVhere  is  now  the  chief  undaunted 

Prompt  to  rally  and  restore  f 
As  a  deer,  when  close  upon  her  ' 

Sounds  th^  hunter's  fearful  note^ 
So  He  flies  the  field  of  honour,  ' 

And  the  trumpet's  braying  throats 

"  Oh !  when  to  thy  home  returning, 

Britain's  sons  thy  acts  shall  read. 
If,  with  indignation  burning, 

Injur'd  chiefs  in  vain  shall  plead  9 
If  the  blood  thy  folly  lavish'd, ' 

Still  shall  unreveng'd  remain. 
And  her  dearest  laurels  ravish'd, 

England  shall  deplore  in  vain, 

••  Then,  indeed,  her  fate  is  written  { 

Tho'  her  fleets  defer  the  hour, 
Soon,  alas !  dishonouf'd  Britain 

Shall  succumb  to  foreign  power. 
Yes,  her  lofty  pride  shall  tumble^ 

Cherish'd  liberties  expire, 
And  Augusta's  towers  shall  crumlble, 

In  the  blaze  of  hostile  fire/' 


hI 


351 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 


BOOK  L  ODE  XVIL 


Velox  amenmn  scepe  LucretUem,  S^d 


TO   LAURA. 


mtm 


HE  wood-nymphs  crownM  whh  vernal  flowers^ 
Dxo  roam  thro'  Tempers  classic  bowers, 

And  sport  in  gambols  antic ; 
■  e'er  they  quit  their  native  vales, 
^ill  find  around  my  cot  in  Wales, 

A  region  more  romantic, 

reen  pastures  girt  with  pendant  rock, 
long  whose  steep  my  snowy  fiock, 

Adventurously  wanders ; 
ipending  shrubs,  and  flowers  that  gleam, 
3flected  in  the  chrystaVstream, 

Which  thro'  the  scene  meanders ; 

sylvan  beauty  charm  the  eyes, 
bile  no  ungracious  sounds  arise. 

Of  misery  or  anger ; 
le  song  of  birds  and  insects*  hum, 
e  never  broken  by  the  drum, 

Or  trumpet's  brazen  clang;or. 


If  sleeping  £clid  stiiri  to  mark 
*the  matin  carols  of  the  lark. 

Or  sounds  of  early  labour  t 
Again  she  seeks  her  calm  retreat> 
*Fm  evening  calls  her  to  repeat 

The  shepherd's  pipe  Imd  taboh 

Whene^r  I  woo^tb^lltuse  serene^ 
Her  magic  smile  Ittunes  the  scene^ 

And  brighter  tints  discloses. 
But  e^en  the  Muse's  chaplet  fades^ 
tJnless  the  hand  of  Cupld  braids 

Her  myrtle  with  his  roses. 

ilaste  then)  my  Laura^  to  my  boweri 
Aiid  let  us  g^ve  the  Meeting  hour 

To  plenty,  love,  and  pleasures 
IVhere  wanton  boughs  an  arbour  wreatli^i 
I  to  thy  melting  harp  will  breathe 

My  amatory  measute^ 

Let  not  the  town  your  soul  enthral^ 
The  crowded  rout  and  midnight  ball| 

Those  penalties  of  fashion : 
If  nature  stil]  have  power  to  please^ 
Oh !  hither  fly  to  health  and  ease. 

And  crown  a  poet's  passion. 

No  jealods  fears  shall  curb  yqut  mfn^i 
Here  shall  no  spirit  be  confiu'd^ 

By  prejudiced  opinion.  ' 

My  Laura  here  a  queen  shall  be, 
Prom  all  controul  and  bondage  free^ 

Save  Cupid's  soft  dominion. 
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THE  ROSE. 


fROM  BCRNARD  K 


NtTHa^D  by  the  Zephyr^s  balmy  slgfas, 
And  cherishM  by  the  tears  of  Morn  j 

Oh  flower  of  flowers !  unfold — arise  I 
O  haste,  delicious  Rose,  be  born  1 

Unheeding  wish !  no — ^yet  awhile^ 

Be  yet  awhile  thy  dawn  delayed ; 
Since  the  same  hour  that  sees  thee  smite 

In  orient  bloom,  shall  see  thee  fade* 

Cecilia  thus,  an  opening  flower,- 

Must  withering  droop  at  heaven's  decree  ^ 

Like  her  thoti  bloom^st  thy  little  hour, 
And  she,  alas  !  must  fad^  like  thee* 

But  go— <«nd  on  her  bosom  die  i 

At  once  thy  throne  and  blissful  totnl^l. 

While  envious  heaves  my  secret  sigh, 
To  shtite  with  thee  So  sWeet  i^  doom* 

Love  shall  thy  graceful  bent  advise^ 
Thy  blushing  tremulous  tints  reveal  t 

Go,  bright  yet  hurtless,  charm  her  eyes  t 
Go,  deck  her  bosom^  not  conceal* 

*  Giarlotte  Smhh  has  given  an  elegant  imitation  of  tbU- little 
de,  but  has  erroneously  ascribed  it  to  th<6  Cardinal  Berais,  fi. 
VOL*  Til*  A  a 


•  . 
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Shourd  some  bold  hand  invade  thee  t&ere^ 
From  Love's  asylum  rudely  4orn ; 

G  Rose,  a  lover^s  visilgeatit^  bfear. 
And  let  my  rival  feel  thy  thorn,. 

C.  A«  £L70V» 


ANACREONTie  ♦. 

IFkOM  THE  GEBMAN,^ 

The  poet  loves  the  generous  Wiiie^ 

And  if  the  bard  sings  we)1^ 
For  him  shall  bud  the  purple  vine. 
For  him  her  sparklmg  juice  refine,. 

And  fairest  clustdcs  swell., 

Thie  gentle  poet  loves  the  fair^ 

Afad  loves  her  without  art ; 
The  mother  hears  the  poet's  priayer;. 
The  iiurest  maiden  bends  her  ear. 

And  yields  the  bard  her  heaxt. 

©h  could  a  wish  successful  pro'we^ 

The  poet^s  lot  were  mine ; 
For  stars  and  ribbands  far  aboire, 
And  far  o'^r  gold,  o'fer  crowns^,  I  love 
'Hie  maidens  and  the  wkie» 

•  The^  original  was  written  extViiapore,  by  a  young  poet^  wlli^ 
nttening:to  the  distant  song  of  th6  vine-drefeserk.  It  is  adapted  ^ 
tlie  tnne  which  prom|>ted  the  efTuldon.  *0it  Iteadttt  tU^  ^  ^ 
In  the  Athensumloc  jkfarch^.l807« 


m 


ODE. 


BY  MR;  S«AW. 


O  ttiou  whose  patient  foot  hiis  strained 
To  climb  thts  hill  with  side  so  green, 

\Vhen  now  thy  step  its  brow  has  gain'djf 
From  which  the  distant  vales  are  se«n| 

Here  rest  and  trace,  nor  trace  in  vain, 

The  various  prospect  of  the  plain. 

Lo  where  majestic  on  that  side 
A  city  fam'd  thy  look  requires^ 

Proud  of  her  wealth,  she  stretches  wide 
Her  stately  domes  and  lofty  spires^ 

Vain,  that  within  her  ample  bound 

The  seat  of  mighty  kings  is  found. 

O  stranger,  if  the  lust  of  gold 

Allures  thee  from  thy  native  bower^ 

Or  if  it  be  thy  wish  to  hold 
A  place  among  the  sons  of  power  t 

Haste  to  those  walls,  there  wilt  thou  findi 

What  most  is  suited  to  thy  mind. 

But  art  thou  of  those  happier  few^ 
Whose  soul  the  Muses  have  possest^ 

Who  shun  the  madness  of  the  crew^ 
With  innocence  and  health  to  rest  ? 

Turn  from  those  stately  towers  thy  (kce^ 

And  on  thb  side  the  prospect  trace. 

A  a52 
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Lo  where  the  green  vale  winds  along. 

With  groves  and  nameless  streams  between; 

Where  the  lone  shepherd  sings  his  song, 
And  rears  his  cot  of  turf  unseen ; 

These  are  the  haunts  befitting  thee, 

Oy  hide  thee  in  these  vales  with  me* 

1776. 


CAIN  ON  THE  SEA-SHORK 

FROM  THE  GERMAN  OF  COUNT  STOLHEBa 

BT    THE   RBV.   J.   WHITEHOXJSS* 


Where  does  torturing  Frenzy  ui^ 

My  hurried  steps  ?  O  woe  is  me  ! 
Are  these  dark  billows  Abel's  blood  ? 

Ah  no  ! It  is  the  sea  ! 

To  the  broad  earth's  furthest  verge 
Me  the  almighty's  curse  has  driven. 

My  crime  pursues  me  every  where, 

And  •*  vengeance  I  vengeance  P'  cries  tokeaTefi? 

Woe  is  me !  my  brother^s  blood 
Echoes  through  the  wild  sea*shore, 

It  murmurs  in  the  hollow  blast, 
It  thunders  in  the  torrent's  roar* 
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Round  and  round  yon  craggy  base. 
As  whirls  about  the  eddying  floods 

So  fear  and  horror  storm  my  soul, 
<jod*s  fierce  wrath,  and  Abel's  blood  ! 

Open  wide  your  gulphs,  O  dsbp  ! — 

When  drank  the  earth  my  brother's  blood, 

I  heard  a  voice  that  rived  my  heart. 
It  was  the  fearful  curse  of  God  ! 

Open  wide  your  gulphs  profound 

Disclose  the  lap  of  night,  O  deep  !*  <* 

Biit  lo,  the  AVENGER  waits  me  there. 
With  eyes  of  flame  that  never  sleep ! 

Plunged  into  the  deepest  deep, 

Abel's  ghost  would  meet  my  sights 

Flying,  flying,  I  should  see  him. 
On  the  mountain's  highest  height ! 

Were  this  body  torn  to  atoms, 

Toss'd  in  whirlwinds  through  the  sky. 

Still  miserable  Cain  would  dread 
The  wcathoincensed  deity  1 

Without  measure,  without  number 

Are  the  torments  I  endure. 
Endless  as  eternity ! 

Pains  that  ne'er  admit  a  cure ! 

Since  juy  brother's  blood  I  spilt 

Woe  is  me,  O  woe  is  me ! 
My  steps  the  avenger's  curse  pursues! 

It  follows  me !  it  ever  follows  me  I 
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EFFUSION, 

Jfier  reading  the  inipr^simg  Account^  recenth  fmUisiedi 
of  the  Young  Savaqe  caught  in  the  J^oods  ntar 
^VEYRON,  in  the  Year  1798. 


IB  guardian  shades  !  ye  fostering  solitudes ! 
Why  have  ye  thtis  reliuquis^i'd  your  high  chargCt 
O  woods  of  Aveyron  ? 
He,  whose  mysterious  iiifiancy  ye  nurs'c|, 
'Mid  your  deep  Itvbyrinths  had  dwelt  in  peace, 
feasting  op  ^[ature  s  ever-varying  forms, 
Kor  asking  what  her  wisdom  had  denied. 
He  would  have  smiled  ^mid  the  thunder's  ire, 
Danced  while  the  lucid  lightning  gleam'd  aroui^d, 
pr  frolick'd  in  his  fleecy  robe  of  snow. 
Pure  genuine  rapture  then  had  ftll'd  his  soul. 
Such  as  Art's  sickly  children  never  feel, 
When,  in  his  ramblings  wild,  some  sudden  break 
Bade  the  wide  champaign  <greet  iiis  eager  «ye  ; 
Or  when  the  western  beain^  at  evenii^  boiMr, 
Darting  its  goidcn  splendor  throi^k  the  gLoom, 
Shpw'd  the  coy  strawberry  in  her  verdant  bow>. 
And  ting'd  the  luscious  prize  with  lovelier  red. 
Why  did  ye  then  relinquish  your  high  charge, 
O  woods  of  Aveyron  ? 

Proud  Europe's  o'er-'fiird  cities  surely  boast 
Corrupted,  und  wn  uptrng,  sons  enow, 
O  !  unsuspecting,  happy  innocent, 
What  will  deluded  mortals  teach  thee  there  ? 
To  think,  to  hope,  to  feel,  tO'        agonize; 
^es !  should  thy  dawning  soul  be  taught  to  |(pow 


Atl  fond  affection's  blissful  ten(|ernes3> 
Should'st  thou  abhor  whatever  pollution  taints, 
And  fir'd^  and  iiU'd,  w4ii.c  moral  loveliness 
Unfolds. her  heavenly  beauties  to  thy  sight. 
Seek,  cherish,  anjl  adojre  that  sacfi^d  good; 
O  what  ke^n' torture  then  shall  pierce  thy  soul! 
How  wilt  thou  start  with  horror  and  dismay. 
To  find  that  specious,  poiishM,  reasoning,  raaay 
Lives  the  decei  tful,  cruel  foe  x}f  man  I 
To  see  low  selfishness,  and  gross  delight, 
Polluting  all  the  scene  that  seem'd  so  fair! 
How  wilt  thou  stand  aghast  to  find  thy  zeal 
For  all  the  good^  ihe  pure,  derided,  raock*d! 
Thy  high-toned  fpclingSt  and  thy  vast  desires. 
By  narrow  views  and  cbiUlng  customs  chain'd  ! 

■  But  who,  with  daring  hand,  thy  woe  shall  paint. 
When  kindling  wishes  for  congenial  worth 

Hush  on  ihy  soul ^shall  folly's  shameless  slaves, 

Bursting  from  midnight  orgies  wantonly, 
In  more  indecent  nakedness  than  thine 
When  in  thy  native  woQds,  lure  thee  to  bliss  ? 
Or,  shall  her  sons,  to  awful  frenzy  stung, 
O'erwhelm'd  with  all  a  gapible^'s  guilty  pangs, 
Greet  thee  with  virtue's  aid,  or  friendship's  joys  I 
Thy  soul  abhprr^t  turn^ ;  a^d  thy  wil^  woods 
Rush  on  thy  fancy,  hung  with  tenfold  charms. 
O,  unsuspectiog,  happy  iunocent. 
Why,  when  frem  Moutmorencie  s  /t  lovely  vale, 

*  It  was  a  very  curioas  and  interesting  spectacle,  to  observe  the 
joy  which  was  paioteil  in  hn  eyes,  in  KJltlie  motions  anfl  postures 
4>i  liis  body»  at  the  view  of  the  hills  aud  the  woods  of  this  cbarmiuj; 
valley :  in  spite  of  the  most  as^iiduous  attention  that  was  paid  to  his 
irishcSy  and  the  most  affectionate  regard  that  was  expressed  tor  him, 
Ate  seemed  to  be  occupied  only  with  an  anxious  desuc  of  ia^in«j  li«« 
fl^ht     TroMlatum  cf  the  work  (jf  M%  Jiard, 


SCO 

Gasiog  at  Nature's  soul^nlarging  scenes* 
M^tb  big  enr^ptur^d  heart,  aiia  ardent  eye, 
Pid'st  thou  not  burst  the  barrier  art  bad  rais'dy    ^ 
Aud  rush,  uncheckM»  unfettered,  and  unschoo^dt 
To  Aveyron's  wild  woods,  thy  sacred  home  f 
Ah  say,  fbr  thee  can  fancy  paint  more  bliss  t 
Ko,  happy,  innocent ;  unless  soon  taught 
To  own  that  Power  who  made,  and  who  can  bless* 

Then ^if  on  Faith's  slrong  wing  thy  soul  can  rise, 

The  good  pursuing  still,  whatever  thy  fate, 

Hoping,  and  seeking,  when  this  dim  night  ends, 

for  **  glory,  honour,  immortality ;" 

Then  mayst  thou  bear  the  passing  sc^ne  in  peace. 

Secure,  beyond  the  tomb,  of  nobler  life, 

Where  error,  vice,  and  pain,  shall  be  no  morci 

!But  perfect  wisdom,  and  untainted  bliss 

Fill  the  y^t  spul|  wd  prown  the  ^teru^l  scenc^ 

180?. 


SONG. 

9Y  B,  B.  SHERIDAN,  ESQ, 

As  shepherd^s  thro'  the  vapours  grey, 

Behold  the  dawning  light, 
Yet  doubt  it  }s  the  rising  day, 

Or  meteor  of  the  night ; 

So  varying  passions  in  my  breast, 
Its  K^rmer  calm  destroy--^ 

SjT  Hope  and  Fear  at  onc^  qppress'^ji 
I  tremble  at  my  joy  I 


361 

ELEGY. 

WRITTEN  IN  BRUBY-LANB  TH£ATRS. 
Te  sequor^  o  Grayice  gentis  deevim 


The  prompter  rings  the  lofty  curtaiD  down. 
The  gaping  audience  leave  the  pit  with  glee. 

Homeward  in  troops  return  the  weary  town. 
And  leave  the  house  to  emptiness  and  me ; 

Now  fades  each  glimmering  candle  on  the  sight. 
And  thro'  the  air  a  smoky  silence  reigns. 

Save  where  some  lobby  hero  seeks  the  iigh^ 
And  bravely  gets  a  beating  for  his  pains: 

Save  that  to  scare  Piazza-haunting  flocks. 

The  moping  watchman  does  in  oaths  complain^ 
Of  such  as  wandering  near  his  secret  box. 

With  clamour  loud  intrude  on  his  domain.       / 

Their  parts  perform'd,  behind  that  curtain's  shade. 
Where  stretch  the  scenes  in  many  a  motley  heap. 

Each  in  his  humble  lodging  quiet  laid, 
The  chorus-singing  tribe  securely  sleep. 

The  summons  of  rehearsal-bringing  mom, ' 
The  prompter  whispering  from  his  wooden  shed, 

The  trumpet,  hautboy,  clarinet,  and  horn. 

Shall  rouse  each  man  to-  morrow  from  his  bed> 

And  yet  for  them  no  Opera  pours  its  rhyme ; 

No  loud  encore  rewards  their  evening  care ;     * 
^o  children  run  to  hail  their  pantomime, 

Qi  crowd  the  box^  the  envied  laugh  to  shares  ^ 
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As  sailors  uft  they  hailM  Britatmia's  shore ; 

As  forty  thieves  thoy  spura'il  the  Sultan's  yoke; 
Their  s|fQulders  oft  Peruvian  Rolla  bore ;        [spoke* 

How  bow^d  their  heads  when  mighty  Blue-beard 

Let  not  tragedians  mock  their  useful  toil« 
Their  russet  boots,  by  hundreds  worn  before; 

Nor  Fashion  hear,  with  a  disdainful  smile. 
The  lowly  annals  of  our  Thespian  corps. 

Th^  dice  of  Beverley,  the  straw  of  Lear, 
And  all  that  Hamlet,  all  Macbeth  e'er  gave^ 

In  the  fifth  act  conclude  their  high  career— 
for  tragic  glory  leads  but  to  the  grave. 

Nor  you,  rich  actors,  lay  oa  these  the  Ujameit 
If  their  poor  names  no  daily  journals  rais^y 

Where  ihro'  the  long-drawu  column,  bcnl  onAvoMf 
The  editor  resounds  the  note  of  praise. 

Can  studied  puffs  an  actor's  &me  decide^ 
Or  to  a  throne  a  mute  attendant  carry  f 

Can  praJHe  give  powers  that  nature  has  denjedy 
Or  roiike  Beau  Clincher  equal  to  Sir  Harry  I 

Perhaps  in  these  neglected  ranks  has  slray'd 
Some  swelling  bosom,  fraught  with  tr9.gic  ;Srfs; 

Tongues  tha:t  Othello's  vengeance  migjht  h^ve  ^y'4» 
Or  base  I^go  prov*d  a  living  liar  1 

jPttt  Authbrs  to  their  eyes  their  ample  pl^ys. 
Rich  in  fine  acting  parts  did  never  bring  ; 

fhe  manager  repressed  their  menta)  blaze, 
And  pent  them  up  in  chorus'ses  to  sing. 

Of  sonnetteers  full  many  a  rhyming  moan 
The  monthly  magazines,  unread,  contain; 

Full  n>any  fi  joke  is  cut,  to  die  unknown. 
Lost  in  the  echoing  dome  of  Drury-Iane, 
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gotie  unknown  GarrLcki  with  adventuxo^is  wlng^    ^ 
C^UppM  by  the  shears  of  want  and  melancho^ ; 

ISome  low  inglorious  Braham  here  jj^y  sing, 
Some  Betty,  guiltless  of  a  nation's  mly  1 

Th'  applause 'bfwonderiug  boxes  to  attract^ 
Their  face  ingrav'd  in  public  shops  to  boast. 

To  ensure  a  full  box-book  whene'er  they  act. 
And  read  their  history  in  the  Morning  Post^ 

Their  lot  forbad,  nor  circumscrib'd  alone. 
Their  growing  talents,  but  their  faults  uiifie(S|i ; 

To  omit  the  ^.uthor's  jei^t,  insert  their  own. 
Or  woo  the  boxes  while  they  slight  th^  scane  ; 

]By  mummery  the  writer's  text  to  hidi%, 
Their  influence  o'er  the  galleries  to  boast. 

Or  mar  the  play,  and  decency  deride, 

With  nonsense  purchased  at  the  Muse's  cost* 

far  from  the  rattling  squares  and  F^ion's  sporty 
Their  small  finances  rather  bade  them  stay 

Hn  Russel  Stiteet,  Long^Acre,  Martlet  Court ; 
Conveniemt  spots  contiguous  to  the  play  i 

Yet  e'en  these  names  from  Lethe  to  protect, 
^me  JengthenM  play-bill  still  erected  theie^ 

\Fith  lettevs  Oif  all  sorts  and  sizes  deck'd^ 
Implores  the  passing  tribute  of  a  stare ! 

Their  names,  their  characters,  a  motley  pack| 
Great  heroes  first,  and  mute  attendants  last.: 

Jlobbcrs,  and  Senators,  in  red  and  black. 
To  shew  the  public  how  the  parts  are  cast, 

for  who  to  careless  nonchalance  a  prey. 
Of  self-importance  never  gave  one  hint, 

Pass'd  idly  by  the  red  bills  of  the  day, 
>(ox  cast  one  iook  to  ^ec  himseif in  ftix^ 
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Ambition  on  our  mimic  stage  will  rise, 
Trueman  survives,  when  ^mwell  yields  his  breath; 

Emilia  raves,  when  Desderaona  dies ; 
The  bleeding  captain  emulates  Macbeth. 

For  thee,  who  mindful  of  thy  brethren  dead. 
Dost  in  these  lines  their  useful  toils  relate. 

If  chance,  by  curiosity  misled. 

Some  gentle  critic  shall  enquire  thy  fate. 

Haply  the  leader  of  the  band  may  say, 

^  Oft  have  I  seen  him,  standing  there  aloof, 

^  Eager  to  write,  as  well  as  act  a  play, 

^  And  wooing  Phcebus  frowning  on  the  roof. 

^  Fronting  the  audience,  in  a  double  mood 
'^  Muttering  his  dialogue,  now  brisk,  now  sad : 

**  Sometimes  as  actor  tolerably  good, 
**  Always  as  bard,  intolerably  bad. 

'^  One  night  they  biss'd  him  in  the  accustomed  scene, 
*'  I  thought  the  play  was  damn'd — *  ah  woe  is  me,' 

^  Another  came,  with  scarce  a  pause  between, 
<^  They  hiss'd  agaiu^n  doleful  plight  was  be! 

^*  The  third,  with  dii^es  due,  in  sad  array, 

"  The  prompter's  sheep-bell  rang  our  poet's  knelt, 

^  Approach  and  read  (none  else  wiu  read)  die  play, 
^*  If  not  the  epilogue  may  do  as  well.'^ 


THE  EPILOGUE. 

Hers  rests  his  head  upon  the  prompter's  shelf, 
A  bard  to  wisdom  and  to  wit  unknown  ; 

Thalia  smil'd  not  on  the  scribbling  elf. 
But  gentle  dulness  mark'd  him  for  her  owjw 
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Coy  from  his  suit  the  Muses  turned  awajTf 
A  day  in  London  ill  his  toil  requites ; 

He  gave  the  town — 'twas  all  he  had — a  play, 
The  town  denied — ^his  only  wish — nine  nights  I 

Ko  further  seek  his  Wfttings' to  deride. 

Nor  try  to  mend  what  sentiment  has  marrM  ; 

Oblivion's  veil  his  comedy  shall  hide, 
And  shroud  in  night  the  actor  and  the  bard ! 


THE  PORTRAIT. 

IllOM  THE  FRENCH. 
IT  THB   LATE  VICE   ADMIRAL   PARKSa* 

Old  Martin  had  a  gossip  wife, 
Who  proved  the  torment  of  his  life. 
Now,  though  the  evil's  not  uncommon, 
A  roan  should  wed  a  prattling  woman, 
Ten  thousand  instances  declare  it. 
Yet  we  must  own  'tis  hard  to  bear  it* 
A  limner  Martin's  help-mate  drew  ; 
The  wench  was  handsome  thou^  a  shrew« 
Enraptur'd  as  he  sketch'd  the  fair 
Our  artist  caught  her  very  air, 
Eyes,  mouth,  each  individual  feature  ; 
Th^speaking  portrait  rivall'd  nature. 
Martm,  who  ne'er  (plain  honest  boor) 
Had  such  a  likeness  seen  before, 
'  His  j  udgment  master'd  by  his  fears. 
At  the  Irst  glance  stopp  d  both  his  cars. 
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fiLLEN. 


F iRST-bom  of  nighty  that  oVr  the  western  heatea 

Slow  mov'st  in  radiant  silence  to  thy  rest ! 
What  sad  emotion,  'mid  the  smiling  even. 

Thy  brjght-beam'd  circlet  pours  upon  my  breast ! 
Tis  not — ^fair  star ! — tliat  sheilding  aught  of  woe, 

Thy  ray  can  touch  the  spring  of  mortal  tear, 
But  that,  in  happier  days,  past  long  ago, 

When  yon  dark  hill  rcceiv'd  thy  bright  careeri 
True  to  the  promised  hour,  my  Ellen  met  me  here  I 

Ye  spires,  where  soothing  tolls  the  vesper  beil. 

To  wearied  hamlets  welcome  sound  of  peace, 
To  me  your  tones  seem  Hope's  departing  knell. 

Vibrating  slowly  on  the  sullen  breeze ! 
Yes — peace  to  quiet  minds  the  murmurs  yield-— 

To  mine,  no  more !  For  near  this  shadowy  groVe, 
When  silent  evening  heard  yon  signal  peal'd. 

Light  o'er  the  lonely  glade,  she  dar'd  to  mov^. 
And  Ellen's  lips  met  mine,  the  first  warm  kiss  of  love! 

Speed  not,  fair  star !  to  thine  accustom'd  hill ! 

Your  varying  melody,  ye  spires,  give  o'er ! 
Those  rays  no  more  mine  eves  with  rapture  ^U"^ 

Those  tones  can  bid  my  heart  to  throb  no  more  I 


For  to  a  distant  land,  condemned  to  motrrtf 
A  parent's  rnin'd  foftdhe,  Ellien  flies  !— 

She  fled,  alas ! — but  never  to  retarn  \ — 
And  other  peals  &ve  heard,  and  stars  arisey 

O'er  ihe  unnoticed  grave,  where  g^htte  Elleh  ii^  I 

p i^,  Sepi.  IBOf.  B.  f. 


RECOLLECTION. 


T&o^aH  months  of  anguish  Ao#  acf6  piistr 
When  yet  we  met — tb  meet  no  more  j 

JHy  heart  still  holds  her  fmbge  fast  y 

Long  will  the  recollection  last 

Of  one,  whofn  fotidly  I  a<lore  f 

E'en  now  her  accetits  charm  my  cars ; 

Her  answering  press  I  thrilling  feel ;: 
Again  she  soothes  my  troubled  fears ; 
Jier  eyes,  suifus'd  with  lenderest  tears,^ 

Seem  from  myself  my  soul  to  steaU 

Ah>  maid  belov'd  !  we  meet  ho  more  ! 

Despair  our  dawn  has  overspread  f 
The  form,  alas !  I  yet  adore, 
AU  tha^  I  fondly  hop'd  before. 

The  feiry  scene  of  life  is  fled ! 
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•  •  .  ... 

AN  ODE, 

M  IT  WAS  PERFORMED  AT  T£[£  PIC-NIC  ASSQICSL^ 

TOTlTNHAM  STREFT. 


HiTHEEy  sparkling  Folly,  come, 
Tottenham-street  shall  be  your  borne! 
Beauty  here  to  thee  is  bending. 
Peers,  are  at  thy  shrine  attencling ; 
Languor  studies  to  be  gay« 
Listlessness  affects  to  play ; 
Vapours  con  the  tragic  part. 
Drawl  and  spout,  and  stalk  and  start:. ' 
Luxury  here,  entirely  thine, 
By  thy  laws  pours  out  the  wine ; 
By  thy  nod,  appoints  the  seats, 
Culls  and  cooks,  and  carves  and  eats* 
Come,  O  come,  and  lead  with  thee^ 
Loose  and  dull  Festivity ; 
JMaukish  Pleasure's  idle  train. 
Pert  and  silly,  loud  and  vain—' 
Kods  and  becks  and  foppish  smiles. 
And  the  glance  that  lust  beguiles  ; 
Such  as  lurks  in  Lechery's  eyes 
With  gloting  winks,  while  beauty  siglii* 
Folly,  bid  thy  train  advance 
In  some  strange  distorting  dance; 
Deign  some  British  Peer  to  shew 
How  to  spin  upon  one  toe. 
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To  some  Duchess  deign  reveal 

The  art  of  touching  head  with  heeL 

Then  hring  thy  foreign  monster  here^ 

With  mincing  step  and  simpering  leefp 

"With  female  dress  and  gestures  lewd. 

And  yice-persuasive  attitude ; 

And  ever^  proof  'gainst  sense,  pr^aie  ■ 

Som6  German  or  Italian  air> 

Married  to  such  doggrel  rhyme, 

As  P—  or  Gr— — lie  calls  sublime: 

^ith  studied  squalls  and  laboured  squeaking 

The  tip-top  voice  now  crowing — creaking—* 

Breaking  through  the  cord^  that  tie 

Th'  affrighted  soul  of  Harmony ! 

That  Orpheus'  self  should  own  how  well 

^Such  strains  had  been  to  sing  in  Hell ; 

So  suited  to  the  OeviFs  ear. 

They  would  have  quite  regain^  his  dear! 


EPIGRAM. 

BT  THS  LATS  REV.  &.  POTTXR*   - 

Similes  habent  labra  kctucat, 

ov  Ass  in  vain  the  flow'ry  lawns  invite; 
)  mumble  thistles  his  supreme  delight, 
ich  is  the  Critic,  who  with  wayward  pride    ' 
>  Blackmore  gives  the  praise  to  Pope  denied ; 
ake$  Yalden's  embers,  joys  in  Pomfret's  lay, 
It  sickens  at  the  heaven-strung  lyxe  of  Gray* 
vii.  B  b 


370 


SONG. 


How  bright  the  sun's  declining  rays 

Glitter  on  yonder  i^ed  spire  i 
Mow. sweet  the  ev'nin^  zephyr  play^ 

Thro'  yon  old  trees  that  seem  on  fire !  - 
Beneath  those  trees  how  oft  Pve  s^ray'd 

With  Mary,  rapture  in  my  eyes ! — 
But  now,  alas !  beneath  their  shade 

All  that  remains  of  Mary  lies  t 

Oh !  can  I  e'er  the  scene  forget  t — 

Twas  such  an  evening — this  the  place^ 
That  first  the  lovely  girl  I  met, 

And  gaz'd  upon  her  angel  face :— • 
The  west  at  Sol's  departure  blush'd. 

And  brighten'd  to  a  crimson  hue ; 
Her  cheek  Mrith  kindred  tints  was  fiush'd, 

And  ah  !  her  sun  was  sinking  too  ! 

She  died—Hand  at  that  very  hour, 

Hope  broke  her  wand,  and  Pleasure  fled.-— 
Life  is  a  charm  has  lost  its  power;     . 

Th'  Enchantress  of  my  days  is  dead  : 
That  Sun — those  scenes,  where  oft  I've  stray'd 

Transported,  I  no  longer  priae ; 
For  now,  alas !  beneath  their  shade^ 
•    AH  that  remains  of  Mary  lies  I 

ADO* 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 


BOOK  I.  ODE  XXU. 


Integer  tntas^  tcelerisque  pam^  ^ 


The  pauper  poet,  pure  in  seal. 
Who  aims  the  Muse's  crown  to  steal| 
Needs  steal  no  crown  of  hater  sort^ 
To  buy  a  goose,  or  pay  for  Port« 
He  needs  not  Fortune's  poison'd  source. 

Nor  guard  the  House  of  Commons  yields^ 
"Whether  by  Newgate  lie  his 'course, 

The  Fleet,  King's  Bench,  or  Cold  Bath  Fields. 
For  I,  whom  late,  impransus,  walking. 

The  Muse  beyond  the  Rules  had  led ; 
Beheld  a  huge  bum-bailiff  stalking, 

Who  star'd,  but  touch'd  me  not,  and  fled ! 
A  bailiff  black  and  big  like  him, 
So  scowling,  desperate  and  grim. 
No  lock-up  house,  the  gloomy  den 
Of  all  his  tribe,  shall  spawn  again. 

Place  me  beyond  the  Rules  afar. 
While  alleys  blind  the  flight  debar; 
Or  bid  me  fascinated  lie, 
Beneath  the  catchpole's  flasbifig  eye*; 

B  b2 
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Place  roc  wWe  spnnging-liouses  round. 
Attest  that  bail  is  never  found ; 
Where  poets  starve  who  write  for  bread, 
Aud  writs  are  more  than  poems  riad, 
O  Muse,  ril  still  thy  charms  indite. 

Till  Pegasus,  exhausted,  tumbles, 
Still  will  I  rhyme  in  Reason's  spite, 

And  sing^  altho'  my  belly  grumbles. 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 
BOOK  I.  ODE  xxnr. 

TO  m%.  BAJIRIS* 

Qitis  desiderio  sit  pudor^  aut  modus  ^c» 


H. 


What  handkerchief  our  tears  can  hide?  • 
See  Vulcan  scale  on  every  side. 

The  Muses'  habitation : 
Vain  all  our  elegies  of  woe, 
For  numbers  in  their  liquid  flow. 

Won't  quell  a  conflagration. 

Melpomene,,  thou  Queen  of  Art, 

Teach  me  thy  st^rut  and  measur'd  start,     / 

I'll  thro'  the  ruins  wanders- 
First  wail  in  lullabies  of  love, 
Then  bully  all  the  Gods  above,  ) 

Like  NAT  lse's  Akxandtr, 
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My  favounte  theatre's  destroy*di 
Its  crowded  pit  an  empty  void^ 

Its  golden  egg  is  addled ; 
Its  pajntominic  crew  let  loose. 
And  forth  to  Colman's  Mother  Goose, 

Has  like  a  lame  duck  paddled. 

Authors  and  Actors  faiide  and  fret,  '  _  -^ 

But  none  the  accident  regret, 

So  much  as  thou,  my  Harris  : 
To  tell  this  truth  there  needs  no  ghost, 
He  most  laments  who  suffers  most^ 

Whene'er  a  scheme  miscarries. 

Tho'  Jove  had  arm'd  the  mighty  mind. 
With  wit  to  bottle  up  the  wind, 

As  once  he  arm'd  Ulysses ; 
Vain  all  the  puffs  the  flame  to  quell, 
Tkeatrtc  property  farewel, 

When  angry  Vulcan  hisses. 

Tis  hard — but  see  where  Bnenswiek's  heiVj 
Approaches — prithee  banish  care, 

And  put  a  better  face  on : 
The  very  stones  with  tell  tale  ring 
Prate  cf  his  thereabout  and  sing, 

"  Long  live  the  Royal  Mason  V 

The  Muses  in  their  aprons  w()ite, 
Sing  lo  Paean  at  the  sight, 

And  call  his  Highness  "  Mother^" 
With  journeymen  like  these  at  work, 
Laugbing  Thalia,  with  a  SmirkCf 

Shall  soon  erect  another. 

J. 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  I.  OPE  XXIX, 
Jceif  beatu  nunc  Arahum  invida^  SfCp 

TO   LFCY. 

Ah  !  Lucy,  how  chang'd  are  ray  prospects  io  lifei 
Since  first  you  awaken'd  love's  flame : 

So  humble  a  bride,  such  a  petulant  wife ! 
Gadzooks  1  I  scarce  think  you  the  same. 

That  badge  which  the  husband's  ascendance  secures 
(Tbo'  the  poor  tan  euhttes  never  wore  'em,) 

You  arrogate  now  as  prescriptively  yours, 
In  spite  of  all  sense  and  decorum. 

No  longer  your  smile  like  the  sun-^beam  appears* 

But  clouds  your  fair  visage  deform. 
Which  quickly^find  vent  in  a. deluge  of  tears, 

Or  burst  into  thunder  and  storm. 

Where,  where  are  the  graces  that  raisM,  to  betray, 

My  hopes  of  connubial  joy  ? 
And  where  is  the  Syren's  melodious  lay  f 

Enchanting,  alas !  to  destroy  I 

Tour  temper  is  changed  from  serene  to  p«r?9ni^ 
Your  tongue  from  endearment  to  clatter  ; 

I  took  you,  1  trusted,  for  "  better  and  wnef 
But  iind  you  ai'e  wholly  the  latter. 

O !  who  will  now  question  that  Venus's  (lov%  ^ 

Transformed  to  a  vulture,  may  feed 
On  the  sensitive  heart  of  the  victim  of  love, 

Co^demn'd  in  close  fetters  to  bleed* 
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:e  you,  whom  so  lately  an  angel  I  thought, 
[qw  acting  the  termagant's  part, 
It  o'er  the  fetters  which  wedlock  has  wrought, 
nd  tear  ^VithouC  mercy  my  heart. 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  I.    0D£  XXX. 

THE   COURTESAN* 

0  Fonts,  SfC. 

O  Venus,  queen  of  every  heart, 
From  thy  lov'd  Cyprus  now  depart, 

And  to  Maria's  lodgings  pass, 
Where  she  with  colours  red  and  white, 
Willi  scents  and  washes  (such  a  sight !} 

Invokes  thy  presence  at  her  glass. 

With  thee  transport  thy  glowing  boy, 
The  Graced  too  loose^zoned  employ 

To  join  thy  escort  on  the  wing ; 
Leave  not  the  nymphs  as  pure  as  truths 
Nor^  without  thee,  unpofish'd  Youth, 

And  Mercury  *  be  sure  to  bring  ! 

Dr.  Warbnrton  said  that  he  never  underttood  Horace  so  weU 
Pope's  Imitations*  Had  the  Doctor  lived  to  read  the  above 
,  and  itilippU<iattoii»  be  woukl  probably  have  confessed,  that 
ever  till  now  comprehended  the  full  force  and  point  of  the 
Ein  poet's  concluding  adonicy  *<  Merct/Lrwaqudm**  Tliiough  the 
nentators  haVe  always  stupidly  classed  this  piece  among  the 
,  I  have  no  doubt  that  Horace  meant  it  for  an  'E'pigram,  He* 
translated  it,  '/  And  Malawi  son,"  Was  like  the  man,  who, 
iting  the  jest  abou^  the  abort  coat,  (it  wlU  be*  long  enough 
e  I  have  another,)  said,  **  It  will  be  some  time  before  I  have 
IT  dne."  Perhaps  <*  nymphs,"  means  simply,  as  in  Statius, 
:is  Nympba)  fresh  or  river  water. 
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HORACE  IN  LONPON. 

BOOK  I.    0))£  XXX 
PRIVATE  BOXES! 


0  V€$mtt  rcgma  Cmdif  PaphijuCf  4'C* 


O  Vswa,  Qaeen  of  Drury  Laqel 
Soft  partisan  of  amorous  doxiet^ 

O'er  tall  Soho  no  longer  reign» 
Bat  patronize  our  Private  Poxes. 

^t  Cupid,  ardent  chaperon. 

To  Uart*Street  lead  the  London  graces,. 
As  loose  of  manners  as  of  £one. 

With  bosoms  bare  and  brazen  iac^.  . 

Bring  with  thee,  dame,  a  tern jp ting  show 
Of  girls  fantastic,  gi|y,  and  jolly  ; 

Age  without  thee  is  sapient  woe. 

And  with  thee,  youth  is  joyous  folly. 

Bring  too  the  footpad  demigod. 
Who  once  outwitted  wise  ApoUo  » 

O'^r  paths  by  truant  Venus  trod. 
Light  Mtsrcury  is  sure  to  fdUoiff 

i. 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOKL    ODEXXXT. 
TO  APOLLO. 

Qmd  iedieaium  paeit  J^jHfUinemf  4*^. 


What  asks  the  bard  who  first  invades 
With  votive  verse  Apollo's  sbriiie. 

And  lulls  with  midnight  serenades 
Thee,  male  Duenna  of  the  Nine  f 

Not  venison,  darling  of  the  church. 
Mutton  will  serve  his  turn  as  well, 

Kor  costly  turtle  drest  by  Birch — 
He  spurns  the^o^  to  sound  the  shell* 

Fearing  to  trust  the  dubious  stocks. 
He  ne'er  invests  his  money  theret 

And  views  with  scorn  the  London  DockSf 
Perch'4  on  his  casik  in  ike  air. 

Ye  sun-burnt  peasantry  of  Gaul, 
Go  prune  your  vines  for  Norfolk's  lord  ; 

His  jovial  table  welcomes  all. 

And  laughing  Plenty  crowns  his  board* 

Favourite  of  Bacchus  !  see  him  lay 

^  His  comrades  senseless  on  the  floor* 
And  then  march  soberly  away. 
With  bottles  three,  ay,  sometimes  four. 
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My  skill  in  wines  is  quickly  said^ 
I  drink  them  but  to  make  lue  merry. 

Claret  and  port  alike  are  red. 

Champagne  is  white,  and  so  is  sherry. 

When  safe  in  port,  the  sailor  spunis 
The  waves  of  the  tempestuous  sea ; 

With  higher  joy  my  bosom  burns, 
When  humble  port  is  safe  in  me. 

Grant  me,  ye  powers,  a  middle  state, 
Remote  mm  poverty  and  wealth ; 

Above  the  poor,  below  the  great, 
A  body  and  a  mind  in  health* 

And  when  old  Time  upon  this  head 
His  snowy  bounty  shall  impart, 

O  grant  that  he  may  never  spread 
Its  freezing  influence  to  my  heart. 


1. 


EPIGRAM. 

#  Ik 

Soutiiampto-n's  wise  «6ift  found  the  RiTcr  so  laFge> 
Though  Hwould  carry  a  ship,  'twould  not  carry  a  t)|urge  ; 
But  soon  this  delect  their  sage  noddles  supplied^ 
For  they  cut  a  snug  ditch  *  to  run  close  by  its  sid^* 
Like  the  man,  who  contriving  a  hole  thro'  hi»  ^w&U, 
To  admit  his  two  cats — the  one  great,  t'other  small; 
When  a  great  hole  was  made  for  great  Puss  to  pa^  ulxo\ 
Had  a  little  hole  cut — for  the  little  cat  too !         . 

*  Sgutbampton  and  Re^biidge  canal. 
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LINES 


ON  A  FAVOURTTE  RETIBEMENT. 


IB  vale  is  beautiful ;  and  fair  the  scene 
rolling  waves  and  mountaina  faintly  blua 
ond  the  beetling  crag:  the  cottage-ioo^ 
(reen  recess  of  hills,  retires  half  seen 
h  roses  cluster'dy  and  the  wreathing  vine : 
ft  the  cypress  and  the  sycamore 
ve  in  the  wind ;  the  bowering  arbute  spreada 
[U)w  of  blossomsy  and  on  every  bough 
vermeil  fruitage  glitters  to  the  sun. 
is  there  sadness  here:  wild  Solitude 
irps  thb  pleasant  dwelling-place;  along 
)  grass-grown  paths  the  tangled  footstep  slow 
>tlesy  and  branches  droop  athwart  the  way* 
ire  is  indeed  a  sadness :  but  the  sight 
Desolation,  stealing  silent  round, 
akes  no  common  feelings  as  I  gase. 
ther ! — thy  virgin  hours  of  happiness 
ise  groves  have  witnessed ;  and  thine  eye  hath  lov^d 
mark  the  cypress  and  the  sycamore 
ve  in  the  wind :  and  therrfore  am  I  sad^ 
It  this  fair  scene  should  sink  in  wilderiag  waste, 
th  all  its  rural  garniture  erf*  woods, 
1  its  unheeded  verdure :  fond  regrets ! 
t  cold  the  heart  that  shall  disown  their  pow'r. 

CHARLES  A.  BLTOK* 
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LINES 

TO  THE  MEMORY .  OF  AN  OFFICEB,  WHO  PERISHED 
IN  THE  EAST  INDIES,  17«u      ' 

BT   MR.  SHAW, 


Far  in  that  eastern  sea  that  beats 

IVith  swelling  surge  rich  Java's  seats. 

And  Borneo's  and  Sumatra's  shore. 

Amidst  the  hoarse  wave's  ceaseless  roar. 

With  palm  and  native  cedar  grac'd, 

A  lone  romantic  isle  is  plac'd, 

Whose  flowery  lawns,  and  secret  shades. 

No  foot  of  Indian  swain  invades. 

Here  on  a  rock,  (from  whose  steep  brow, 

Darkening  the  wave  that  roll'd  below. 

Where  Ether  stoops  to  Ocean  green, 

Sumatra's  distant  shore  was  seen,) 

With  angry  looks,  in  wrathful  mood. 

The  Genius,  lo  i  of  India  stood. 

Disdaining  of  that  wonted  state 

In  which  on  Ganges'  banks  he  sate. 

On  Ganges'  banks,  ill-fated  shore  ! 

Whose  blood«stain'd  fields  delight  no  moref 

1  he  Genius  rent  his  robe,  his  crown 

He  threw  with  frantic  gestuve»>down. 

While  thus  his  angry  speech  exprest. 

The  passions  raging  in  bis  breast.  - 

**  Why  on  my  head,  with  diamonds  gmc'd}  * 

Was  Jn44a's  proud  ^ara  plac'd^ 
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Why.  was  of  India's  sons  the  t^ve 
By  fatal  destiny  my  share  2 
The  Inidian  piioces  to  behold. 
Cast  from  their  ancient  thrones  of  gold  ; 
To  heai'  the  long  and  ^oud  lament,  ' 
From  Indian  kingdoms  deeply  sent^ 
Whilst  of  invaders  fierce,  a  host 
Sent  from  remotest  Europe's  coast, 
Stretch  thro'  our  shores  their  lawless  way. 
And  mark  with  blood  their  impious  sway* 
Yet  shall  not  India's  genius  long, 
Bear  unreveng'd  this  mighty  wrong* 
Ye  sons  of  Albion,  ye  whose  hand. 
Has  vext  the  most  this  injur'd  land,  ■ 
Ye  who,  with  mightier  power  indued. 
Have  in  pure  blood  your  hands  imbrued^ 
That  in  your  treasuri^  ye  might  hold, 
A  countless  sum  of  Indian  gold, 
Ye  yet  your  bloody  deeds  shall  rue, 
And  give  to  India  vengeance  due. 
Wliilst  on  this  shore  your  footsteps  fall, 
Dir^  Avarice  Shall  you  enthral 
To  work  her  will  accurst,  her  slaves ; 
Or  if  ye  measure  back  the  waves 
And  seek  again  your  native  ground. 
Yet  there  avengers  shall  be  found. 
There  Luxury  3^ur  souls  shall  hold. 
And  melt  your  hoarded  heaps  of  ^oid« 
And  Pleasure,  sought  with  eager  chace, 
Shall  still  elude  your  vain  embrace, 
Whilst  your  proud  banquets lo  conibund. 
Remorse,  dire  spectre !  from  the  ground 
Shall  rise,'  a  guest  of  fell  affright, 
Who  ca^ing. India  to  youc.sight* 
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Shall  shake  her  scourge,  and  snaky  hairy 
And  fill  your  bosoHis  with  despair.'* 

Thus  Kom  thegreeii  isle,  his  retreat. 
The  Genius  pours  his  angry  threat, 
IVhen  lo !  the  British  ^ip  thai  bore 
The  young  Amyntor  from  the  shore 
Of  Albion  to  the  Indian  clime. 
While  soft  gales  blow,  in  luckless  tiMe, 
Is  seen  afar  along  the  deep, 
To  the  green  isle  its  way  to  keep. 
The  breeses  fall,  the  vessel  rides. 
At  distance  on  Uie  rolling  tides, 
With  face  deceitful  smiles  the  ^y, 
And  now  impatient  to  descry 
An  Indian  Uuidy  Amyntor  sweeps 
In  oary  barge  the  level  deeps. 
And  now  with  curious  eye  explores^ 
The  untry'd  windings  of  the  shores* 

The  Genius  saw  the  youth  the  while. 
In  oary  barge  approach  the  isle. 
The  Genius  wept,  the  Genius  sigh'd, 
And  **  Oh  thou  hapless  youth  T  he  cry^d, 
**  Art  thou  too  come  of  milder  look. 
Thy  native  Albion's  cliffs  forsook, 
Art  thou  too  come  thy  purer  hand 
To  stain,  the  spoiler  of  this  land  I 
Alas !  ill-fitted  th</u  to  wage 
The  wars  in  Indian  climes  that  rage, 
Alas !  unknowing  thou  what  store 
Of  ills  infest  the  Indian  shore  ! 
Infiam'd  with  Glory's  radiant  chanJMf, 
And  nurtured  to  contend  in  arms 
With  a  proud  foe  whose  martial  rafe 
With  Albion  well  the  war  could  inigiB^ 


Say  wilt  thou  co\iDtit  mighty  prakQ 
Thy  trophies  in  this  l^nd  to  raise;  ^ 
Land  of  a  nation  weaker  far, 
Shunning  the  strife  of  furious  war. 
Whose  mind  a  languor  soft  inhales* 
From  sultry  skies  and  melting  gales^ 
AVhose  riches  only,  fatal  gift! 
The  invader's  steel  aiainst  them  lift. 
Guiltless  of  crimes  that  may  proYokCi 
Submitting  to  a  gentle  yoke, 
And  pouring  gold  in  boundless  stores 
To  turn  the  battle  from  their  shores  ? 
With  ffentlest  arts  and  manners  blest. 
And  all  thy  virtuous  soul  possest 
By  the  sweet  Muses,  whose  kind  power. 
Has  nurst  thee  from  thy  earliest  hour, 
Wilt  thou  not  weep  to  see  the  wrong. 
Which  hapless  India  suffers  long ; 
Her  nobles,  innocent  in  vain, 
By  ruffian  force  or  treachery  slain. 
Her  princes  in  the  fight  subdued, 
By  dire  Oppression's  scourge  pursued. 
And  War^nd  Rapine's  horrid  band. 
In  bloody  state  led  through  the  land. 
That  heaps  of  gold  may  sate  the  lust. 
Of  Albion's  sons,  severe,  unjust; 
Wrongs  whose  full  measure  to  restrain. 
Thy  feeble  power  must  strive  in  vain  ? 
Or  will  this  dire  contagious  cli;ne 
Infect  thy  bosom  too  with  crime. 
And  stifling  all  the  generous  iire. 
Which  in  thy  breast  now  glows  entire, 
The  mighty  wish  of  godlike  fame. 
The  gentle  Virtues'  heavenly  flame, 
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Slrall  Avarice  dire^  in  evil  day^ 
Thy  sliding  nature  here  betray 
To  vices  which  it  most  disdains. 
To  thoughts  unfeeling  of  the  painii 
And  sorrows  of  a  race  opprest, 
To  arts  of  lucre,  vile,  unblest, 
And  deeds  of  rapine  dark,  that  shun 
The  pure  light  of  the  radiant  sun  I 
Oh,  ere  thy  step  these  borders  gain, 
"While  yet  thy  soul  is  free  from  stain. 
Oh,  let  me  save  thee  from  the  snares 
Which  for  thy  youth  this  land  prepares, 
And  from  the  pangs  which  sure  will  wounit 
Thy  honest  mind  on  Indian  ground** 

The  Genius  St retch'd  his  mighty  haird. 
And  smote  the  waters  with  his  wand  r 
The  shores  and  hollow  rocks  around. 
Send  to  the  surge  a  solemn  sound, 
A  sudden  gloom  the  deep  invades. 
The  noon-tide  sun  is  hid  in  shades. 
The  sea  with  troubled  face  appears, 
When  lo!  a  wave  its  head  uprears. 
That  seen  afar  in  ocean's  plain 
Seems  a  huge  mountain  in  the  main  ; 
Gathering  the  floods  as  vast  it  sweeps 
Its  furious  way  along  the  deeps. 
The  wave  now  rolls  with  thundering  roar 
Its  weight  of  waters  to  the  shore. 
O,  hapless  youth  whose  pinnace  vain 
May  ill  the  mighty  flood  restrain ! 
O,  yet  thou  Indian  genius  quell  * 

That  wave  which  thou  hast  taught  to  swell, 
O,  yet  thou  Indian  Genius  save 
The  lost  Amyntor  from  the  wave ! 
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The  pious  vow  is  breatb'd  in  vaiti^ 
Nur  may  we  our  weak  suit  obtain* 
The  sullen  shades  of  night  are  fled^ 
Old  Ocean  smooths  his  watery  bed, 
The  wave  its  furious  course  has  roll'd. 
But,  ah  !  within  its  bosom  cold 
The  young  Amyntor  buried  lies. 
And  endless  night  has  clos*d  his  eyes. 
Farewell,  O  youth  too  early  lost, 
With  all  thy  Virtues  blooming  most. 
Farewell !  the  power  that  sways  the  deep/ 
From  ills  thy  virtuous  mind  to  keep. 
Ordains  an  early  grave  for  thee, 
Nor  may  we  blame  that  high  decree. 
No  hallowM  tomb  thy  ashes  holds, 
No  marble  vain  thy  name  unfolds. 
Yet  surely  to  that  shore  which  gavef 
To  thy  cold  limbs  a  watery  grave. 
The  gentle  spirits  of  the  air 
Shall  oft  witk  harp  unseen  repair, 
And  oft  along  that  coast  shall  float 
Soft  music  with  a  solemn  note : 
The  sailor  at  the  hour  of  night. 
Who  steers  beneath  the  moon's  pale  light 
His  vessel  thro'  the  Indian  main, 
Wondering  shall  hear  the  melting  strain, 
And  down  his  rough  cheek  as  he  hears 
Shall  glide  involuntary  tears. 

Thus,  bending  o'er  the  waves  which  roar 
Against  old  Albion's  rocky  shore, 
With  strains  which  Fancy,  musing  maid, 
Invents  to  lend  her  votary  aid, 
1  strive  to  cheat  my -bosom's  painf. 
I  strive,  alas !  too  much  in  vain, 

VOL.    VIU  C  C 
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While  sRd  rf me mbraijce  to  ray  minJ^ 
Still  calls,  mth  busy  care  unkind, 
A  brother  in  the  Indian  wave 
tJiitimely  sunk»  and  in  that  grave, 
Buried  with  him  in  a>l  their  prime. 
Fair  hopes  aiid  virtuous  6res  sublime^ 
O  shade  of  him  whose  memory  dear, 
Calls  from  tbese  eyes  this  streaming  tear. 
Forgive  the  verse  that  strives  to  frame  " 
Some  weak  memorial  of  thy  name. 
Poor  is  the  tribute  of  the  lays 
Which  to  Ihy  dust  a  brother  pays. 
Yet  shaH  the  verse  not  flow  in  vaiiv 
If  aught  avail  the  pious  strain 
To  soothe  with  lenient  note  awhile 
A  parent's  angubb,  or  beguile 
These  tears  that  streaming  still  anew 
A  gentle  sister's  cheek  bedew, 
Whose  tender  frame  may  ill  I  ween 
£ndur€  the  shaft  of  sorrow  keen. 


TO  A  LADY 

FROM    VOLTAIRE. 

That  mind  adorn'd  with  ev'ry  pleasing  art* 
Might  beauty's  all-seducing  aid  despise  i 

Yet  e'en  an  idiot  cbu)d  fenslave  my  beart. 
Had  the  fair  idiot  those  enchanting  eyes. 

Ah  !  still  imperfect :  if  thou  canst  not  love, 
Tbosc  heavenly  graces  are  bestow'd  in  vain; 

One  tesder  sentiment  is  fcir  above 
B^attty  and  wit^  with  all  their  sprightly  train* 

>74>8»  ANTff<yKT   CUAM9IM^y  Z8Q* 
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II  is  pieasant  when  we  can  be  equally  amused  with  our  own  tti\$* 
takes,  aud  those  of  other$,  I  have  voluntarily  given  yt/ters  man/ 
oppoi  tuUities  of  amusing  theuiselves  with  mine, 

Prisstlet^on  AiTL,  Vol.  11,  p.  5i3. 


Prince  of  philosophers,  whose  splendid  page 
Obscures  the  glories  of  each  former  age ; 
While  through  the  cloud,  around  thy  happiest  linetf 
By  m3rstic  science  spread,  conspicuous  shines 
I'hy  wit  familiar,  as  phosphoric  light, 
lUeau  tho'  its  composition,  gleams  through  night  S 
In  whose  high  presence  sinks  dejected  Hales; 
Locke's  understanding  in  confusion  fails ; 
Boyle's  fame  exhausted  like  his  air-pump  lies ; 
And  Newton's  prism  hides  all  its  rainbow  dyes ! 
I  Oh  raoi*e  than  Newton  skill'd  with  every  shape 
Of  wisdom  to  delight,  egregious  ape  ! 
Th^  Critic's  boast !  of  Orators  the  pride  ! 
In  little  school  the  little  School«boy's  Guide  t 

•  Originally  published  in  1791. 

t  Sec  Poetical  Register,  Vol,  vi,  p.  400* 
X  Superior  beings*  when  of  late  they  saw 
A  mortal  inan  tinfold  all  nature's  law, 
Admir'd  such  wisdom  in  an  earthly  shape, 
And  shew'd  &  Newton  as  we  shew  an  ape !  Tort^ 

c  c  2 


588 

•  Polemic  glutton,  whose  insatiate  soul 

Folios  of  Fathers  gormandizes  whole  ; 

And,  to  relax  from  philosophic  themes, 

Sucks  u^  their  frothy  Greek,  like  well-whipt  creams ! 

Or  in  the  pulpit  if  thou  deign  to  shine, 

The  candid,  charitable,  meek  Divine  \ 

Or  if  thy  breast  with  patriot  rapture  glo\f. 

Of  kings  and  kingcraft  unrelenting  foe ! 

Yet  though  with  eVery  gift,  all  learning  blest^ 

Alike  by  printers,  and  by  f  peers  carcst, 

A  blushing  egotist,  whose  modest  pen 

Displays  the  humblest  of  the  sons  of  men  ! 

Ah,  say,  my  Priestley,  to  thy  various  praise 

Why  has  no  sweet  encomiast  tun'd  his  lays? 

Still  shall  the  muse,  who  to  Sir  William's  name,. 

Woo'd  by  Mac  Gregg  or,  gave  heroic  feme, 

Grudge  from  his  garden  one  poetic  tint, 

To  deck  the  wonders  of  thy  sprig  of  mint? 

•  *  I  would  farther  observe,  tliat  the  attention  I  hare  given  tO' 
theology  does  not  engross  so  much  of  my  time  as  some  persons- 
may  imagine.  I  am  particularly  complained  of  as  having  thrdwn 
away  so  much  time  on  the  composition  of  my  History  of  the  Cor- 
ruptions of  Christianity,  and  of  the  Opinions  concerning  Christ.* 
But  the  experiments  contained  in  this  single  volume,  is  much  more 
tiian  I  have  given  to  the  six  of  which  those  works  consbt,  and  ta 
«//  the  controversial  pieces  I  have  written  in  defence  of  the  former 
of  them.  Single  paragraphs  have  cost  me  more  labour  than  whole* 
sections  or  chapters  of  the  formcx.  In  general,  during  the  compost* 
tion  of  those  tooths,  the  greatest  part  of  the  day  was  spent  in  my  ifl»' 
boratory,  and  the  evenings  and  mornings  only  in  reading  or  writing/' 
— Priestley  on  Air,  vol.  iv.  Preface,  p.  9. 

t  "  Some  time  after  this  I  was  in  company  with  Lord  Shel' 
BiTRNE,  at  the  seat  of  Mons.  Trudaine,  at  Montigny  in  France," 
&^c.  **  being  at  dinner  with  the  Duke  of  Northumberland,  A» 
Grace^*  &c. — '^Tliis  scheme  I  immediately  mentioned  to,  the  Jhhe 
and  the  company ;  all  feemed  much  pleased  with  it,"  &c«  &Crf^ 
Priestley  on  Air,  vol»  u* 


389 

For  Banks's  fleas  shall  Peter's  lyre  be  strung, 

While  thou  *,  thy  mice,  and  mouse-cage  sleep  unsung? 

Oh  then,  my  tuneful  labours  to  beguile. 

Deign  me,  my  Priestley,  one  soft  simpering  smile; 

So  to  the  soothing  cadence  of  ray  verse 

Mac  Greggor's  strains  shall  grate  like  scrannel  Erse ; 

And  Peter's  odes,  which,  seeking  mirth /alone, 

Like  his  own  lobsters,  skip  from  tone  to  tone, 

From  theme  to  theme,  shall  sUew  a  glittering  waste 

•Of  gay  disorder,  to  my  song  more  chaste. 

Yet  when  tby  vrorks  to  my  enraptur*d  eyes 

In  all  their  mingled  blaze  of  glory  rise, 

Amid  such  rich  variety  to  choose, 

Oonfounds,  not  daunts,  my  high-aepiring  mtise« 

For  wha  like  thee  with  novelty  can  charm, 

+  Sooth  us  with  "Crror,  and  with  truth  alarm ; 

Like  thee  can  prove,  on  thy  phlogistic  plan. 

How  death  absorbs  the  vital  part  of  man ; 

J  At  naked  facts  make  all  the  learned  stare. 

And  write  more  theories  than  lines  on  air; 

Rend  the  tough  web  of  Horsley's  close-wove  work; 

Or  from  pi  atonic  dreams  awaken  Burke  ! 

But  since  the  gaping  world  in  deep  amaze 

Still  on  thy  last  eccentric  pamphlet  gaze, 

•  See  the  Frontispiece,  and  numerous  passages  in  Dr.  Priestley's 
lirst  volume  on  Air. 

t  See  the  motto  in  the  title  page. 

t  "  No  man  was  ever  more  temperate  in  the  introduction  of 
new  terms,  conwdering  the  number  of  new  facts  I  have  discovered." 
Vol.  ii.  p.  334.— Of  the  manner  in  which  those  facts  were  dis- 
xjovered,  the  Doctor  thas  modestly  speaks  in  the  323d  page  of  the 
same  volume.  "  I  was  determined  to  shew  how  httle  mystery  there 
really  is  in  the  business  of  experimental  philosophj,  and  with  how 
little  sagacity  or  design  discoveries  (which  some  are  pleased  to  4Wa« 
4ider  as  great  Itad  wooderful  things)  have  been  made*'' 
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•  Wbich,  like  great  Milton's  hero,  o'er  the  plidi 
Where  tamult,  discord,  and  sedition  reigu. 
Wide  hovering  hangs,  then  as  a  rocket  bright 
Darts  flaming  up,  and  fires  the  realms  of  night; 
Ere  yet  the  wonder  fades,  my  muse  shall  try 
To  trace  its  flaming  progress  through  the  sky. 
And  ye,  who  all  your  Priestley's  soul  inspire. 
Spirits  of  freedom,  animate  my  lyre ! 

Presumptuous  Burke  !  though  ev'ry  nobler  part, 
All  scope  of  talent,  and  all  worth  of  heart, 
Sustain  th^t  fame  which  thou  hast  hardly  won, 
In  the  rough  course  of  twelve  long  lustres  run ; 
Pure  f^om  all  envy,  affectation,  pride. 
Without  one  little  sneaking  thought  to  hi^^e ; 
Of  brow  as  open  as  of  mind  sincere, 
To  vice  alone,  triumphant  vice,  severe; 
While  the  just  purpose  of  thy  steady  soul 
Nor  raging  foes,  nof  shrinking  friends  controul; 
Though  on  the  manly  graces  of  thy  tongue 
Britain's  held  genius  long  has  raptured  hung, 
As  TuLLY  sweet,  to  charm  our  listening  ears. 
With  Tully's  wisdom,  but  without  his  fears; 
Though  Bacon's  science,  letters,  wit,  refin'd 
Frona  ev'ry  base  alloy  of  Bacon's  mind, 
Distinguish  thee  from  all  of  modern  date, 
fAch  riva]  star  that  gilds  the  sphere  of  state; 
Nor  less  our  praise  attends  thy  hour  serene. 
Great  in  the  private  as  the  public  scene, 
Pnequall'd  when  around  the  social  hearth 
Thy- well  stor'd  fancy  pours  instructive  mirth; 
f  irn>  to  thy  friend  (whatever  distant  coast 
That  friend  detains)  as  names  which  fables  boast} 


-Satan- 


Springs  upwards,  like  n  pyramid  of  ^g 
Intp  the  wiid  expanse. 
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Warm  to  cacli  dearer  charity  of  life 
That  closer  draws  the  brother,  son,  and  wife, 
Their  fond  solicitude  with  tcndercst  care 
Repaying — only  not  uncqualTd  there: 
Yet  vain  are  all  thy  powers,  thy  virtues  vain. 
Too  weak  thy  wild  ambition  to  restrain. 
Unhappy  Burke!  what  phrenzy  rash  and  blind, 
What  luckless  daemon,  sciz'd  thy  raging  mind. 
And  bade  thee  write  of  constitutions,  kings, 
Exploded,  mean,  unphilosophic  things, 
In  spite  of  jeason,  and  in  friendship's  spite. 
The  dictates  of  great  Doctor  Priestley  slight? 
ArmM  at  all  points  this  doughty  champion  turnS| 
Smiles  now  in  scorn,  and  now  with  fury  b^ns,. 
Down  then  in  haste  upon  thy  stubborn  khees: 
The  moment  that  remains  for  mercy  seize; 
Convicted  rebel,  who  to  Britain's  throne 
Preaching  one  legal  Heir,  and  one  alone, 
Dar'st  in  the  madness  of  thjpzeal  maintain 
That  Pitt  or  Priestley  have  no  right  to  reign* 
*  High  treason  this  in  loftier  tone  he  swears; 
And,  after  a  long  '*  intercourse  ofycars^^* 
An  halter's  all  he  gives  thee  of  his  love, 
But  hopes  it  will  not  ^^inconvenient**  prove. 

Oh  that  the  muse,  my  Priestley,  could  but  prai«e 
One  half  the  beauties  which  thy  work  displays! 
To  thee  her  richest  stores  while  fancy  brings. 
Exulting  genius  claps  his  wearied  wings ! 
Within  the  compass  of  one  single  line 
What  glow,  what  energy  of  thought  is  thine ! 
Above  tame  Burke,  while  sickening  envy  dies, 
How  proudly  does  thy  towering  pinion  rise ! 

*  "  From  two  acts  of  parliament,  viz.  the  fourth  and  sixth  t>f' 
Anne,  it  appears  that   y«»ur  assertion  is  nothing  less  than  hi*;}*. 


n&mvenience" 


Far  am  I  from  wishing  to  bring  vou  into  any  ^erioa^ 
'  Ace. — Prieitley's  Letters  to  Burke*  p.  36. 
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Though  to  that  star  his  princess  he  compaFe 
Whose  beams  add  splendor  to  the  twilight  air^ 
And  darting  through  the  radiance  of  the  morn 
With  life  and  joy  the  face  of  heaven  adorn ; 
Yet  thou  with  keener  eye  canst  mark  from  far 
The  w^nd'ring  path  of  IJdmund's  fancied  star; 
*  Then  bid  this  comet  of  disastrous  tail. 
This  blazing  mischief,  lovely  portent,  hail ! 
A  Venus,  Burke  exclaims  (and  can  we  show 
One  trite  expression  which  from  him  could  flow?): 
Thine  is  the  boast,  that  to  thy  sight  reveal'd 
Twine  the  crisp  hairs  from  vulgar  eyes  concealed ; 
Hairs,  which  display,  in  grin^mest  horror  currd, 
A  gristly  Gorgon  to  the  wondering  wor)d ! 

But  when  thy  genius  to  keen  satire  stoops; 
And  the  proud  crest  of  humbled  Edmund  droops, 
Critics  must  own,  and  as  they  own  admire. 
Thy  words  all  daggers,  all  thy  periods  fire ! 
How  pleas'd  I  view  thee  aim  the  glittering  dart 
Of  pointed  irony,  ^nd  pierce  his  heart! 
Sarcastic  cry,  f  "  ii>  happy  Russia  born, 
Where  mildest  graces  the  soft  sex  adorn, 
Thee  will  I  hail,  great  Burke,  with  pride  elate, 
The  gallant  champion  of  the  gentle  Kate  ! 

*  <f  To  the  French  she  ha^  appeared  to  be  nothing  better  thai) 
s  comet  forebqding  every  disaster*  aqd  bringing  desolation  and 
iruin  on  her  countrv.  You  saw  nothing  but  the  fine  featiireSi  a^d 
Imagined  them  to  belong  p  a  Venus.  The  French,  it  seemst  have 
discovered  the  ^naky  hair,  and  find  her  to  b«  a  mere  JVIedan."r~ 
Priestley 'S  Letters  to  Burke>  p.  19. 

+  f*  ^^Hiat  an  exalted  freedom  would  you  hare  felt;»  had  you  had 
^he  happiness  of  l^eing  a  subject  of  the  Empr^s^  of  Rossia*  y<^r 
sovereign  being  then  a  woman  /—Fighting  under  her  auspices,  you 
would,  ho  doubt,  have  been  the  most  puissanf  of  knights  errant, 
and  her  redoubted  champion  against  the  whole  Turki^  empire, 
gie  sqvereign  of  which  Is  only  a  mofu'' — ^Priestley's  Letters  tq 
Burke,  p.  31.  *  „  . 
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Lo !  where  the  gleam  of  thy  bright  sword  alone 
Scares  slothful  Selim  from  the  Turkish  throne, 
A  mere,  mere  man — But  ah  !  what  lovely  trains, 
Once  male,  now  pure  from  manhood's  grosser  stains 
With  clamours  shrill,  as  if  by  magic  charm. 
Check  in  its  furious  course  thy  vengeful  arm  !" 
So  well  canst  thou  in  thy  own  bantering  style 
Of  half  their  rising  scorn  our  hearts  beguile ! 
Thus  at  some  ale-house  window  have  I  heard. 
In  witty  strain,  a  pert  loquacious  bird. 
With  look  less  arch,  with  less  conceited  mien, 
Steal,  while  he  rail'd,  from  passengers  their  spleen* 
Thus  on  the  back  of  Bruin  mounted  high, 
^  well-dress'd  Pug  the  shouting  rustics  spy. 
Great  prince  of  mimics ;  who  with  grave  grimace. 
Facetious  trick,  and  ever-varying  face. 
Disdainful  mirth  excites ;  then  chattering  loud, 
Grins  in  his  turn  upon  the  grinning  crowd ; 
While  honest  Bruin,  heedless  of  his  play. 
Trots  on  with  sturdy  step  his  steady  way. 

How  far,  great  Doctor,  has  thy  pompous  name 
Already  spread,  nor  gathered  half  its  fame ! 
Scarce  can  the  cit,  at  Dolly's  ere  he  takes 
His  daily  fill  of  politics  and  steaks. 
Seek  his  assistance,  who  perhaps  may  choose 
your  wit  to  brighten,  while  he  blacks  your  shoeis. 
But  thus,  as  o'er  the  patient  foot  be  hangs, 
At  every  brush  our  orator  harangufc: 
^*  What  are  these  kings  who  keep  the  world  in  awe- 
Such  sage  remarks  from  Priestley's  works  I  draw--* 
These  blustering  blades,  that,  proud  of  pomp  and  show, 
l^ook  with  disdain  on  little  folks  below? 
What  George,  the  greatest  of  great  kings  I  ween,  • 
Good  though  he  be,  and  gentle  to  his  Queen? 
What  all — scarce  worth  the  notice,  of  his  pen--o 
Jlejre  drudges  to  us  popular  gentlemen,**    *         '      ' 
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Oh  glorious  doctrine  !  that  a  king  alone 
Should  have  no  rights,  no  pleasure  of  his  own! 
The  servant  of  his  people !  slave  of  slaves  ! 
Who  for  a  paltry  boon  their  favour  craves ! 
Poor  tawdry  bauble,  boast  of  China's  land. 
That  nods  obedient  to  the  moving  band  ! 

*  In  every  place,  I  hear  thee  gravely  cry, 
Where  Commerce  lifts  her  muddy  head  on  high, 
Exists  some  public  servant  of  renown, 
Paid  and  appointed  solely  by  the  town : 
In  simpler  style,  one,  who  from  dirty  ways 
Each  nuisance  in  his  rumbling  cart  conveys. 
And  thus  great  GEORcr. — be  clos'd  ye  royal  cars!— 
Is  but  the  plumpest  of  plump  scavengers! 
If  scavenger  and  King  are  like  in  this. 
That  both  wc  choose,  and  one  at  will  dismiss; 
What  sophist  would  persuade  us  that  the  other 
Should  find  more  favour  than  his  dusty  brother } 
What  ?  If  wc  think  the  wight  too  fat,  too  thin, 
Of  smil^  ungracious,  or  of  ghastly  grin, 
Because  the  snivelling  soul  of  Burke  it  shock, 
Must  we  not  bring  our  culprit  to  the  block  ? 
Oh,  England,  England  !  never  wilt  thou  know 
A  prouder  day  than  when  fair  freedom's  foe, 
Devoted  Charles,  in  his  blest  subjects'  sight 
Bow'd  his  meek  head,  and  bade  the  world  good  nigbt* 
And  doouriDoderokingsso  mild  and  good, 
Grudge  us  one  little  drop  of  regal  blood  ? 

*  **  If  the  town  officer,  in  oonticqacnce  of  being  appointed  md 
paid  foK  hb  iervices  by  tbe  to\«n,  is  never  considered  in  «ny  odwr 
light  than  that  of  the  tervant  of  the  town,  is  not  the  chief  mafit* 
trate  in  any  country,  Ici  him  be  calltd  sovereign,  king,  or  what  m 
pk^aM  (for  that  is  only  a  fuune),  the  servant  ^  tJ^  ptapk  9  vfhMi 
real  difference  can  there  be  in  the  two  case*  ?  They  eack  dnohaiga 
a  certaixi  daty.  and  kave  a  certaiu  tiipulated  rewani  fyt  ii;MU 
i^n^lcy'ft  Lntew  to  Burke,  p.  *J3* 
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Degenerate  times  I — But  o'er  yon  gloomy  skies, 
Lo  !  Anarchy's  terrific  genius  flies, 
And  while  around  him  headless  phantoms  dance. 
Points  in  mute  rapture  to  his  sons  of  France ! 

Above  all  human,  all  divine  controul. 
How  I  respect  thy  ever-dariilg  soul, 
Eccentric  Priestley,  first  of  wonders,  bom 
This  first  of  wond'rous  ages  to  adorn  ; 
When  thus  thou  criest  with  simile  and  face, 
Each  longer  than  a  Presbyterian  grace, 
^'  *  What  is  your  boasted  church  but  that  vile  beast, 
**  The  sluggish  Sloth,  which,  ere  he  quits  his  feast, 
^'  Champs  the  fresh  leaves,  sucks  the  sweet  juices  dry^ 
^*  And  strips  the  bark  of  Christiirnity : 
"  The  Glutton,  rather." — For  thou  feel'st  no  shame 
Of  good  old  sneers  that  from  old  Mess- John  came: 
•*  Vain  are  the  struggles  of  the  noble  prey 
**  Clear  from  our  Glutton's  gripe  to  get  away ; 
**  The  Glutton  clings;   and  on  the  fat  so  due — 
^*  Pomp,  honours,  wealth — persists  at  ease  to  dine; 
'*   Nor  leaves  one  scrap,  however  gorg'd  bis  maw, 
**  Foe  the  poor  half-starv'd  sectary's  lanker  jaw. 

♦  •«  So  far  b  a  ^ivH  establishment  from  being  friendly  to  Chris* 
Canity,  that  it  may  be  compared  to  the  utiimal  ealWd  the  Sioth» 
which,  when  it  gets  upon  any  tree*  will  not  leave  it  till  it  has  d«* 
"voured  the  leaves,  and  even  the  bark.  Rather  it  is  the  animal 
called  the  Glutton,  which  falling  from  a  tree  upon  some  noble 
animal,  immediately  begins  to  tear  it,  and  sack  its  blood.  Now 
when  I  see  this  Slotii  upon  its  stately  branches,  gnawing  It,  and 
stripping  it  bare ;  or»  to  change  my  comparison*  when  I  see  the 
Glutton  upon  the  shoulders  of  this  noble  animal,  the  blood  flowing 
down,  and  its  very  vitals  in  danger  ;  if  I  wish  to  preserve  the  tree« 
or  the  animal,  must  1  not,  without  delay,  destroy  the  Sh»th,  and  kill 
the  Glutton  ?  Indeed,  Sir,  say  or  write  what  yon  pleas^p ;  such 
vicaiifi  deserve  no  mercy.  You  may  stand  by.  and  weep  lor  the 
fate  qC  your  favourite  Sloth  or  Glutton ;  but  I  ^al)  not  ipane 
fheoi  p* — Pria»t^Jr*$  Letters  tp  fiiirkew  p-  B«* . 
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These  are  thy  vermin,  Burke  :  stand  thou,  and  weep, 

While  the  stern  purpose  of  my  wrath  I  keep ; 
"  For  I — ^yc  Bishops  tremble!  Deans  awake! 
•*  Ye  proud  cathedrals  from  your  bases  shake  !— - 
**  I — and  what  arm  of  mortal  nerve  shall  dare 
"  My  vengeance  to  oppose  ? — /  will  not  spare  V* 

May  I  not  cat  both  what  and  how  I  will, 
And  take  of  cheering  cup  my  daily  fill. 
Without  the  state's  permission  ?  Why  then,  say, 
Must  statesmen  tell  me  what  and  how  to  pray  ? 
•Shall  others  murmur,  standing  if  1  please 
To  worship  God,  nor  bow,  like  them,  my  knees? 
Grant  that  I  choose  another  form  to  teach, 
And  sit  cross-leggM  upon  my  naked  breech. 
Making  wry  faces  to  some  idol  grim ; 
Must  I  be  thwarted  in  this  harmless  whim  ? 
Who  could  complain  should  I,  of  spirit  meek. 
Like  old  Egyptians,  deify  a  leek  : 
Aly  stomach  and  my  zeal  to  warm,  one  hour 
Wocship  my  savoury  God,  the  next  devour? 

If  on  the  bed  of  sickness  tost  I  grieve. 
And  would  by  medicine  my  pains  relieve, 
!No  gracious  monarch's  tardy  aid  I  crave. 
To  snatch  a  withered  carcase  from  the  grave* 
Why  in  religion  then  so  blindly  trust 
To  erring  man,  frail  creature  of  the  dust  ? 
For  both  these  healing  arts  arc  ne'er  allied, 
Like  sister  plants  that  flourish  side  by  side : 
And  in  one  thriving  soil  we  often  spy 
Here  Physic  shoot,  there  spread  Divinity. 
Lo!  where  Macauley's  friend  sage  Graham,  shines, 
First  of  Empirics  !  greatest  of  Divines  1 

•  •*  What  right  has  any  man  to  complain  of  me,  if  I  worship 
God  in  what  manner  I  please,  or  if  I  do  not  choose  to  worsbip 
Gpd  at  all  ?" — Friestley*8  Letters  to  Burke,  p.  5& 
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Oh  !  that  tboQ  could'st  with  th'is  celestfa)  man 
Concert,  my  Priestley,  some  ingenious  plan, 
A  scoundrel  clergy  from  the  earth  to  sweep. 
Who  not  our  consciences  but  purses  keep ; 
And  thus,  than  Pitt  more  frugal,  save  us  clear 
At  least  *  one  million  and  a  half  a  year? 
Canst  thoy  no  nostrum  find  from  guilty  stain 
Our  souls  to  purge,  nor  give  one  griping  pain? 
For  thou  alike  man*s  body  and  his  mind 
To  be  but  sluggish  matter  hast  defin'd  ; 
And  prov'd  that  all  some  preachers  nick-name  Sin, 
The  weekly  burthen  of  their  drowsy  din. 
Is — what  a  strong  co'rrective  might  controul. 
Mere  effervescence  of  an  acid  soul. 
Melhinks  I  see,  ere  scarce  thy  work's  begun. 
The  grand  arcanum  found,  the  vict'ry  won  ; 
While  Fame,  as  swift  she  flies  from  town  to  towny 
Bears  on  her  paper  wing  thy  great  renown. 
Proceed,  illustrious  pair,  and  bring  to  view 
What  few  could  hope,  and  none  achieve  but  you  ! 
Produce  this  wond'rous  Katterfelto  pill. 
That  shall  the  guawing  worm  of  conscience  kill; 
Shall  rid  our  souls  of  all  their  frisky  leaven, 
And  make  them,  heavy  dolts  !  jog  on  to  heaven. 

But  should  at  last  this  happy  project  fail, 
Nor  e'en  thy  own  experiments  avail. 
Yet  of  thy  zeal  some  litlle  proof  display  : 
Drive  from  our  church  at  least  the  Drones  away, 
•f  First  all  the  powers  of  thy  great  air-pump  show. 
And  close  in  vacuo  shut  the  Mitred  foe : 

•  Bishop  Watson,  in  his  Letter  to  the  Archbishop  of  CaQterbarTv 
states  this  to  be  the  amount  of  the  church  revenues,  and  expresses 
his  surprise  at  the  smailness  of  the  sum  ! 

t  "  The  English  hierarchy  has  reasou  to  tremble  at  an  air'pumpt 
•r  eUctTkal  machine***    Priestley  on  Air»  rol.  u  Preface. 
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There  like  less  noxious  Termm  let  tlieiw  lie; 
There  stare  and  gasp,  there  sprawl,  kick  upland  die! 
Next  <»n  inferior  Dignitaries  steal ; 
And  from  below,  where  haply  they  may  feel, 
Charging  their  empty  noddles  through  Iheir  nock^ 
Ply  all  thy  battery  of  electric  shocks,       , 
Till,  dancing  an  involuntary  jig, 
From  each  dull  pate  they  shake  its  owlish  wig; 
"then  lightly  scamper  off  with  tingling  breech, 
And  on  their  country  livings «farrc  and  preach! 
Let  drivelling  Burke  exclaim  in  pious  gloW| 
That  all  our  comforts  from  religion  flow. 
Thou,  the  great  Purgersdicuts  of  our  age. 
With  sounder  logic  arm'st  thy  manlier  page. 
Why  must  religion  be  our  only  good  ? 
*  Find  we  no  ival  comfort  in  our  food  ? 
That  few  can  feast  on  pure  angelic  love, 
Well  did  that  great  Dissenting  teacher  provCi 
Who  boldly  venturd  on  a  day  unmeet. 
One  sabbath  day,  his  fasting  maw  to  treat : 
But  while  he  gloated  on  his  dainty  bit, 
A  savoury  goose  just  gliding  from  the  spit ; 
The  last,  last  clank  of  pattetis  now  was  o'er, 
And  Barebones  peeping  stood  at  mee ting- door ! 
What  could  be  done  ?  the  house  of  prayer  he  soughti 
His  goose,  not  God,  possessing  every  thought: 
Sore  yearn'd  his  bowels  for  his  absent  bird  ; 
In  every  pew  their  yearnings  sore  were  heard. 
**  Do  well,  and  Heaven  will  prosper  you,"  was  all: 
When  now.  compell'd  by  a  more  powerful  call, 
To  his  souFs  idol  home  again  he  flew, 
And,  dire  lo  tell !   without  long  grace  fell  to ; 

•  «*  You  certainly  magnify  t]»e  benefits  derived  from  telff^on  t«i 
much. — U  there  no  good,  no  comfort  in  any  thing  but  religioO? 
Will  religion  feed  ua?  or  is  there  no  comfort  in  food  ?"-'-Priestlcy'« 
Letten  to  Burke,  p.  86.  '^ 
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CrammM  on  with  appetite  by  prayier  uncloy'dy 

And  in  fat  goose  his  greatest  good  enjo/d. 
Why  then  of  faith,  or  mod^  of  faith,  dispute f 

Why  taste  at  all  religion's  bitter  root? 

'To  thy  free  soul  the  difference  is  but  small 

Twixt  God  and  Pagod,  Christ  and  Belial. 

One  day  we  finu  thee  a  believer  true ; 

The  next  thou  seem'st  half-Infidel  half-Jew. 

So  well  with  Hebrews  hast  thou  play'd  thy  part. 

That  they  still  think  thee  a  staunch  friend  at  heait; 

And'  hope,  in  spite  of  Christian  jokes  and  jibes. 

To  add  another  Gordon  to  their  tribes* 

Ah  !  see,  where  o'er  Duke's  place  in  shoals  they  spread. 

With  many  a  bearded  rabbi  at  their  head, 
And,  having  seiz'd  thee  without  noise  or  strife, 
Prune  thy  luxuriance  with  the  sacred  knife  ! 

But  now  to  more  triumphant  scenes  I  turn ; 
While  new-felt  transports  in  my  bosom  burn* 
*  Holy  Saint  Edmund!  will  thy  feeble  hand 
Save  thy  dear  church,  thy  dear  devoted  land? 
Ah  no!  for,  hark!  Saint  Joseph  from  afar 
•*  Cries  havock,  and  lets  slip  the  dogs  of  war !" 
Yes,  great  Saint  Joseph — for  true  Saint  art  thou. 
Before  whose  shrine  small  saints  like  Edmund  bow-— 
Inspir'd  by  thee,  all  civil  strife  I  bless, 
And  could  the  bloody  dames  of  France  caress; 

•  ••  If  you.  Sir,  can  steer  the  ship,  of  the  state  throagh  tbe 
itorm  which  we  all  see  to  be  approaching,  and  if  you  can  save  the 
church  as  well  as  the  state,  you  will  deserve  no  less  than  canoni- 
zation, and  St.  Edmund  will  be  the  greatest  name  in  the  calendar* 
If  the  condition  of  other  nations  be  as  much  bettt  red  as  that  of 
France  will  probably  be,  this  great  crisis  will  be  consummation 
devoutly  to  be  wished  for ;  and,  though  calamitous  to  many, 
perhaps  to  many  innocent  persons,  will  be  eventually  most  glorious 
and  happy.  Sjieculaiions  of  ihii  kind  contribtite  to  eihiUtrtOe  my 
9piriU."    Priesiley'i  Letters  to  Butke,  p.  154. 
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By  thee  inspirM,  all  regions  would  I  searcfc. 
Captives  on  thrones,  and  martyrs  in  the  churchy 
Rapes,  scourgings,  burnings,  massacres  to  find, 
That  might  exhilarate  thy  pious  mind  ! 
Dost  thou  from  popish  praise  avert  thine  ear? 
Then  will  I  call  thee  sage,  diviner,  seer,  ^ 
•  Jos£FH  the  dreamer  of  a  modem  date, 
Skiird  like  old  Joe  in  the  dark  book  of  fate. 

Rise  then,  my  muse,  with  all  thy  rage  of  rhymes^ 
To  hail  the  dawn  of  those  refulgent  times. 
When,  aftef  a  long,  dark,  tempestuous  night. 
Freedom  on  all  shall  shed  her  genial  light! 
And,  lo  1  where  sprung  from  French  men's  giddy  braius, 
Man's  rights  for  man  Philosophy  regains. 
While  to  her  blood-stain'd  altar  Europe  brings 
The  Clergy's  wealth,  the  pomp  and  power  of  Kings. 
Come,  ye  who  seek  the  light;  her  sacred  shrine 
With  awe  approach,  and  hear  her  words  divine  ; 
where  lo  swill'd  clubs  of  Atheists,  Jews,  and  Turks, 
Her  prophets,  wise  to  dumb-found  fifty  Burkes, 
The  mad  St.  Huruge,  or  the  madder  Cloots, 
Prove  our  grand  right— ^/or  ever  to  be  Brutes, 
Joy  to  my  Priestley  ;  joy.     Behold,  behold 
+  The  blest  Millennium,  by  thy  tongue  foretold  ! 
Hail  happy,  hour !  when  savage  wars  shall  cease, 
And  all  but  thou  my  Priestley,  be  at  peace ; 
When  statesmen,  like  thy  Lansdowkb  ever  mild 
•*  In  wit  a  man,  in  innocence  a  child," 

*  **  And  the^  said  to  one  another.  Behold,  this  dreamer 
cometb**'     Genesis  xxxvii.  19. 

+  «*  This,  Sir,  will  be  the  happy  state  of  things  distinctly  and 
repeatedly  foretold,  in  many  prophecies  delivered  more  than  two 
thousand  years  ago,  when  the  common  Parent  of  mankind  «tif 
make  wars  f#  eease  Co  the  ends  of  the  earth,  &g.  Isaiah,  ii.  4/'-* 
Priestley's  Letters  to  Burke,  p.  150. 
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Lost  too,  like  him,  in  labyrinths  of  thought, 

Shall  wouder  why  we  rude  •  barbarians  fought  i 

f  When  for  a  livelihood  compeU'd  to  shift, 

And  turn'dy  unpitied,  penny  less,  adrift^ 

Now  half  the  bench  of  Bishops  we  may  meet, 

Croaking  "  old  •clothes"  about  St.  James's  Street ; 

There  see  them^  tumbling  o'er  each  other,  strive 

Who  first  a  bargain  with  their  Queen  shall  drive; 

While  no  mean  lure  her  beckoning  hand  displays. 

The  well-known  royal  brogues  of  better  da3rs ; 

At  Lambeth  Ferry  see  broad-chested  Mooke, 

The  tide  against  nim,  tugging  at  the  oar ; 

See  stout-limb'd  Markham,  owner  of  a  chair, 

With  Irish  heroes  scuffling  for  a  fare ; 

Watson,  a  chemist's  journeyman,  returned 

Again  to  thumb  the  books  which  late  he  burnM  $ 

Smooth  HoRNE  an  oil-man  in  the  shop  of  Skill  \ 

Dipping  in  unctuous  puffs  his  gentle  quill ; 

And  HoRSL£T,  yet  thy  foe,  for  trunks  and  pies 

In  Grub-Street  garrets  scribbling  new  replies; 

While  Pitt's  own  Prettyman,  now  Peter  Puff, 

By  auction  sells  his  bankrupt  brethren's  stufl^, 

In  his  new  pulpit  thundering  from  on  high — 

Each  look  assurance,  and  each  word  a  lie : 

When  Kings — O  Brunswick  !  raise  thy  drooping  head— * 

Turn  farmers,  not  for  pleasure,  but  for  bread  : 

When  all  the  world,  Moravian  like,  shall  prove 

One  universal  family  of  love ! 

*  "  No  description  of  men  but  barbarians  will  have  recourse  to 
war." — Priestley's  Letters  to  Burke,  p.  151» 

t  «•  There  will  be  no  more  Lord  Bishops,  and  Archbishops,**  &c.— ^ 
Ibid, 

♦  For  the  daily  advertisements  of  Messrs.  Sull  and  SoN/  see 
any  of  tke  thirteen  Morning  Papers. 
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Tct,  spite  of  thy  bland  rhetoric,  I  fear 
Slen  will  not  quite  forget  what  once  they  were; 
Some  trace  of  former  feelings  may  remain ; 
Some  little  blemish  all  their  virtues  stain. 
Should  £uKOP£  then  be  still  too  tightly  lac'd^^ 
Nor  boast  enough  of  nature  for  thy  taste. 
Oh  !  with  one  enterprising  Scotchman  more 
Retire  to  Afric's  uncorrupted  shore. 
There,  ttM  a  race  who  never  heard  the  name 
Of  Church,  or  King,  seek  happiness  and  fame; 
Of  Ourang  Outangs  thou  chief  magistrate, 
And  great  Mokboddo  minister  of  state  T 

In  England,  Priestley,  never  hope  to  finci 
A  philosophic  apathy  of  mind. 
For  in  this  isle  we  few  bu-t  madmen  see. 
While  sober  reason  only  dwells  with  thee  f 
Ah,  why  Ihen  strive  a  people  long  insane 
To  diet  into  simple  truth  again  ? 
Be  warned  in  time :  nor  with  thy  pamphlets  dtj 
Too  far  their  palates  and  their  patience  try  ; 
Lest,  like  the  witty  Bedlamites  of  yore, 
Who  on  their  Doctor  having  closed  the  door, 
£ager  to  dose  him,  in  the  very  pot 
That  boird  their  oatmeal  would  have  boil'd  the  so^ 
These  ruthless  madmen  of  more  modern  times. 
As  the  worst  vengeance  for  thy  fancied  crimes. 
Make  thee-— oh  curse  them  with  thy  latest  breatlw^. 
lUad  thy^  own  works,  and  grUel  thee  to  deatl^t 
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nefit  from  itj  only  cry  out  add  hide  themselVes  when  the  light 
approaches  and  disturbs  them. 

PftlESfLBT's  OlD  jBWRt  DlSCOtTRSB  dST  ACAttZntCAti 

£i]>vcATi0N^  p.  36; 


)h  thoti,  tte  joy^  the  glory  of  my  MiiHe  \ 
^roud  thro'  her  works  thy  genius  to  transfuse; 
ind  tho'  to  critics  y)ert  and  dull  she  seem, 
•cominff  to  blidsA,  it  PaiESTtEY  be  her  tbeme^ 
Lnother  moment  to  thy  Poet  spare^ 
rom  murdVing  mice  f,  or  getting  drimk  with  aii^ 
Lnd  now  again  thy  partial  ear  incline,* 
Vhile  round  thy  brows  a  second  wreath  I  twiae; 
Scarce  had  I  mark'd  thee  aft^r  Edmund  fly^ 
^o  vulgar  wildfowl  tackling  thro'  the  sky, 
^nd  with  some  little  strength  of  pinion  blest^- 
itrive,  where  he  soar'd,  that  eagle  to  arrest ; 

*  Originally  published  in  179^1; 

t  Viz.  Depblogisticated  air.  Th^  feeling  df  it  wfts  htii  ^iff 
srent  from  that  of  common  air,  but  I  fancied  my  breast  felt  pis« 
iiiiarly  light  and  easy  for  sOme  time  afterwards.  Who  can  tell 
at  that  in  time  this  pure  air  may  become  a  faihionapU  article  ef 
jutuiyf  Uidierto  only  two  micQ  and  mytdf  haYe1ii;dt]ttrpri^«g%' 
f  breathing  it*    Priestley  on  Air»  rol.  XL  ft*  XQt* 

X»  d  jl 
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When,  PiiiEftTLVT,  thou  thyself  couldst  condeseeofl 

To  turn  the  panesyrist  of  a  friend; 

I^lear'd  thro'  each  maze  of  rhetoric  to  run^. 

In  praise  of  gentle  virtue's  gentlest  son* 

And  hast  thou,  PaiESTLET,  e'en  amidst  the-blaxe 

Of  light  diffusrve  in  these  wondVous  days. 

Beside  thyself,  one  man  of  merit  found. 

With  praise  like  thine  deserving  to  be  crown'd  f 

One  whom  kind  Heav'n  vouchsafed  this  age  to  see. 

At  once  a  friend  and  rival  worthy  thee ! 

Yes,  Price  the  Great! — But  Price  is  now  no  store ! 

His  ill-tim'd  loss  he  leaves  ihce  to  <icp?ore, 

O'erwhelm'd  m  pious  tears :  ah,  woe  the  while^ 

That'  thy  sweet  face  should  ever  lose  its  smile  ! 

Ye  who  the  puzzling  pow'rs  of  numbers  know, 
Skill'd  the  fam'd  wonders  of  your  art  to  show; 
Who^  taught  by  Win  gate,  ready  proof  can  brings 
By  only  learning  the  due  length  of  string. 
How  many  rood  a  patient  ass  can  graze. 
While  roimd  one  steady  stake  he  frisks  and  brays ; 
Ye  too,  who  with  establishments  at  war, 
The  Church  of'  England  from  your  souls  abhor ; 
Deem  her  a  slip  of  Babylon's  proud  whore, 
Than  Jezebel*  more  vain,  more  lewd  than  S^OBi; 
A  witching  wanton,  that  with  luring  charms. 
Of  half  its  coyness  Pitt's  cold  heart  disarms ; 
And  ye,  who  while  for  Freedam  ye  contend, 
Scorn  to  your  God  the  servile  knee  to  bctidt 
Approach  ;  and,  peeping  o'er  yon  moj^rnful  stone. 
Exclaim— The  wond'rous  calculator's  gone } 
He  that,  without  a  microscope,  could  tell 
Ob  one  small  louse  how  many  Heelings  dwell ! 

.  *  These  and  auBilar  allusioiis'  abound  in  the  Writings  at  tln^ 
^^rnnient  Puritanical  Wits  of  tfieiyst  tECBtarjr,  •nd.artt  fbtim^ 
m  y me  more  -modern  COTipwitk»ii< ' 


405 

Gone  thy  fkmM  preaclier,  Hackney,  that  great  man, 

Who  taug^ht  religion  on  a  Wral  plan! 

And  thine,  old  Jewry,  who  with  pious  brand, 

Fir'd  his  own  drowsy  democratic  band : 

Slain  by  Burke's  quill,  he  sleeps,  from  soi*row  /ree, 

And  leaves  his  cause  to  Priestley,  PAiNB,Smd  me!  ' 

Art  thou  then  dead  ? — By  cruel  fate  eppress'd. 
In  Peace  at  last  canst  thou,  my  Richarp,  rest  ? 
At  thy  pale  presence  shakes  noi  Edmund's  bed; 
Nor  rise  thy  bones  to  rattle  round  his  head  ? 
Gall. to  all  hearts!  Grief  to  the  good  and  wise! 
Low  the  Ibv'd  friend  of  gentle  Lansdowne  lies! 
Yet,  Hackney,  clear  at  least  thy  gloomy  brow  ; 
Nurse  of  prim  patriots,  primmer  preachers,  thou. 
Oh,  turn  thee  where  the  lank-hair'd  solemn  trains 
Of  pious  youths  stalk  o*er  thy  favour'd  plains. 
Vnlike  the  giddy  race  by  Churchmen  taught. 
Thy  sons  seem  ever  lost  in  sober  thought. 
Lo,  in  yon  chamber  two  retir'd  appear. 
And  while  this  aerates,  his  vapid  beer, 
See  that,  an  orator  of  modem  days. 
One  stiff,  pert,  Unitarian  finger  raise ; 
Then  in  a  Jordan  the  sweet  image  trace 
Of  his  own  little  sapient  simpering  face  : 
For  all  of  thy  true  Presbyterian  breed. 
Can  )fix  i\iQix  features  easier  than  tlieir  creed. 
Others  o*er  newspapers  and  pamphlets  pore. 
And  read  thy  Richard's  Sermon  o'er  and  o*er. 
Proceed  ye  embryo  Philomaths!  May  you 
Deep  critics  prove  ;  sheer,  dictate,  and  review ! 
Of,  if  of  humbler  wit,  and  void  of  spleeu> 
Shine  editors  of  some  fam'd  magazine  1 
Turn  all  but  Poets : — In  these  squeamish  times 
Few  have  a  taste  for  tabernacle  rhimes* 
Nor  yet,  with  Uurkx,  of  constiuitions  dream ; 
But  be  the  Rights  of  Men  your  darling  theme. 
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With  vulgar  ttuthjs  eternal  warfare  wage, 
And  rise  the  Prices  of  an  happier  ag^! 

Shall  great  philosophers  resign  their  breat^ 
Jjike  meaner  mortals,  in  the  gripe  of  death ; 
While  Nature,  all  regardless  of  their  doom, 
Insulting  dares  her  wonted  smiles  resume ; 
"While  still  the  turtles  coo,  the  lai^ibkins  pla^. 
And  sparrows  love  their  little  lives  away  ? 
Shall  he  \vlfo  taught  thy  genius  *,  France,  to  fly 
On  bolder  wing,  unwept,  vnhonour^d^  die  i 
Blush,  Frenchmen,  blush  !  To  Presbyterians  dea^ 
C^n  you  for  rank  Rousseau  the  statue  reart 
Bid  canity's  Frqfessar  proudly  stand, 
And  lift  his  brazen  forehead  b'er  your  li^nd, 
Nor  one  fold  monument  of  patriot  praise 
To  PaipE  t>  th'  Jpostle  of  your  Tr^edom^  rAise  \ 
Not  thus  your  Priestley  : — Mpurning  for  h{«  IH^B^i 
See  him  his  Richard's  pulpit  now  ascend* 
There  for  a  ^loment,  quiv'ring  at  its  tip, 
Dies  the  faint  simper  on  his  lang^id  lip : 
There,  with  a  real  sense  of  grief  imp^est^ 
FictitiQus  feelings  slumber  in  his  breast. 
Lo !  he  begins, — Yet  tho'  with  music  huoff, 
$carpe  whine  the  whimpering  apcents  onh|8  toiiglies 
£'en  the  first  egotizing  se|itenc^  fi&gs» 
And  ev'ry  lumpish  peripd  still-born  lags«> 
With  head  halN'turii^d,  both  eyes  ijii  sorrow  dTOwtfdi 
This  on  (he  preacher  fi%tf  that  on  the  ground, 
^ach  silent  hearer,  pierc'd  with  i^igviish,  sits. 
And,  great  in  suff^^S^y  smirks  and  sobs  by  fits; 

*  Considering  the  share  which  Dr.  Price  had  iq  ft^  ewettt,  V^ 
fhe  Revolution  of  France^  &c. — Fries^ej'8  Sermofi  o^  pg.  ]^ioe^ 
p.  14. 

t  ThB  most   AV0U8T  AsfEUBLT  IN  THE  Wo|lLI]|,  hg  H^4 

^i^  to  be  underttood  ttie  National  Assembly  of  t'R4VpJ«  bf^Tf 
j^tly  styled  h|ni  the  ApotfU  rf  Freedom,  Id,  p«  ^. 
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'Till  now  his  words  a  readier  passage  find^ 
Pure,  sweety  and  simple  as  his  Richaed's  mind*. 
Hark,  how  the  trickling  stream  melodious  flows! 
Hear  the  soft  droppings  of  his  gentle  prose ! 
What  tho\  my  Priestley,  thy  dark  creed  imparts 
No  ray  of  comfort  to  our  throbbing  hearts^ 
Yety  lo  !  where  glimm'ring  thro'  thy  gloomiest  lineSi 
The  glxroHDorm  tail  of  adulation  shines. 
More  to  thy  friend  than  to  thy  Saviour  true, 
Christ  thou  degradest  to  a  low»born  Jew ; 
While  high  his  towering  head  thy  RichTard  rears^ 
And,  more  than  man,  all  but  a  God  appears ! 
Yet  tho'  of  fame  and  honours  few  before 
Cambrians  or  Scotchmen,  had  so  rich  a  store ; 
Still  were  his  virtues  as  his  manners^  shy^ 
Nor  flai'd  obtrusive  in  the  public  eye ; 
But  ever  humble,  plain,  and  modest  seemM, 
While  like  a  Meeting'sconce  they  faintly  gleamed. 
Where  by  old  Barebones  plac'd  with  frugal  care, 
Prim,  well  proportioned,  slender,  sleek  and  fair, 
A  blended  blaze  the  farthing  candles  form, 
Which  barely  keeps  their  skins  of  tallow  warm  ; 
And  with  a  steady  flame,  tho'  small,  yet^bright. 
Spread  all  around  them  one  meek  inch  of  light. 

But  who  shall  sing,  to  Presbyterian  *  sway 
How  states  enlighten'd  willing  homage  pay  ? 

*  For  judgment  and  accaracj^  in  calculations  he  was  the  milbf 
inan  particularly  looked  up  to  by  those  who  compose  the  legislatore 
oi  his  country. — ^Priestley  on  Price's  Death,  p.  15* 

His  character  and  writings,  gave  him  access  to  men  in  power* 
and  who  have  influence  in  public  affairs»  not  only  in  England,  but 
also  in  America  and  France,  not  to  mention  other  countries  ^  a^d 
kk  wiu  ummh  wen  ml  tUwmf$  wUhout  effcci !  P.  tX* 
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Beer-bibbling  Phillips  •,  imp  of  clerkly  famc^ 
Tho'  Pope's  proud  prose  immortaliz'd  thy  name, 
Boasting  that  thou  and  thy  own  alehouse  band. 
For  England's  rulers  schemes  ef  wisdom  plann'd, 
Eclips'd  by  patriots  of  the  hymning  race. 
Poor  psalmist,  hide  thy  drowsy  length  of  face! 
Sweet  huraour'd  souls,  who  kindly  condescend 
Our  bungling  politicians  to  befriend*; 
Who  o'er  the  state  extend  their  fostering  wings. 
Tutor  our  ministers,  chastise  our  kings! 
If  they  but  siuiper,  all  the  world  looks  gay, 
And  Atheists  keep  a  pious  holiday ; 
But  when  to  blast  the  blades,  who  strut  in  crowm, 
They  arm  their  polish'd  brows  with  angry  frowns, 
Proud  monarchs  tremble  !  thro'  their  sinking  hearts 
A  sudden  pang  of  terror  thrilling  darts  ! 
Till  in  abdominal  distress  they  groan, 
As  new  commotions  shake  each  tottering  throne* 
Kor  less  in  arts  than  politics  supreme, 
Their  own  discoveries  are  their  constant  theme. 
While  to  the  shoals  pf  science  they  resort, 
And  oVr  the  surface  in  grave  gambols  sport, 
Still  in  themselves  they  centre  all  their  bliss, 
And  each  bold  rival  from  their  shallows  hiss* 
Thus  may  you  see  upon  the  muddy  wave  ^ 

Their  sapient  heads  the  snowy  ganders  lave ; 
Then  proudly  prank  themselves  in  wanton  play. 
All  spruce  and  sportive  as  they  glide  away :      * 
But  if  you  venture  near  their  puddle^'s  side. 
Their  plumes  they  ruffle  with  an  angry  pride: 
'Gainst  the  whole  world  their  gander  righis  maintauu 
And  o'er  the  dirty  stream  sole  sovereigns  reign« 

*  1.0 !  thus  did  our  counsels  enter  into  the  hearts  of  our  genersls 
and  lawgivers,  and  from  henceforth,  even  as  we  ieviaedf  Miihejfj^ 
Pope's  Mtnoirs  of  P.  P.  (Paul  Phillips)  Clerk  of  this 
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Are  thoy  d^m'd  *  factious  ?  you,  who  bear  them  whim^ 
Say«  can  yoii  charge  them  with  one  fistctioas  line^ 
Aii^  that  they  teach,  with  hidf<losed  twinkling  eye 
Is  but  a  few  experiments  to  try : 
Season  the  present  mawkish  state  of  things. 
Turn  kings  to  beggars  and  make  beggars  kings ; 
Or,  just  perhaps  to  cure  her  of  the  spleen. 
Suggest  to  Frenchmen  to  dispatch  their  queen  ; 
Frenchmen,  who  strutting,  now  new-breech'd  appear  f^ 
Too  proud  a  silly  female's  sway  to  bear. 

But  hark !  what  tumult  damps  the  muse's  fire. 
In  terror  as  she  drops.her  trembling  lyre; 
And  while  each  accent  faulters  on  her  tongue. 
Leaves  half  the  virtues  of  her  PaiCE  unsung? 
Heard  ye  yon  horrid  crash  and  dismal  yell  ? 
Another  Dagon,  freedom's  idol,  fell. 
Long  had  the  power  gigantic  straggling  stood, 
Like  the  Colossus  o'er  old  Corinth's  flood. 
With  legs  to  suit  its. Presbyterian  breech, 
Which  both  thy  Meetings,  Birmingham,  could  reach; 
lYhen,  ah !  to  work  its  downfall,  lawless  bands 
Of  impious  wretches  hurl'd  their  flery  brands. 
Yet,  tno'  its  favourite  prop  now  shrunk  away, 
lieaving  onS  leg  to  the  fierce  flames  a  prey, 
Lo !  the  stout  limb,  rais'd  up  by  hands  cuvine. 
Stood  stiffen'd  in  a  horizontal  line ; 
And  while  the  other  still  to  budge  disdaiu'd. 
Thus  man's  X  right-angled  character  maintained. 

*  Wat  tbe  train  of  his  pnlpit  discofimes  ever  factioas  f  Did  they 
tend  to  make  you  discontented  with  GoYernment*  or  inftame  your 
passioiu  against  those  who  had  the  administratioa  of  it  ?  You.  kuow 
the  contrary. — -Priestley  on  Price's  Death,  p.  11. 

t  The  French  are  now  new-breech'd  with  manhood*— Firfnfe^ 
Bights  of  Men. 

I  ProMTves  in  every  latitude  of  life  tiie  right-angled  dtaraotar 
nX  MiPi  I  Paine'8  Rights  of  Men* 
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Bi)t  soon  the  last  weak  prop  began  to  fiul ; 

Then  dropp'd  the  leg :  yet,  balatic*d  by  the  taitf 

Its  hiBa^  hted  a  nrw  right-angle  formM : 

V^hen  the  mad  rabble  with  fresh  fury  storm'd. 

Then  rag'd  the  sacrilegious  flames  around ; 

Then  all  the  god  came  thund'ring  to  the  ground ! 

Now  having  puU'd  thy  pride,  my  PaxESTXiBT,  down» 

See  where  the  mob  triumphant  scours  the  town. 

Commerce  her  drudges  sends ;  men,  women,  boyS| 

The  thousands  whom  her  charity  employs ; 

From  the  broad  brawny  smith ,  that  works  in  steely 

To  him  who  deigns  in  pens  and  threads  to  deaU 

In  vain  the  law's  stout  tipstafls  strive  to  wade 

Thro'  all  this  aggregated  scum  of  trade ; 

Still  the  croud  thickens:  still  with — Church  and  King! 

Thy  streets,  O  Birrainghamy  incessant  rinp;. 

From  Oxford  *,  lo !  a  troop  in  deep  disguise. 

Fresh  fuel  to  the  kindled  flame  supplies. 

Plump  doctors  see  (no  lank  dissenting  prigs) 

Doctors  whose  cheeks  rise  o'er  their  bushy  nn^B, 

With,  fiery  faces  lead  the  motley  mobs. 

Some  in  plain  scratches,  some  in  rough-66inV4  hci^\ 

Or  with  black  stumpy  pipes  (now  laid  a^ide 

Their  college  pipes  of  argument  and  pride}^ 

In  greasy  flannel  mghtKraps  skulk  l^long 

Thro'  alk  the  bustling,  dose-wedg'd,  plam'i'ous  ihvAxll^ 

^  Bat  yon  hvrt  been  misled  by  the  diicounei  cf  y^ttr  te&Aer^ 
he.  jrour  bigotry  h»8  been  excited  to  the  higbeit  pitcli»  iif>^ 
^iestley's  Letter  to  the  Inhabitimts  of  Birmingham^  See  slio  hii 
letter  |o  M^  Condorcet  'jmmThe  gre^  btdy  of  fjk^  Ckrgif  m  thii 
conntrvt  asid  many  of  those  who  call  themselves  the  Frimdi  ff.  Ikt 
JTrn;*  have  long  been  my  enemies }  and  in  accompUdiing  my  nu% 
dky  have  not  spared  the  instruments  of  that  icicKcet  mj  applifM 
to)  to  which  gave  some  degree  of  weight  to  my  labboii  m  MlMl^ 


.  *  - 


Soon  to  Fairhill  in  waves  of  tumult  roll 

The  boisteroQs  crouds,  disdaining  all  control]^; '     ' 

Prepar'd,  my  Peiestlet,  on  a  barb'rotis  pliln  '' 

To  ra^ke  thee  something'*  tnqns  or  less  th«n^fa$fQ  y 

Jlaise  thee  I^y  de^th  to  honours  a)!  divine, 

Or  bid  Ae  fate  ojf  4^lord  be  thine ! 

But  thou  fMTt  fled*     In  vain  ^bove,  be]6«% 

With  dis8|>poiQted  rage  they  seek  dieir  foe.  ^ 

Mark  thro  that  door  yon  villain  hvpnt  his  way^ 

Then  back  recoil  with  looks  of  wild  dismay: 

][Iaggard  his  eye,  and  wan  his  bloodless  cheek. 

Thrice  he  essays  with  qaiv'ring  lips  to  speak  ; 

And  thnce,  as  to  a  mulQed  clapper  clung, 

'Hie  sounds  scarce  murmur  on  nis  deaden'd  tonguff* 

When  now  his  comrades  pressing  on,  behold 

A  crowded  scene  of  horrors,  yet  untold ; 

A  room  appears  (if  room  it  can  be  calFd, 

f^rom  whiqh  the  stoutest  hero  shrinks  appall'd ; 

More  like  soipe  necroipantic  giant's  cave, 

To  luckless  knights  their  dungeon  and  their  grave !) 

Where,  dire  to  tell !  the  long-polluted  floor, 

With  many  a  d|x)p  of  blood  f  is  sprinkled  o'er ; 

*  ■  '  •  . 

^  Happily  the  minds  of  Englishmen  hare  a  horror  of  mtircM^ 
and  thjerdfore  yoi|  did  not»  I  hope,  think  oi  ihat^^  thoaghf  by  yaib 
f;Iamo|rou9  demanding  of  me  at  the  hotel«  it  i^  probable  that,  at 
fltat^me,  iome  of  you  intended  me  iome  penoTidl  hijury*  Prieal* 
ley's  Letter  to  the  Ijihabitants  of  Birmingham. 

The  good  Doctor  however,  (whom  we  cannot 'suppose  capable  of 
p^sltta^n^  de$ignediy)  seems  to  have  been  mistaken* -as  to  their 
idameroBs  demand  of- him  at  the  hoteL  Mr.  Keir,  the  president  of 
this  glorious  meeting,  having  publicly  asserted,  that  the  RevoIii» 
^ionifty  dined  there  with  the  greatest  peace  and  harmmy,  and  dis- 
toiired  the  meeting  in  the  greate$t  order  between  five  and  8il( 
4'elotfk.    Nor  did  he  know  of  the  disturbances  tiU  the  next  day. 

t  The  theory  of  the  phlogiston  of  the  blood,  was  ihrst  asseited 
W  pr*  Fifeifiey  in  eoqs0^uence  of  man^   (ai  he  jocosely  terms 


412 

■  * 

While  there  unburied  *  carcases  are  seen. 
Some  warm,  tome  almost  with  putrescence  greeQ, 
All  grim  and  horrible  in  death ;  lo !  here 
What  scatter'd  heaps  of  shapeless  f  bones  appear, 
Whose  hue  and  texture  dreadful  thoughts  inspire^ 
Burnt  white  and  spungy  in  some  savage  fire! 
Hark  !  from  yon  corner  foul,  in  feeble  wails, 
A  slender  voice  the  startled  ear  assails ; 
There  thro'  an  iron  grating  may  we  'spy 
A  crowd  of  gentle  knights  in  thraldom  lie; 
And  tho'  once  sciz'd  by  the  enchanter's  snare. 
Captives  to  him,  who  man  nor  mouse  will  spare. 
Their  lives  in  hopeless  misery  they  waste, 
Kor  more  the  sweets  of  liberty  shall  taste; 
Yet  rarve  they  not  for  death's  last  bitter  hour. 
Like  bold  bad  Saracens,  who  scoff  its  power; 
For  nature  only  to  their  race  imparts 
Fierce  Paynim  whiskers,  not  fierce  Paynim  hearts* 
But  from  yon  jar  what  suffocating  fume, 
Half-kindling  as  it  rises,  taints  the  room  ? 
In  that  small  space  may  haply  be  confin'd 
Some  restless  spirit  of  malignant  mind, 
^nd  lo !  to  keep  secure  his  narrow  cell. 
Around  the  jar  appears  a  J  wond'rous  spell, 

thea)  bloody  ezpeiiments  of  ki$  own,  all  quite  new.  Letter  fnm 
liie  celebrated  Mr.  Kcir  to  the  Author,  on  Dr.  Priestley's  Princi- 
ples and  Discoveries. 

*  The  Dr.  indeed*  has  destroyed  more  lives  (it  matters  net  wh»; 
Iher  of  men  or  mice)  than  have  been  lost  in  the  glorious  Fivnck 
Bevolution*    Id. 

.  t  He  prepares  bis  own  phosphorus,  according  to  Scheele's  ae- 
liiod»  from  bunit  bones;  which,  by  the  way,  is  almost  the  ooly- 
discovery  in  modern  chemistry  which  he  has  not  himself  witdt  er 
improved.    Id. 

,  I  Dr.  P.  observes,  that  be  has  funnd  chemical  diaradns  ps^k 
ticttlarly  uiefttl  in  labellmg  bottlesa  &€•    A  cbendst  •£  m 
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Of  power,  tho'  but  a  single  simple  scrawl, 

Ev*n  the  proud  Prince  ofDarkness  to  enthratl. 

A  sturdy  butcher  now,  one  step  alone 

Boldly  advancing,  hurls  a  pond'rous  stone 

Its  dire  contents  to  prove,     llie  hand  of  fate 

Guides  to  a  neighbouring  jar  the  wandVing  weight; 

Whence,  the  full  vessel  shivering  with  the  blow, 

Strong  scents  exhale,  and  unctuous  torrents  flow. 

Again  his  missile  skill  the  invader  tries; 

Sent  from  his  arm,  a  stone  more  pondVous  ffies 

Unerring  to  the  mark. — Now  smokes  afar 

A  fluid  bursting  from  the  magic  jar ; 

And  now,  scarce  mingled  with  the  turbid  oil. 

Bubbling  begins  in  pitchy  waves  to  boil, 

Now  kindling  flames :  when  lo !  with  thundering  soundy^ 

A  blaze  tempestuous  rushing  from  th^  ground  ; 

By  terror  clad  in  hell's  most  hideous  form. 

See  the  Fiend  mount  amid  the  fiery  storm. 

Then  spread  his  dusky  piiiions  with  delight. 

And,  wrapt  in  horrors,  vanish  from  the  sight. 

Meanwhile  redoubled  clamours  from  uithout 
Proclaim  the  triumphs  of  the  maddening  rout;  ^ 
While  now  they  fire  that  mansion,  which  can  boast 
•  More  real  wealth  than  cither  India's  coast ; 
Where  Priestley's  philosophic  stock  in  trade, 
His  books  and  wond'rous  manuscripts  afis  laid. 

repotatwn  had  once  nearly  demolished  himself  by  mistaking,  in  aa 
i&n  labelled  bottle,  nitrous  acid  for  the  ardent  spirit^  conMnoiilj 
called  brandy.     Id. 

*  "You  have  destroyed  the  most  truly  valuable  and  usefal  ap» 
paratus  of  philosophical  instruments  that  perhaps  any  individual  in 
this  or  any  other  country  was  ever  possessed  of.  You  have  destroyed 
a  library  corresponding  vrith  that  apparatus,  which  no  money  can 
repurchase.  But  what  I  feel  for  more,  you  have  destroyed  manii* 
fcrtptt,  &c.    Pricttley'fl  Letter  to  the  Inhabitants  of  BirmiogbMn. 


All,  sec  too,  wlicre  in  eflW  they  taW  ^ 

His  meagre  ReTerence  wmi  bis  hoards  to  hixfh  i 

Ye  senseless  bigots !  Traitors  to  a  cause 
"Which  sets  your  wills  above  your  country's  laitrsf 
Too  base  in  this  enlightened  age  to  pass^ 
Not  men,  but  manhood's  counterfeits  in  brdtss ! 
Say,  what  dir^  phreuzy  in  your  breasts  arose. 
To  trample  on  your  friends  and  spare  your  foes?  , 
Was  it  for  this,  ye  dregs  of  humankind, 
That  your  own  doctor  your  own  rights  defined : 
Taught  you  no  modern  mean  disguise  to  wear^ 
But  naked  man  without  a  blush  appear: 
And  bade  you,  glowing  with  brave  Gallic  zeal, 
'Gainst  the  skk  lion  raise  the  asses^  heel  ? 
Unhappy  PaiESTifEY  !  who  but  weeps  to  see 
Humanity  itself  distrcss'd  in  thee? 
Long  had'st  thou  marked,  within  his  narrow  stye^  . 
The  British  hog^  a  groveling  grunter,  lie ; 
When,  in  the  humours  of  the  brute  unskill'd,] 
And  for  his  griefs  with  tender  pity  fill'd, 
Thou,  like  poor  Adams,  where  he  roU'd  at  ease, 
To  raise  the  wallower,  by  bis  tail  would'st  seize* 
Hash  deed !  The  captive,  bristling,  rose  in  ire. 
And  gentle  Priestley  flounder'd  in  the  mire. 

But  now  the  muse,  as  sad  her  numbers  close, 
Foretcls  from  present  suff 'rings  future  woes  5 
In  fancy  marks,  prophetic  from  her  fears, 
Where  bigotry  its, bloody  banners  rears; 
Till  England  prove  one  mad  tumultuous  scene^ 
And  London  be  what  Birmingham  has  been ! 
♦.For  ah  !  the  time  may  come,  and  now  e'en  now^ 
The  starting  fury  bends  her  threat^iihg  brow, 

*  Tbe  friends  of  reformation  must  look  for  every  species  of  abase, 
mnd  persecution  that  the  spirit  of  the  times  will  admit  of :  if  even 
littming  alive  was  a  sight  that  the  country  wottld  jtow  bear^  thert 
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When  all,  who  flame  with  Presbyterian  sfeaf^ 
Stern  persecUtion'is  iron  scourge  shall  feel : 
While  frony  the  tortures  they  disdain  to  ffy. 
Like  Christians  triumph,  and  like  Cktisfians  diet 
Hackket's  bright  lights  then  haply  may  we  meet, 
Bepitck'd  andfi/d  in  ev'fy  blazing  street. 
While  to  our  beaus,  Mrie  «rre  thc^  link-boy'9  fee^ 
A  different  fate  my  Priestley,  waits  for  thee  t 
DraggM  down  to  Oxford,  at  its  stern  command. 
Before  dread  Golgotha  "^  I  see  thee  stand. 
Arraigned,  condemned  :  see  too,  with  savage  pride,L 
In.  that  bfoad  space  where  erst  their  Ciniinheir  frj*:i^ 
Within  their  Trinity's  proud  view,  thy  foes 
One  lofty  column  of  thy  works  compose : 
Tracts  heapM  on  tracts,  and  tome  on  mighty  tome. 
Till  the  pile  towers  o'er  Ratcliflf 's  swelling  dome* ' 
High  on  its  top,  my  Priestley,  art  thou  pUbc'd^^ 
All  that  survives  of  virtue,  science,  taste. 
Tatham,  tho'  mild,  too  orthodox  to  spare,    • 
First  waves  his  fiuttering  pamphlet  in  the  air. 
Then  fires  the  structure.     BarbVous  clamours  rise 
And  the  bright  flame  ascends  the  kindling  skies. 
Yet  while  thy  face  now  thts,  now  that  way  turns^ 
With  blackening  features  writhing  as  it  bums. 
Death  grins  in  mockery,  nor  relieves  thy  p^ins; 
For  ah  !  the  Lock^  the  fated  Lock  remains* 
But  lo  !  dispatch'd  thy  sufferings  to  controul. 
To  whisper  peace  and  comfort  to  thy  soul, 

exists  a  spirit  which  woold  inflict  that  fibrrid  punishment,  and  witb 
as  much  cool  indifference  and  savage  exultation  as  in  any  preceding 
age  of  the  world !  Priestley's  Academical  Discourse,  p.  30. 
*  Xhe  meetmg  of'theh^ads  of  colleges  is  familiarij^  so  callo^* 
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The  goddess  of  prim  Piety  appears ; 
And  from  that  page  where  wit  runs  riot  tears 
*  The  maky  hair :  down  sink  the  languid  fires. 
And  the  world's  last  great  prodigy  expires ! 


INSCRIPTION 

ON  THE  TOMB  OF  THE  GREEKS  WHO  FELL  IN  BATTLEi 
TEOli  THIS  GREEK   OV   SIXOKIDtS* 

If  in  the  field  of  death  to  fall. 
In  freedom's  cause  at  honour's  call. 
And  nobly  die,  that  friends  may  live, 
Bcfvalour's  high  prerogative. 
To  us,  the  ruling  power  of  heaven, 
This  noblest  proudest  fate  has  given ; 
To  us,  who  'mongst  the  honor'd  dead 
For  our  lov'd  Grecia's  freedom  bled. 
Hence  fame's  reward,  hence  glory's  bloom 
^  Unfading  flourish  on  our  tomb. 

REV.   R.   BLAVIK 

*  Nondum  illi  fiavum  Proserpina  v^rtice  CrtncM 
Abstuleraty  Stygioque  caput  damaaverat  Oreo* 
Ergo  Iris  croceis  per  c(Bl\}m  roscida  pennis 
Devoiat  &  supra  caput  astitit :  Hunc  Ego  Diti 
Sacrum  jussa  fero  teque  isto  corpore  solvo. 
Sic  ait  &  dextra  criuem  secat :  dmnis  £c  tins 
]>ilapsiu  calor  atque  in  ventos  vita  recessit. 

Virgil,  ^eid.  lib»  4  v.  Mi 
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ODE 

TO  SENTIMENT* 


jJ^AitOHTBii  of  duliKMS !  Canting  daine  ! 
Thou  night-mare  on  the  breast  of  joy, 
Whose  drowsy  morals,  stili  the  same. 
The  stupicf  toothy  the  gay  annoy ; 
Soft  cradled  in  thy  sluggish  arms. 
E'en  footpads  prate  of  guilt's  alarms. 
And  pig-tail'd  sailors  sadly  queer. 
Affect  the  pelting  mood,  and  dro^  the  pitying  lean 

When  first,  to  tickle  Britain's  nose, 

Huou  Kelly  tals'd  his  leaden  quill, 
Thy  poppies  lent  the  wish'd  repose, 
And  bade  the  gaping  town  be  stilL 
Poor  CoMEDT !  Skini  opiate  lore^ 
With  .patience  many  a  day  she  bore^ 
Till  Goldsmith  all  thy  hopes  dismajr^d, 
And  drove  thee  from  the  stage  by  TonyLunrpkih's  dd« 

Scared  by  thy  lanthorn  visage,  flee 

Thalia* s  offspring  light  and  merry, 
Loud  laughter,  wit,  and  repartee, 
And  leave  us  moralieing  ChbrrT; 
They  Hy,  and  carry  in  their  line# 
Grimaldi,  Goosc^  and  CokmbmCi 
To  SadUr'9  Wells,  by  Dibdik  takcui 
With  him  they  vow  to  dwell,  nor  find  theratelvcs  forttk^^Q* 

VOL.  yiu  X  e 


Soliloquy,  with  clamorous  tongue^ 

That  brings  the  loi^kl^dWs  what  to  view. 
And  Affectation  pert  ahcl  young, 
Swearing  to  IpvpTT-thfelord  knowwho, 
Still  round  the  midAi^  caitidi^on  caper : 
Warm  Charity,  with  Newland's  paper, 
And  babyBoiHity  not  unwilling 
To  give  to  mother  dear,  her  new  King  Georgf^s  sbilling* 

Oh  gently  o'er  tbb  modern  rtage,'   .    ,,  •  ..t-     "     : 

Fair  preapher,  raise  thy  deafening  dial 
Not  with  the  metaphoric  rage, 
That  guides  the  sword  of  ifar/i'fiiMi.* 
(As  erst  thou  did'st  the  town  amuse) 
With  tender  bailiffs,  generous  Jews, 
Socratic  hosiers,  praying  sailors, 
I  Chaste  harlots,  letter'd  clowns,  and  duel-fightiogtlilimib 

Forbfear  thy  handkerchief  .of  brine, 

Some  gleams  of  merriment  admit ; 
Be  tears  in  moderation  thine,  ^ 
To  water,  not  to  drown  the  pit. 
fiut  if  wilh  streaming  eyes  askew, 
Thou  still  wilt  blubber  five  acts  throiigb»  '  ' 
Hkve  pity  on  a  son  of  rhyme, 
•'  iJsurp'  therpjiay — 'tis  yours — but  spare  the  jMW^Mm* 


...     EPIGRAM. 

»  ■  •  •.  • 

HOW  TO  PUT  BOWN  SUNDAY  PAPEB&^^-^BRESSKK 

',  TO  MR,  WILBERFORCE.- 
Would  ytiti  t&kefrom  these  papers'tlifehrikfi^naTEayi 
•'•'''AnrffntfiicfeatruhepubH^c'to  slig^^^  .   •  " 

No  need  of  harsh  meaSUTes ; — I'll  tell  ydtt  UnTtlriy, 
Engage  for  one  Sunday  to  write  'em  ! 
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xiASt  tkau  forsaken^  then,  my  side^ 
And  ^f&k  to  hoptekss  woe  mj  heart! 

The  Sirred  knot  ouf  love  had  tied, 
I  fqncAy  thotight  no  force  could  part* 

t  tliduglil;  tl^ough  elU  tlie  wort^  forsook  me,- 
in  sternest  mood  thougli  ^p^nne  frownM^ 
Thouglji  .ytfiUXi  though  ^adness  otertook  inej 
^  ;  That  faithful  still  would'st  tkiiii  be  found. 

Spite  of  my  sorrows  I  was  blest^  . 

To  think  there  surely  would  remain^ 
One  bosom  where  my  head  might  rest, 

Oiid  voice  to  calm  my  throbbing  brain^ 

The  dear  delusibn  now  is  ended  f 
Anct  O  what  pangs  my  sdul  distress' 

Of  deep  surprise^  and  anguiish  bicndedi 
The  power  of  words  can  ill  exptcsiL 

So  feels  the  mariner,  who^  steiering 
His  tranquil  course  o'er  supimer  se^ 

^hile  not  a  doud  is  roun4  appef^ritig,  ^ , 
And  gently  blows  the  favouring  breefef 

perceives  with  horror^  and  with  wond^r^ 

Mis  vessel^  wont  the  storfh  to  brave^ 
His  treacherous  vessel  burst  a^ti'nder, 
**    Ani  plunge  him  in  a  wat^ff  b^^» 

JU  A.  ^« 

£e8 
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TO  MR. 


^   t 


Midway  the  hill  of  science,  after  steep 

And  rugged  patke  that  tire  the  unpractised  feet,    ' 

A  grove  extends ;  in  tangled  mases  wrought. 

And  filled  with  strange  enchantment :  dubious  shapes 

Flit  through  dim  glades^  and  lure  the  eager  foot  * 

Of  youthful  ardour  to  eternal  chase. 

Dreams  hang  on  every  leaf:  unearthly  forms 

Glide  through  the  gloom ;  and  mystic  vi^sions  swim 

Before  the  cheated  sense.    Athwart  the  mistSi  • 

Far  into  vacant  space,  huge  shadows  stretch 

And  seem  realities ;  while  things  of  life, 

Obvious  to  sight  and  touch,  all  glowing,  round, 

Fade  to  the  hue  of  shadows— iScrtf|»/«  here. 

With  filmy  net,  most  like  the  autumnal  web9 

Of  floating  gossamer,  arrest  the  foot 

Of  generous  enterprise  ;  and  palsy  hope 

And  fair  ambition  with  the  chilling  touch 

Of  sickly  hesitatiot)  and  blank  fear.  ! 

Nor  seldom  Indolence,  these  lawns  among, 

Fixes  her  turf-built  seat ;  and  wear  the  garb 

Of  deep  phrfosophy,  and  museful  sits. 

In  dreamy  .twilight  of  the  vacant  mind,. . 

Sooth'd  by  the  whispering  shade ;  for  soothing  soft 

The  shades;  and  vistas  lengthening  into  air,   ■ 

With,  moon-bem^  lainbows  tinted — hkm  ^ach 

Officer  joould,  acute  and  delicate^  '  ^ 
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In  its  high  progress,  to  eternal  truth 

Rests  for  a  spd!ce,  iii  fairy  bowers  entranced; 

And  loves  the  soften'd, light  and  tender  gloom ; 

Andy  pamper'd  with^  inost  unsubstantial  food. 

Looks  down  indignant  on  the  grosser  worldy 

And  matter's  cumbrOtfs  shapings.  ^  Youth  beloved 

Of  sciencer^of  the  ^use  beloved,  not  here^   ■ 

Not  in  the  mtite  df  iti^taphysic  lore,'^  ' 

Build  thou  thy  plac|.  of  .resting!,  lightly  tread 

The  dangerous  ground^on  noble  aiins  intent | 

And  be  Ms  Circe  of  the  studious  cell 

Enjoy'dy  but  still  subservient.    Active  scenes 

Shall  soon  with  healthfal  spirit  brace  thy  mii^d  :    ' 

And  fair  exertion,  for  bright  fame  sustain'd. 

For  friendsy  for  country,  chase  each  spleen-fed  fog*' 

That  blots  the  wide  creatio&-^ 

Now  heaven  conduct  thee  with  a  parent's  love ! 


I 


EPITAPH 
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Yb  choseii  few  of  Pit/s  8oft<>ey'd  train,    . 

Whose  sympathetic  tear^  unbidden  flow,    . . 
Whose  hearts  re-eqhp  to  each  plaintive  strain, 

And  sadden  at  the  melting  tale  of  woe ; 

Approach  with  reverence  this  sacred  place,  ' 
Check  wot  the  sigh,  nor  stop  thd  trickling  tear, 

The  trickling  teajT  will  not  your  cheeks  disgrace. 
For  sweet  jMukdi  angel  form  lies  here.     ' 
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I.  <«.  * 


0  Diva,  grqtu^  ftuf  r^^^  4,^mf  ^, 


« 


♦      _ 

Goddess,  Mrhpse  eveivTarying  wiBgli 
Still  ^h^e  this  fayour?4  n&tioti»  - 

^ut  Whisk  dqwn  continent^i  kings 
In  whimsical  rotation : '       •  ■' 

Thet  oft 'invokes  the  rural  sqiure^ 

To  bid  thjB  circling  frost  retire, 
To  join  the  hunt  half-frantic: 

An4  thee  the  bnrdy  tar  implores, 

When  outward  bound  from  Britain's  shores 
He  plopghs  t^e  huse  Atlftntic. 

The  wandenng  Scot,  the  gipsy  lassy 
Withdnl  thy  aid  Woiild  felffeiT;  ■  • 
And  iTtiMor  lights  hl!l  flatn^bfgi^St 
, '  At  thy  bngnt-burning  altar :  ^  ■ 
Should'fit  thmi  desert  m  l^tbte  room,  ^ 
The  shades  of  night,  ip  Stygian  gloofpi 

W9UI4  bury,  all  hjs  tiroub)^ ;         .,    ..  j 
Ap4  Bpreas,  witfe  dispor^an^  y^lL 
Cnarge  at  ful}  gallop  4own.?*ll  ftt^iU^  .,    , 

And  ^issipfit^  fhe  biibblef 


*8«:. 


•      '  «  • 


HI.  . 

Necessity  before  tbee  flies 

In  calimanco  breeches. 
And  Oppo^^fixp^  (hixie.  eye;!^  , 

With  party-colour^  speeches^ 
Rough  Honesty  disdains  to  wait 
Where  mobs  besiege  thy  leree  gate, 

Nor  courts  thy  liand  with  fawning ; 
Skiird  in  thy  meretricious  wiles, 
True  Policy  will  scorn  thy  smiles, 

And  treat  With  smiles  tby'scoming.1 

IV. 
Than  Gallia's  self-elected  king. 

Dread  goddes^f  "canter  fi^wr;^ 
Should  he  attempt  his  herds  to  bring 

To  feed  on.B.riti^  p^ture-r*    .        ...    .\: 

0  lead  hii]Di'safcly  from  St.  Ctoi;d, 
To  join  his  fierce  invading  crew', 

In  numerous  cajnps  at  Calais:  . 

Then  bid  the  herd  of  swine  advance, 
Down  headloiig  froni  the  coast  of  France^ 

To  NcpUuie's  oozy. palace. 

'      •  V.  ■ 

But  since  big  \vords  will  break  no  bones, 
Prevent  (to  mal^^.  things -even)  .     ' 

The  Ins  and  Of^fi  from,  thro\Yi.ng  stonjB^  -. 
And  wounding  poor  St.  Stephen, ' 

1  hate  thjs  skirmishing  f^nd  pique. 

This  tug  of  war — ;where  Greek  meets  Greek— 
Both  sinning,  both  complaining* 

Retire,  ye  self-destroying  hosts, 

And  banish  this  affair  ofposts^ 
For  Open  bold  campaigning. 

J. 
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PORACE  XN  LOlfpONt 


3OPK  L  QDi;  XipiVIIL 


PcTikos  odif  pueTf  apparaiui  ;  ^Cf 


'Tf 


flsRCf  waitefi  Fll  dinf  in  t^iis  box, 
I've  lookM  at  your  long  biU  of  &r6, 

A  Pythagorean  it  shofrks. 
To  view  all  the  rafities  (here. 

I'm  not  overburthen'd  with  ca$h. 
Roast  beef  is  the  dinner  for  me. 

Then  why  should  I  eat  calipash. 
Or  why  should  I  eat  calipee  i 

Your  trifles,  no  trifle  I  ween» 
To  customers  prudent  as  I  am : 

Your  peas  in  December  are  green. 
But  I'm  not  so  green  as  to  buy  'emf 

V^ith  venisbn  I  seldom  ani  fpd^ 

Go  bring  me  the  sirloin  you  ninny  i 

yrho  dines  at  a  gujnea  a  head, 
.^ill  ne'er  by  his  l^ead  get  a  gwn^ 


J. 


*>•' 


•m.- 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  IL  OD£  I. 
TO     MB.    KEMBLB, 

Motum  cx  Metello  consult  iMcum^  ^ 


Ik  battles  provokM  by  the  blood-tainted  7%me, 

Wheii  tempests  assail  aged  Lear, 
When  fortune  deserts  the  poor  lunatic  Done, 
In  Richard  the  cruel  or  Hotspur  the  vaiRy 

O  !  when  shall  your  equal  appear  f 

The  wreath  of  applause  what  philosopher  scorns  ? 

n^is  a  orown  of  the  sweetest  moss-roses : 
But  when  it  the  brow  of  an  actor  adorns. 
The  public,  oft  mix  a  few  good«natur'd  thamS| 
To  tickle  his  ears  when  he  doses* 

Awhile  to  your  Theatre  now  bid  adieu ! 

Fly,  dy  fron)  the  tumult  and  riot ! 
Attempt  not  your  truncheon  and  staff  to  renew, 
Put  siye  them  to  Townsend  to  help  to  subdue 

Tl^e  foes  to  ^ap  prices  and  quiet. 

foTf  hark  what  a  discord  of  bugles  and  bells^ 
What  whistling  and  springing  of  rattles. 
What  screaming,  and  groaning,  and  hissing  and  yells, 
fill  mad-headed  Mammon  his  victims  compels 
To  sicuffles,  rowtf  riotSy  and  battles! 


And  now  from  the  barracks  of  Bow-street^  good  lack ! 

A  band  under  Townsend  and  Sat/ers,  [thwack 

Wave  high  th^rr^^'staS^,  .^hilQliJe' dulU  sounding 
Falls  frequent  and  thick  on  the  enemies'  back, 
Or  visits  their  pate  with  a  merry-ton'd  crack, 

In  aid  of  King  Join  arid  the  players. 

The  Billinsgate  Muses  indignant  to  iindi 

Catalaniy  and  fiddlers  n'om  Paris,  ' 
Usurping  their  place,  in  revenge  havQ  combiu'd^ 
To  kick  up  <lns  dust  in  the  popular  mih^d. 

So  fatal  to  Ktmhle  and  Harris* 

What  surly  Brown  Bear  has  not  gladly  receiv*d 

The  a^i^tTp  who  old  prices  stiqk  to  ? 
At  Bowslreei  what  knight  is  notsor^^ly  aggrieved 
Where  Christians  arc  crossM,  unbelievers  believ'dy  . 
O  story^ mirg/fiie  dictu* 

To  mix  in  this  warfare,  regardless  of  fear, 
Wha.t 'prentice  or  clerk  ia  unwilling ; 
From  Stnithfield  and  Wapping\vhat  heroes  appear, 
Who  fight,  I  acknowledge,  for.  all  they  hold  dear. 
When  vhc  object  of  war's  the  last  shilliugl 

What  fists  of  defiance  the  pugilists  wield ;        '  -    • 

What^ews  h^ve  i\q%  had  bloody  nb^esl    •  ,; 
What  victim  of  law,  w ho  tiP  JM'Htwa/rfff^  yieJtk,  .  ;  i 
JJut  gladi^,f9rever  would  leiaye  CQUrBath  FkHdt^  :. 
To  fig^t  l)e;re|?rQ  AJMhet/pcisi 

But  gently,  my  Muse ;  husli  your  atigry.ton*d  lyre,* 

From  rqm  sq  disgraceful  rqmove, 
^nd  seated  at  oon^e  by  your  pwn  parknir  fire, 
|iet  ](^uty  anc|  claret  your  numbjeri  mpirt 
*  To  melpdjf,  li^qgl^ter/  ^nd  lovcu  ' 
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HORACE  IN  LON))GtN>^  > 


BOOK  11.    ODE  IV. 


JVe  sit  OHcUia  tUn  amor  pudorif  SptJ- 


'••  .  ?: 


;     -  ■  ■     .        "    f       » 


.-f^ 


Ah  Actress  !  well,  I  ovri  'tis  trueC 
Put  why  should  ttiat  your  love  siib^u^ . 

Qf  J)i(i  you  blush  *fo'^  Po//v>  '    ;) 

When  all  within  'is.  sense,  anq  ^orth^    .  '  * 
To  care  for  mocles'of  life,  or  birtbi 

'K  arrant  prid6  aiid  folly:    '  ''    ''  ' 

A  Folly ^  in  a  former  age,  * 
Hesiga'd  the  Caplaiot  and  the  Stag^ 

To  ^hine  as  BpUMs  Duchess  i       ■ 
J)€rhy  andOopen  since  have  shown,    ■ 
iTbat  virtue  builds  herself  a  throne. 

Ennobling  whom-  s^  louches. 

In  each  new  pan^iq^e*  (hat's  hatch^d^ 
The  Columbine  is  qui^klylpat^jU'd,. .  . 

To  Wed  some  weiHhy^stiftor :    "^     ^ 
'Tis^4«>r.  LfiVC.iie^ardKid'jLnMiQtfJi 
Who  calculates  tb«^C^re^  or  cott^  ^  ,T 

Wben  Pftssion  is  the  tutor*  . :  i  >    '  I 


4ii 

Why^  All  the  WoMs  a  Stage^  and  we 
Its  pantomimic  pageantry, 

Chaoge  places  and  conditions : 
Fortune  s  tne  magic  Harleouin, 
Whose  touch  diffuses  o'er  the  scene, 

Fantastic  transpositions. 

Your  Polfy  in  her  veins  may  bear 

The  blood,  perchance,  of  lx>ndon%  Mayor» 

Who  smote  the  King's  reviler : 
Whose  mace  a  monarch's  life  secures. 
But  slays  an  ancestor  of  yours. 

In  knocking  down  Wai  Tykr* 

She,  who  is  artless,  chaste,  refin'df 
Disinterested,  pure  in  inind,  ,      > 

UnsoilM  with  vice's  leaven. 
Has  that  nobility  within, 
Which  Kinp  can  neither  give  nor  win,  . 

Her  patent  is  from  Heaven*  , 

Discai^  your  doubts — ^your  suit  prefeTf 
You  dignify  yourself  not  her. 

By  honourable  passion :  '^. 

An<C  if  your  noble  friends  should  8tai«j(i 
Go,  bid  them  shew  a  hi^pier  pair^ 

Among  the  fools  jof  fashion*  '1 


EPIGRAM. 

ON  toM?  ELPOIB^  Q^  A  LAP  PW, 

PooB;  dog^  whok  Rival  Poets  strive 
To  cemrate  in  plaintive  strains ;    * 

\ithou  hadst  iW>is2'^'i#o  when  aUve^ 
Thou  hadst  been  beaten  fur  thy  pains. 


m 

HORACE, 

SOOK  L  EPIST.  XYIIL  VERSE  XCVX  t»  the  End. 
BT  TAS  LATS   BXV,  GILBERT   WAKEFLBLD. 


^IDST  all  thy  careSy  some  hours  of  respite  fiud, 
Ith  stores  of  science  to  enrich  thy  mind ; 
er  votaries  ask,  those  votaries  only  know, 
ow  clear  and  calm  the  stream  of  fife  must  flow ; 
3st  fears  and  fruitless  hopes  destroy  thy  rest, 
r  craving  passions  rankle  in  thy  breast ; 
sk  them,  if  learning  virtue's  robe  impart, 
r  nature  weave  the  tissue  in  our  heart ; 
hat  boundaries,  ask,  carets  wide  excursions  end ; 
hat  lore  will  make  thee  to  thyself  a  friend  f 
that  pure  bliss,  composed  affections  know,  • : 
the  rank  soil  of  wealth  and  grandeur  grow  ; 
r  in  the  still  sequester'd  vale  alone, 
here  winds  the  path  uunotic'd  and  unknown* 
toth'd  by  the  waves,  that  cool  Mandela's  swain, 
[idst  the  full  glories  of  my  rural  reign  ; 
y,  friend !  what  thoughts  engage  my  bosom  there  ? 
hat  the  fond  project,  and  the  secret  prayef  ? 
ithout  one  wish  to  make  my  substance  more, 
lo'  time  impair  the.pittance  of  my  store, 
en  thus  my  future  days,  if  Heaven  should  giv« 
losc  future  days,  I  to  myself  will  live, 
ay  year  by  year  of  food  its  portion  find, 
\a  books,  the  nobler  banquet  of  the  mind ; 
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Lest  my  loose  purpose,  swavM  by  fortune's  powef^ 
Float  on  the  balance  of  eaca.  wavering  hour ! 
For  life,  and  life's  support,  to  Jove  I  pray  ; 
Those  his  high  will,  dr  grants,  of  takes  away. 
Those  if  he  give,  myself  supplies  the  rest. 
Curbed  pa^ions,  fix'd  resolve,  and  tranquil  breXst 

Dorchater  Qaol^  July  13,  1800. 


LINES 

From  Lord  Melcombe  (DodtUngton)  to  Dr.Tmmgf  wA 
ten  not  long  before  hu  Lordshij/s  deatL 

Kind  companion  of  my  yo.uth, 
l^v'd  for  genius,  worth  and  truth, 
Take  what  friendship  can  impart,  . 
Tribute  of  a  feeling  hearty 
'^akp  the  Muse's  latest  spark, 
Ere  we  drop  into  the  dark. 

He  who  parts  and  virtue  gave, 
3&de  thee  look  beyond  the  grave* 
Genius  soars,  and  virtue  guides 
WJiere  the  love  of  God  presides. 
There's  a  gulf  'twixt  us  and  God  i 
{let  the  gloomy  gulf  be  trod ; 
Why  stand  shivering  on  the  shore,. 
.  .Why  not  boldly  venture  o*er  I 
Where  unerring  virtue  guides,  .     • 

L<et  us  brave  the  winds  and  tides ;  ^  ^  . 
Safe,,  through  seas  of  doubts  aJnd'  fear^ 
Rides  the  bark  which  virtue  steefs^i 


4^1 

r       A 


DIRGE, 

(htr  tit  Graxk  of  id  otd  THeni. 

WftlTTEV  IH  OCTOBER,  ISOT^ 


Be  husVd  ye  winds  that  scatter  wide 
The  faded  gloria  of  ihe  yp^Vi  . 

Se^ne,  in  Adtumti^s  latest  piide,^ 
Thou  evening  sunbeam  gently  here. 

And  o'er  this  hetlp  of  itionlderhig  cla^ 
Affection's  pious  dews  be  shed ; 

His  course  well  run,  well  closM  his  day^ 
Here  peaceful  rest  his  aged  head  i 

The  tears  that  tell  a  nation's  woe. 
When  heroei^  fall,  or  mQuarch's  die, 

Are  not  so  true  as  those  that  flow 

To  bless  the  graves  where  good  meii  iicl 

O  ye  of  independent  mind, 

From  pride  and  sordid  paitiions  free. 
Of  spirit  gentle,  meek,  resigned. 

Weep  here — for  such  a  one  v^as  he!    . 

Ye  whbiti  misfortune,  want,  and^pald, 
Thro'  life's  sad  vale  of  teaifs  attend  \, 
'  Who  seek  for  pity,  oft*  itivaiti;     * 

WMp  here — for  you  have  lost  a  friend* 
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A  nobler  soul  did  ne'er  depart 

From  worldly  strife  to  endless  rest  i 

A  worthier  and  a  kinder  heart 

Ne'er  glow'd  within  a  Briton's  breast. 

Yet,  called  to  meet  the  all-gracious  Power^ 
Why  weep  that  hence  that  soul  was  borne  f 

The  sunshine  of  his  parting  hour 
BetokenM  hit  eternal  mom. 

T. 


EPITAPH  ON  HOMER. 

roOM  THE  GREEK  OF  ALCiEUS  OF  MESSEN^. 

The  visionary  dream  of  life  is  o'er. 
The  bard  of  Heroes  sleeps  on  los'. shore; 
Fair  los'  sons  their  lamentations  pay. 
And  wake  the  funeral  dirge,  or  solemn  lay. 
O'er  his  pale  lifeless  corpse  and  drooping  ^ead 
Nectarean  sweets  the  weeping  Nereid's  nied. 
And  on  the  shore  their  slumbering  favourite  laid. 
Beneath  the  towering  mountain's  peaceful  shade. 
Nor  undescr/d  their  care.    His  tuneful  tongue 
Achilles'  wrath  and  Thetis'  sorrows  sung ; 
His  strains  Laertes'  son  in  triumph  bore« 
Thro'  woes  unnumbered,  to  his  native  shore. 
Blest  isle  of  los !  on  thy  rocky  steeps 
The  Muses'  stari  and  GracesV offspring  sleeps. 

KEY.  a.  BLAVBt 
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STANZAS 


2V  my  Riaidif  Mr,  and  Mrs.  Charlie  SynamOu^  on  tig 
Anniversary  of  their  Wedding  Day. 


Well  may  the  wretches  who  complain^ 
And  clank  the  matrimonial  chain, 

Wish  to  oblivion  to  Consign 

The  fated  hour,  when  hahib  alone. 
Not  blending  hearts,  were  join'd  in  one^ 

Pale  victims  at  Ambition's  shrine. 

The  torch  of  Hymen  soon  expires 

Lighted  at  any  othef  firetf 
Than  those  which*  feed  the  lamp  of  love : 

Nor  ever  in  her  baleful  hand 

Erynnis  shook  a  fiercer  brand 
Than  such  a  spurious  torch  will  prove^ 

But  they  who  to  the  altar  led. 

Like  you,  from  purest  motives  wed, 
Ne^er  blot  this  day  with  sorrow's  tear  i 

Nor  loan  upon  their  haggard  brows. 

For  broken  or  extorted  tnws^ 
Of  much«offended  Heaven  the  consciQUS  fc^r* 

Bless*d  pair,  whom,  side  by  side. 

No  jarring  interests  divide ; 
No  patnfilt  shackles  gall  or  bind^ 

But  wreaths  like  those  with  which  the  lovetf 

Yokp  to  th«r  mother's  car  the  doraii* 
United  only,  not  confined. 

▼OL.   VII.  »  f 
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Arotmd  your  happy  pillow  glowj, 
Without  a  thorn,  Love's  brashing  rose^ 

Which,  pluck'd,  has  not  a  power  to  wound; 
Not  yours  that  unsubstantial  joy 
Which  wilh,  if  only  tasted,  cloy; 

For  love,  by  chaste  desire  is  crown'd. 


SONG. 


pRitHEE,  sweet  fiMr  one,  why  so  coy^ 
Hence  with  that  frown  of  cold  disdatUt 

Beauty  like  thine  was  form'di  for  joy. 

And  mirth  and  gentleness  should  fill  thy  inin, 
Let  meaner  beauties  study  to  give  p^in, 

Tis  nobler  far  to  build  than  to  destroy* 

Tune  then  thy  heart  to  g^ntlie  love, 

With  smiles  my  fondest  vows  receive^ 

Each  anxious  care  shall  for  remove. 

To  love  and  mutual  ioys  alone  we^Il  U^ 
Joys  only  heavenly  charms  Kkf  thiil^  ^  ^^^ 

Joys  only  constant  hearts  like  nine  ^un  jMti^ 

1777. 
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THE  ISRAELITE  IN  LOVEi. 


A  SONG. 


Or  my  moniesh  I  make  cent  per  cent^ 
And  can  cheat  in  the  way  of  my  trade  j^ 

But  alas  i  I  can  ne'er  be  content, 
For  the  love  of  a  fait  Christian  maid. 

She  is  brighter  than  silver  or  gold^ 
She  is  feirer  than  any  Bank  note ; 

When  first  1  her  charms  did  behold^ 
My  moniesh  I  almost  forgot. 

Since  without  her  I  scarcely  can  live, 
If  she  would  but  consent  to>  my  wish  j 

Every  thing  in  this  world  I  would  giver—— 
Excepting  mine  own  propertiesh. 

What  though  I  can  tell  the  d <d  lie^. 

For  raising  the  price  of  the  stocks  ; 

With  disdain  my  embraces  she  fiies^ 
And  my  passion  she  scornfully  mocks* 

Alas !  there's  no  end  to  my  woe ; 
'    rU  haste  from  the  world  in  despair ; 
No  ;^— now  I  think  better,  I'll  go, 
To  'Change  Alley,  to  end  all  my  care. 

Cambridge  f  1796.  B. 

f  fd 
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SONNET. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  WARTOX. 


SENT   TO   THE    REV.    DR.   WARTON,    BY   A    FRlXNITr 


Say,  shall  the  Muse  o'er  the  tall'n  hero's  bier 
The  eternal  monument  of  glory  raise. 
Swell  the  loud  Paean  of  harmonious  praise, 

And  high  Ambition's  banner'd  trophies  rear, 

While  silent  flows  the  tributary  tear, 

Which  to  her  favourite  son  sh«  sOnrowkig  pays, 
Unstrung  her  useless  lyre,  and  mute  her  lays?-- 

But,  hark  !  a  strain  divine  now  strikes  mine  ear : 

The  sacred  bard  his  independent  fame. 

Shall  from  his  own  immortal  verse  receive  I 

t 

Soon  dies  the  warrior^s  and  the  statesman's  naine^ 

His  aid  if  ho  recording  poet  give ; 
But  wreaths  of  endless  bloom  shall  Warton  claim. 

While  wit)  while  learning,  and  while  fiEUicy  live. 
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SONNET. 


Cheerless  my  road,  and  long  and  lone  the  way, 
As  on  I  wander'd  thr6'  the  vale  of  life, 
Not  undisturb'd  by  cares,  nor  for  the  strife 

Of  jarring  crowds  well  meet;  and  when  the»ray 

Of  Love's  mild  torch  beam'd  forth  its  radiance  pure, 
Its  radiance  pure  beatnM  only  to  disclose 
A  dark  drear  scene,  a  gathering  cloud  of  woes. 

Which  tho'  philosophy  might  teach  t*  endure, 

She  knew  not  to  avoid*     O  lov'-d  !  O  fair ! 

Thy  gentle  influence  cheer*d  the  gloomy  shade ; 
£v'n  as  the  angel,  Hope,  thou  cam'st  to  aid, 

And  Love  his  clear  torch  wav'd  amid  the  air, 

Cheering,  as  to  the  fearful  sailor's  sight, 

SXreams  the  far  beacon's  blaze  ami<i  the  stormy  night. 

13. 
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SONNET, 


S^iE^X  of  sylvan  silence!  thee  I  hail 
With  wonted  Icy,  when  in  the  western  sky 
The  parti^ng  sun  h^s  clQs'd  his  golden  ey^ 

And  on  the  mountain's  tqp,  and  dewy  vaky 

The  breeze  of  evening  slumbers  :    When  at  re$| 
The  hours  that  tracked  the  flauntjng  car  of  day^ 
And  ope  alone  remainSi  with  pensive  ray 

To  cheer  the  patl^way  of  thy  wQodland  guest* 

^or  surely  blest  is  he,  who  now  can  ti^rn 
From  vanity  and  noise,  with  thee  to  strol^ 

|n  sweet  seclusion,  there  cont^  to  learn. 
That  thon  ca^st  frame  to  rapture  evej^  seJlse, 

^nd  by  commuqion  still,  attune,  the  souj 
Tp  Meditation's  softest  infl^ienqe* 

f  rt  Oct.  ISOJ.  J.  B,  A? 
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SONNET 


WMOU  THE  FRENCH  OF  JOACHIM  DU  BELLAY. 


With  nfik  academic  the  scholar  we  grace. 
The  lawyer  a  seat  on  the  woolsack  obtains^ 
The  clerical  courtier  a  bishopric  gains. 
And  the  soldier's  reward  is  in  honours  and  lace. 
For  riches  the  merchant  contends  in  the  race, 
The  fees  of  his  office  the  placeman  retains. 
By  his  wages  the  lackey  is  paid  for  his  pains, 
And  on  foreheads  poetic  the  laurel  we  place. 
Then  why  dost  thou  murmur,  my  friend,  and  complain. 
That  the  favours  of  fortune  thou  never  couldst  gain  ? 
Wouldst  thou  scramble  for  honours,  or  hoard  up,  the 
pelf. 
Other  means  than  the  muse's  delights  mu^t  be  sought ; 
For  is  not  thy  labour  repaid  as  it  ought. 
When  labour  with  pleasure  compensates  itself? 
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SONNET 


TO  THE  RED-BREAST. 


Yes,  xny  sweet  bird  !  the  dull  decaying  year 

Much  needs  thy  music,  for  the  sons  of  spring 

Sit  in  the  silent  shade  with  flagging  wing. 
And  still  Creation  waits  with  anxious  ear 
Thy  ever-pleasing  song.    Thou  seem'st  to  me 

The  cherub  Consolation  at  the  bed 

Of  withering  Age,  when  summer  friends  are  Qed, 
Cheering  his  hours  with  heavenly  minstrelsy. 
Like  the  declining  year,  I  too  have  known 

The  sweet  spring-time  iti  cloudless  beauty  fair, 
And  winter's  storms  may  find  me  left  alone, 

UoscreenM  and  naked  as  the  leafless  tree : 
Thrice  happy  then !  would  heaven  in  mercy  spaiti 

One  friend  a^  constant  and  as  true  as  thee. 

Pfp.  3,  1807.  Jf, ».  A, 
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SONNET. 

RECOLLECTION  OF  AN  ABSENT  LOVER. 

raOM   THE   SPAKISB  OF  SL  COVDE    BE    NOROKA. 


B&i&HT  ebon  threads,  that  vainly  try  to  hide 

A  ^heek  of  roses,  and  a  neck  of  snow; 
Or,  thrown  with  happy  negligence  aside. 

The  beauteous  forehead's  dazzling  whiteness 'shew; 
Eyes  where  the  flames  of  young  Desire  abide, 

And  sable  eye-brows.  Love's  resistless  bowf 
Though  distant  far,  still  on  my  faithful  breast 
Indelible  is  every  charm  impress'd ! 

And  you  ye  dimples  sleek,  by  accents  formM 
Of  playful  laughter,  breath'd  through  pearly  rowi, 
"Whose  gentle  murmurs  seem  to  sooth  mine  ear !    ' 

If  by  this  fleeting  image  only  warm'd 
My  agitated  soul  its  senses  lose, 
How  shall  I  bear,  indeed,  to  see  and  hear ! 


uz 


SONNET 


WRITTEN   WHEN   ABR04D, 


Here,  vhere  the  azure  sky  no  lowering  knows^ 
Where  milder  gales  breathe  o'er  the  favoux^d  landy 
Where  the  rich  vintage^  annual,  meets  the  hand; 
Here,  vhere  the  sweetly-perfumed  ocange  blows. 
And  native  niyrtie,  without  culture,  grows, 
Wheie  yellow  Tagus  rolls  his  golden  send, 
And  decks  with  verdure  all  ^'  adjacent  strand  | 
Why  can  ipy  restless  heart  fitid  na  repose  i 
Is  it  in  ftnidnese  ior  my-  native'  shore 

That  northwards  still  I  tura  my  loiiging  eyes }     • 
No— -yet  hep  stormy  coast  and  ble^k  windy  VQfij'^ 

Favteyond  9thep  softer  olyaes  I  priee, 
I  burn  to  view  my  Anna*s  qharsis  once  more  ; 
Hence  roll  these  tears,  hence  swell  these  ttntgglixi| 
sighs ! 

From  tite  Banks  of  the  Ouse. 
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ON  A  KISS. 


9IT  TUB   LA^B  Bfl^.  %IX,  JUK.  OF   CAKTBltB17&T« 


Of  FSPRivo  of  Lore,  first  borp»  whom  yotmg  ])esii<|. 

Invited  often  by  a  wanton  smilCy 

Snatches  i])flam^d»  and  trembles  all  t^e  wliile,^ 
Trembling  with  awe,  with  passion  all  oil  fire, 
^o  common  Muse  thy  praises  will  require. 

What  bliss  from  coral  lips  to  bear  the  spoil  t 

The  bees  in  spring  with  less  deligl^tful  toil 
Suck  op'ning  blossoms  ere  their  sweets  expire. 
While  on  the  vermil  alt^r  thou  art  lying; 

Like  some  fair  o^'ring  sprinkled  o'er  with  dew. 

Amidst  the  fire  of  pare  affection  dyings 
Thee  ofj;  the  votaries  of  liOve  renew; 

Rekindle  oft  the  holy  fiamc  with  sighing> 
Aud  swear  by  thee  their  mutu/4  pdssion  true. 
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ON  THE  SAME. 


BT    THE   SAME. 


Sweet  pledge  of  Love,  and  early  fruit  of  Joy !  ' 
The  wounded  breast  with  balny  nectar  faealin{^ 
The  secret  mind  by  gentle  touch  revealing. 

Sweety  unembitter'd  by  the  wayward  Boy, 

His  hourly  sport,  his  never-tiring  toy, 

Cemented  souls  with  mutual  rapture  sealing, 
Soft  suromoner  of  ev'ry  tender  feeling. 

Though  sensual,  pure,  and  rich  without  alloy ! 

Such  is  thy  powV,  as  when,  her  skill  displaying, 
Or  to  beguile  disquietude  of  heart, 

Through  mazy  notes  with  fairy  finger  straying. 
Some  virgin  makes  the  wakeful  ivVy  start, 

This  to  the  strings  the  soft  alarm  conveying^ 

Fills  wijtli  harmonious  tremor  ev'ry  part* 
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WRriTEN  ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  SWALE. 


is  the  mild  west  when  sinks  the  purple  day. 
And  hush*d  in  silence  sleeps  the  winding  yale, 
A  pensive  listener  to  the  murmuring  Swale, ~ 

Through  the  steep  woods  that  crown  its  banks  I  stray^ 

Where,  absent  to  the  world  and  all  its  care, 
Reckless  of  sorrows  past  and  ills  to  come, 
I  meditate  beneath  the  o'er  arching  gloom, 

While  the  still  grandeur  of  the  solemn  air 

Bathes  my  rapt  soul  in  happiness  serene. 
And  every  sense  in  extacy  is  lost : 
And,  ah  !  on  life's  tumultuous  sea  though  tost, 

For  soon  I  quit  the  pleasure-breathing  scene. 
Still  shall  kind  Fancy  paint  the  ideal  feast. 
And  with  this  vision  charm  my  soul  to  rest. 

1796.  ». 
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SONNET. 


No  more  the  skies  serenely  blue  appear. 

Which  late  with  joy  the  peaceful  peasant  view'd; 

Kor  thro'  his  meads,  where  bloom'd  the  flow'ry  foeclf 
t)Qe  to  the  labours  of  his  patient  steer, 
He  muses  grateful :  but  with  drooping  ear 

Low  sinks  the  corn,  by  furious  storms  subda'd. 

And  o'er  pale  earth  eternal  vapours  brood. 
To  blast  the  promise  of  the  plenteous  year. 
Such  is  the  life  of  man :  his  cheerful  way 

Awhile  the  cloudless  sun  of  hope  illumes  ; 
I^ght  joy  i^nd  pleasure  wing  the  festive  day. 

Secure  he  roves  'mid  bow'rs  of  sweet  perfumes: 
But  soon  his  disappointed  eyes  survey 

The  toilsome  road  o'ercast  with  blackening  glooois* 


1795. 


£,  HAMLBT. 
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Sweet  is  the  hour,  when  stealing  shadows  close 
'fhe  face  of  things,  and,  as  the  sober  light 
Slow  fades,  the  pleasant  fields  retire  from  sight, 

And  weary  Nature  sinks  to  mute  repose. 

By  fits  the  sheep-bell  sounds,  or  heifer  lows ; 
Till  all  is  silent,  and  the  queen  of  night 
Slow  from  the  dark  blue  hcav'n  appears  more  bright. 

And  o'er  the  world  her  silver  mantle  throws* 

Far  in  the  gloom  of  some  romantic  wood, 
Where  sounds  ho  mortal  step,  the  sage  sublim«y 

Rapt  in  high  musing,  feeds  on  solemn  themes ; 

Immortal  life,  the  first  eternal  good, 

Pure  friendship's  laws,  th'  unfathom'd  depth  of  tio^ 

By  turns  all  mingle  with  his  soarrng  dreams. 

17^^*  B.  IiAMLEr« 
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How  oft,  Coraubia,  to  my  longing  soul 
Thy  barren  heaths  and  simple  cots  arise  ; 
Where  soils  ungenial  scorn  thy  milder  skies, 

Nor  streams  majestic  thro'  thy  valleys  roll : 

For  ev'n  those  sullen  hills,  whose  frowns  controul 
The  shuddering  thoughts,  before  the  pilgrim's  eyes 
Calling  dread  shapes,  my  filial  bosom  sighs 

To  climb  once  more,  of  all  my  cares  the  goal. 

Hail  naked  rocks !  with  huge  and  shapeless  stones 
O'erspread,  of  Druid  pomp  the  wild  remains  ; 

Its  native  soil  the  warm  empassion'd  breast 

Still  full  of  painful  pleasing  longing  owns ; 
Ev'n  bleeds  to  view  its  pale  and  leafless  plains, 

ySeats  of  pure  ijiflM^joy  and  blameless  rest. 

1795.  E.  HAMLBT. 
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O  Friend  I  when  smiling  skies  and  Zephyrs  call. 
Forbear  in  towns  the  blooming  hour  to  lose ; 
Nor  Nature's  pure  and  simple  charms  refuse 

For  costly  banquets  or  the  midnight  ball. 

Yet  here  no  stalely  towers,  no  storied  hall. 

But  twilight  groves,  where  roaming  bards  may  muse. 
Fair  sunny  hills,  and  fields  of  various  hues. 

And  streams,  that  down  the  sloping  valley  fall. 

From  Elarth  to  Heav'n  the  soaring  spirit  raise: 
And  the  sweet  lovelorn  bird,  that  all  night  long^ 

In  shadowy  thickets  pours  the  plaintive  strain, 

Melts  the  warm  soul  to  passion  with  her  song : 
Yet  poor  these  charms,  and  dim  the  smiling  days. 

While  £eir  my  friend's  euliv*ning  looks  remain. 

1795.  !•  HAMLEt. 
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'Tis  sweet  to  view  in  safety  from  the  shore 
A  vessel  r(jlKng  on  the  stormj  niftiliy 

Pleas'd  to  escape  oursdres  the  dangerotis  roaf. 
Not  thafwe  triumph  in  another^s  pain.    -         '  * 

Tis  sweet  when  loud  confKcting  cailnons  pdur 
Their  ghastly  rage,  to  view  the  gleamy  plaitiy 
Where  neighing  steeds  toss  high  the  fioatiDg  wsititt 

And  trample  warriors  gasping  in  their  gore. 

But  sweeter  far  the  tranquil  heights  to  gain 
Of  Wisdom,  raised  above  the  madding  ero#d  t 
Thence  to  look  down  on  all  their  tumftihs  vani  /^ 

And  needless  fears,  as  through  the  maze  they  strtjr 
Of  Error,  lost  in  Superstition's  cloud, 
Where  darkling  still  they  roam,  and  Bhd  no  di)r. 

1795.  E.   HAMIlt. 


•  fc- 


451 


SONNET. 


A  TfiotJSAKD  griefs  o'erdast  our  fleeting  day  t 
On  most  disease  and  chilling  want  attend> 
Dim  the  few  joys  the  fates  in  pity  send, 
And  veil  in  clouds  the  sun's  all-gladd'ning  ray^ 
With  hopeless  passion  now  we  pine  away ; 
Now  o'er  the  bier  of  some  departed  friend 
With  swelling  heart  disconsolate  we  bend ; 
Those  looks,  that  Toice,  which  chear'd  our  anxious  way^ 
Warm  Memory  paints  in  all  her  glowing  hues  '$ 
From  her  each  hour  of  social  joy  receives 
A  double  charm  :  yet  luU'd  by  hope  we  rest. 
Nor  shed  for  ever  pale  affliction^  dews; 
And  e^en  the  fond  regret,  which  pleasure  leaves. 
Is  not  unpleasing  to  the  tender  breast* 

1795*  S.  HAML£T. 
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to  THE  MUSE  OP  SOUNET. 


Sweet  Muse  of  Sonnet ! — if  one  Muse  thereby 
Who  deigns  o'er  sonnet tcH*ring  to  preside. 
Haply  do  thou  my  pen  descriptive  guide, 

AVhi'st  I  relate,  concernment  much  to  me, 

How  she— of  women  far  the  dearest  she ! — 
In  all  the  glow  of  beauty's  vaunted  pride. 
Still  hath  my  suit  relentlessly  denied : 

She,  sighs  and  songs,  and  vows  and  tears,  hath  parried; 
Me  though,  I  ween,  she  loves ! — The  Fates*  decree 
Nor  firmly  binds,  nor  sets  us  wholly  free, 

Ilow  then,  say  some,  hath  love  like  thine  miscarried' 
We  sigh'd,  we  vow'd  ;  when,  in  a  luckless  hour, 
just  as  she  felt  and  own'd  affection's  power, 

Some   friend    her    whisi»er'd — "  Why,   the  m'aa  ^ 
married  V^ 
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HERVOR  AND  ANGANTYR. 

An  Ode,  Imitated  from  an  antient  Scald,  Author  of  a 
Book,  intitled  Hcrvarcr  Saga,  Published  by  Olaus 
VercUus. 

BY    TUB    LATE    RRV,    BAOSIIAMT   STEVENS,    D.D. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 


Her?or,  standing  at  the  toj^b  of  Angantyr,  by  her  magical  Incan* 
tatioiis,  calls  up  \hv.  spirit  of  her  dead  father,  and  demands  the 
enchanted  sword,  Tirting,  which  had  been  baricd  with  him. 


Wajcnadu  Angantyr, 
Wekur  tliig  Hervor,  &c. 


HERVOU. 


Awake  !  my  father  from'  the  dead  ( 
From  thy  dank  and  dreary  bed 
Awake ! — It  is  thy  child  that  cries, 
SvAFUS*  daughter  bids  thee  rise  ; 
Bids  thee  from  thy  tomb  of  hell, 
(Answering  to  my  mutter'd  spell) 
Bids  thee  from  thy  hallow'd  side 
Give  that  sword  the  warriors  pride, 
Whose  hardiest  strength  and  keenest  power, 
Forg'd  by  *  dwarfish  hands  of  yore, 
Gave  an  empire  firm  and  free, 
To  thy  fathers  and  to  thee : 

•  Hie    gl^dius  Tocatur  opus  fabrile  Nanorum.      NoUndom 
AQt«m  veteiea    p^r  Nanos  non  iu^Uexiase  Monstra  humana   ii| 


AH 

3y  my  helmet's  sable  crest, 

Mailed  cont  of  martial  wear ; 
By  my  sword,  in  sharpness  drest. 

Fiery  shield,  and  bloody  spear; 
From  all,  *neath  every  *  root  comprest, 
Hervor  breaks  your  iron  rest. 
What  are  Ak^orym's  sons  no  more, 
Vers'd  so  well  in  mischiefs  lore  ? 
Mute  are  Etvor's  childreu  all, 
Unresponsive  to  my  call  ? 
Then  let  my  curse,  of  blasting  power. 

Within  your  ribs  unhallow'd  light; 
O  let  corruption's  tainted  shower 

Pierce  you  in  your  beds  of  night; 
Unless,  with  e^r  to  my  commands. 
Ye  give  the  sword  that  dwarfish  hands 
Caird  to  life,  and  bade  to  live^ 
And  the  belt  of  glory  give. 

ANGANTYR. 

Daughter!  thou  whose  powerful  spell 
Opes  the  dreary  jaws  of  hell. 
Muttering  thus  those  accents  dread. 
What  mischiefs  wait  thy  desperate  head ! 
Madness  sure  thy  soul  oppressed 
Thus  to  break  my  sealed  rest. 
No  fathffr  led  me  to  my  grave. 
No  frieiid  the  tears  of  pity  gave; 

defectu  debite  quantitatis  peccantift  ai^t  'gibbo  defonniit«i  ttA 
quQddnm  saxicplarum  et  mpnticQlanm  Genus  artifici^m  periude 
fic  Cyplopes  perquamgnarum. 

Hicks,  Thesaunis  lAierakum  Jbuiicir. 
^  The  warriors,  who  had  sigualued  thevtelves  in  bittk,  were 
)ionQured  by  their  friends,  at  their  decease,  with  a  monomeBtftl^^ 
planted  upox^  ^eir  graves,  to  perpetuate  tbdr  meii^ory. 
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And  two,  who  still  surviv'di  possessed 
The  sword  in  magic  laurels  drest; 
And  TiRFiNa  still  the  one  enjoys, 

BERVOE. 

Gease  thy  vain,  thy  impious  lies, 
Nor  Odin  more  shall  grant  thee  sleep. 
While  Tirfing's  force  thy  shoulder  keep 
And  would'st  thou,  sire,  refuse  to  give 
Thine  only  child  the  means  to  live  f 

ANGANTYR. 

List!  Hervor,  while  my  prophet  tongue 
The  words  of  future  fate  unfold. 
List !  and  believe  the  story  told. 
TiRFiNG,  curst  with  terrour  strong 
Thy  present  quest,  a  coming  bane, 
Shall  thy  dearest  buds  destroy. 
Thou  shalt  weep  thy  offspring  slain : 
'Till,  bless'd  by  time,  a  future  boy        ^ 
To  thee  shall  rise,  a  future  joy ; 
Heidrek  nam'd  his  men  among, 
To  him  shall  Tirfing's  might  belong. 

HERTOR. 

By  my  spell  of  magic  power, 
Breathing  slow  in  solemn  sound, 
O'er  this  haunted  holy  ground, 
Never  be  thy  sleep  restored ! 
Never  taste  the  genial  hour ! 
Till  Angantyr  give  the  sword. 

AKCrAVTTR. 

Maid  !  thou  own'st  ^  lion  soul 
Which  no  female  fe^irs  appall ; 
Who  lead'st  thy  foot's  unhallowed  tread 
O'er  the  mansions  of  the  dead ; 
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Who  at  this  ghostly  hour  of  nighty 
Arm'd  with  spear  of  magic  might. 
With  helmed  head,  and  iron  stole, 
0])e'st  the  door  of  Odin's  halU 

•    IIERVOR. 

Courag/e  opce  I  thought  was  thiqe, 
Ignorant  of  your  boasted  hall ; 
Give  me,  from  your  dreary  shriqe. 
Give  the  sword,  again  I  call ! 
The  sword  that,  driving  deep  and  far, 
Hates  the  coat  of  mailed  war ; 
Forg'd  by  dwarfish  hands  of  yore, 
Give  the  sword,  or  sleep  no  more ! 

ANOANTTI^. 

Hbrvor's  quest,  Hiai^mau's  bane, 
Beneath  my  weary  lin^bs  is  lain 
All  wrapp'd  in  lire,     i^o  maiden  mild 
Would  touch  a  sword,  the  Fury^s  phild* 

HERVOR. 

I  will  touch,  and  I  will  take 
The  swurd,  however  large  its  make  ; 
However  sharp,  I  scorn  to  fear, 
Give  me  but  the  sword  to  bear : 
And  sure  tho^  feeble  fires  arc  vain, 
That  play  around  the  warrioF  slain! 

ANOANTTR. 

Foolish  girl !'  whose  empty  pride 
Has  led  thy  every  sense  aside  ; 
^re  thou  meet,  thro'  vengeful  ire. 
The  deadly  flames  of  hallow'd-fiiey 
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Conceal'd  no  more,  the  sword  I  give. 
Take  it,  virgin,  take  and  live. 

BERVOR. 

Offspring  of  the  heroic  line ! 
Praises  deck  this  deed  of  thine  ! 
Prince  I  more  joy  thy  gifts  convey 
Than  if  all  Norway  met  my  sway, 

ANGANTYR. 

Foolish  girl  whose  empty  pride 
Has  led  thy  every  sense  aside; 
Foolish  girl !  how  vain  thy  joy  I 
TiRFiya  »ball  thy  sons  destroy* 

HERTOR. 

My  seamen  wait  my  glad  return. 
My  feet  desire  another  ^in, 
Father  !  small  is  my  concern, 
When  or  how  my  suns  are  siaio. 

ANGANTYR. 

Take  and  keep  Hialmar's  fate, 
tiold  it  long,  and  long  enjoy ; 
Thousand  deaths  around  it  wait,. 
Edg'd  with  poisons  to  destroy ; 
Many  a  man  of  martial  might 
TiRFiKO  has  consign'd  to  night, 
And  many  a  soul  of  living  power 
Tut  PIS  o  shall  again  devour. 

HERVOR. 

I  will  keep  and  I  will  take 

T'hc  sword,  however  large  its  mak^, 
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Thou  hast  given*  and  I  will  keep ; 
Nor  ever  from  thy  iron  sleep 
Thy  bloody  ghost  shall  hear  me  'plain 
When  or  how  my  sons  were  slain. 

ANOAVTYR. 

Fare  thee,  fare  thee,  daughter,  well ! 
My  hand,  obedient  to  thy  spell, 
With  deadly  force,  and  winged  speed, 
Has  destined  heroes  twelve  to  bleed; 
And  if  a  manly  heart  be  thine. 
Warmth  to  war,  and  strength  to  slay ; 
TiRFiNG  shall  to  thee  consign 
Axdgrym's  wreath,  and.  Andghym's  sway. 

HERYOfl. 

Farewell !  and  rest  each  holy  shade^ 
Ye  manes  of  my  fathers,  rest ! 
No  spells  your  dread  repose  invade. 
Beneath  your  sacred  roots  comprcst ! 
I  must  go,  and  1  must  fly, 
This  dreary  earth,  this  angry  sky. 
Warn  me  hence :  for  all  around 
Funereal  flashes  'flame  the  ground* 


EPIGRAM 


ON   A  REFORMER,  WHO  AFFECTS  THU  CPAI^ACTER 

OF  CATO. 

When  legal  coercion  deep  Cato  pronounces 
A  despotic  system  which  reason  renounces, 
Conclude  him  not  mad  :  for  the  knave  has  good  cause, 
Who  so  well  deserves  banging,  to  rail  against  laws. 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 


BOOK  n.  ODE  VIIL 


TO     Mas.     CLARKE* 


Ulia  si  Juris  tibi  pejerati,  S^c* 


Ir,  aided  by  Sir  Vic*iry  Gibhs^ 
The  Fates,  indignant  at  your  fibs. 

Had  made  your  cash  one  pound  less; 
If  as  each  accusation  rose, 
A  pimple  had  usurped  your  nose, 

I  might  believe  them  groundless. 

But  now,  the  grand  enquiry  o'er. 
You  blaze  upon  us  more, and  mgre. 

For  public  life  grown  fitter— 
To  TVestbaurne-flace  all  parties  go— »• 
At  lovers*  perjuries,  you  know. 

Great  Jove  himself  will  titter* 

Whether  a  widow  or  a  wife. 
Who  cares  ?  admit  your  private  life 
Tboii  Erebus  were  fouler ; 
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The  public  is  indifferent  quite, 
Whether  upon  a  certain  night 

You  slept  with  mc  or  Dawkr. 

Psha !  Venus  laughs  at  tricks  like  thcse^ 
Her  nymphs,  whatever  their  degrees, 

Will  cheat  when  they  are  able. 
Yes,  when  cammiuiotu  arc  the  bait, 
£cn  Duhdck  hermits  emulate 

The  SantoH  in  the  fable. 

New  lovers  swell  your  list ;  the  old 
Still  make  your  suit,  all  potent  gold 

Unwilling  to  abandon : 
Revolving  time  may  view  again. 
Bowing  obsequious  in  your  train, 

Some  future  Captain  Satidtm, 

Your  charms  appal  the  matron  mild, 
lier  blue-cy'd  Jacky,  darling  child! 

From  Clarke  and  Cuj^id  saving. 
The  prudent  parsimonious  sire 
Trembles  to  si:e  his  son  admire 

Your  mezzotint  engraving. 

The  blushing  bride  your  name  reviles. 
And  in  your  fascinating  wiles 

Anticipates  disaster* 
Too  blind  the  precipice  to  view. 
Whoever  keeps  a  Clarkt  lika  you, 

Will  find  the  Clarke  the  master. 
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BOOK  IL  ODE  IX. 

TO   A   YOyXG   WIDOW. 

Non  semper  imbreg  uvbibui  kit^dat,  ^Ct,;^ 


Not  for  ever  bleak  November 
Chills  the  gayly- dancing  hours; 

Rolling  time^  dear  girl,  remember, 
Docks  the  bright  parterre  with  flowen» 

Ice  the  Serpentine  may  cover, 

Ouks  their  leafless  boughs  display; 

What  care  I  ?  the  winter  over. 
Soon  shall  follow  laughing-  May. 

Why  should'st  thou,  all  joy  denying. 
Still  in  tears  thy  'kerchief  steep  ? 

Pale  Aurora  hears  thy  sighing, 
Setting  Y'hcebus  sees  thee  weep. 

Clad  in  boinbazeen  and  camblet, 
Gertrude  wept  a  monarch  dead^ 

See  her  soon,  forgetting  Hamlet, 
Take  his  brother  to  her  bed. 

Dido,  torn  from  poor  Sichdeus, 

Thus  repining  sought  relief; 
^  Anna  !  don't  you  think  Mneas 

Might  contrive  to  heal  my  grief  P^ 
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Thy  good  man  In  sleep  reposes, 
Soon  thou  wilt  another  choo&e ; 

Widow's  weeds  all  turn  to  rosesf 
When  a  qomely  suitor  woos. 

Give  the  hours  to  joyous  greeting, 

Vulgar  sorrows  far  above ; 
Youth  and  beauty,  O  how  fleeting  I 

O  how  fleeting  woman's  love ! 

Let  us  sing  the  song  you  relish. 
Who  at  Brighton  hetits  the  bell. 

Walking  Barclay^  racing  Melliskf 
Fun,  and  vwe  la  bagattlk  / 

Tears  from  Pluto's  dark  dominion 
Cannot  now  thy  hus(>and  keep ; 

If  they  could,  'tis  my  opinion. 
Those  bright  eyes  would  cease  to  weep. 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  II.  ODE  XV. 

NEW  BUILDINGS. 
Jam  pauca  atatrojugera  regiasy  ^e* 

St.  Georges  Fields  are  fields  no  more, 
■     The  trowel  supersedes  the  plough; 
Huge  inundated  swamps  of  yore  - 
Are  changed  to  oivk  inllas  now. 
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The  whistling  plane,  the  builder's  hod, 
Wide  and  more  wide  extending  still. 

Usurp  the  violated  sod, 

From  Lambeth  Marsh  to  Balaam  HilU 

Pert  poplars,  yew  trees,  water  tubs, 
No  more  at  Clapkam  meet  the  eye ; 

But  velvet  lawns,  Acacian  shrubs. 
With  perfume  greet  the  passer  by. 

Thy  carpets,  Persia,  deck  our  floors. 
Chintz  curtains  shade  the  polish'd  pane, 

Viraudas  guard  the  darken'd  doors, 
Where  dunning  Phoebus  knocks  in  vain* 

Not  thus  acqnirM  was  Gbesham's  hoard. 
Who  founded  London's  mart  of  trade ; 

Not  such  thy  life,  Grinudkin'i  lord. 
Who  B(ym*s  recalling  peal  obey'd. 

In  Mark  or  Mincing  Lane  coniin'd. 
In  cheerful  toil  they  pass'd  the  hours ; 

Twas  theirs  to  leave  their  wealth  behind, 
To  lavish,  while  we  live,  is  ours. 

They  gave  no  treats  to  thankless  kings. 
Many  their  gains,  their  wants  were  few, 

They  built  no  house  with  spacioits  wings 
To  give  their  riches  pinions  too. 

Yet  sometimes,  leaving  in  the  hirch 
Sons,  to  luxurious  folly  prone. 

Their  fuhds  rebuilt  the  parish  church  : 
Oh  !  pious  waste,  to  us  unknown  1 

We  from  our  circle  never  roa«i, 
Nor  ape  our  sires'  eccentric  sins. 

Our  jcbarity  bcigios  at  home. 
And  mostly  ends  where,  it  begins  ! 
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FUTURITY. 


**  Tell  «8,  je  dead ;  will  none  ef  yon  in  plhr 
*  To  thoM  jroa  left  behind  disclose  the  secret  r 
**  O  !  that  some  courteous  ghost  would  blab  it  out !" 

BlMir^i  Grave* 


HiSE,  Spectres^  rise  1  some  pitying  ghost  appear, 
And  pour  the  grave's  dread  secret  in  mine  ear! 
Ye  live,  ye  live !  Yes,  by  the  generous  glow 
Of  Virtue  struggling  through  a  night  of  woe ; 
By  th^  fell  tyrant  on  his  blood-stain'd  throne ; 
By  nameless  wretchedness  that  dies  alone ; 
By  lovely  Hope  who  sooths  the  parting  sigh ; 
By  Faith  bright  beaming  from  the  death-fixed  eye, 
Ye  live !  From  forth  the  narrow  dark  abode 
The  spirit  steals  some  viewless  unknown  road; — 
Then,  each  fond  tie  to  earth  and  matter  broke 
By  the  free  soul,  disdainful  of  the  yoke. 
Shall  it  not  soar  on  vigorous  pens  away 
Beyond  the  ken  of  thought  and  golden  eye  of  day  ? 
Or,  by  fierce  flames  from  mortal  dross  refined, 
Shall  it  not  mingle  with  the  mass  of  mind. 
Absorbed  and  lost  the  old  familiar  store 
Of  treasuring  Memory's  many-coluured  lore  ? 
Or  does  this  self,  this  conscious  self,  remain 
Awake  to  human  joys,  to  human  pain  ? 
Hangs  the  fond  mother  o'er  her  orphan's  head  ? 
Cheers  the  lovrd  spouse  the  widow's  sorroMfing  bed  f 
In  airy  watch  do  guardian  spirits  stand, 
And  guide  our  tauUtring  steps^  au'  angel  bend  f  - 
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Or,  senseless,  hushed  in  lone  sepuchral  gloom^ 

Sleeps  the  regardless  tenant  of  the  tomb, 

^ill  the  dread  blast  shall  rouse  the  silent  earthy 

And  joyful  Nature  start  to  second  birth. 

All  nations  waken  from  the  awfiil  trance, 

And  realms  and  times  in  wondering  gaze  advance^ 

While  Memory's  voice  renews  its  tuneful  sound, 

And  marshals  all  the  tribes  of  earth  around, 

Bids  fresh  reviving  scenes  salute  their  eyes. 

And  friends  with  friends  to  virtuous  bliss  arise  ? 

Cease,  curious  thoughts !  too  thick  the  shades  of  night 

Veil  the  dread  future  from  our  anxious  sight ; 

The  boldest  thoughts  here  urge  their  course  in  vain^ 

Nor  pass  one  bulwark  of  the  drear  domain^ 

Then,  when  the  last  faint  panting  heaves  my  heart 

And  weary  life  stands  fluttering  to  depart. 

One  beam  of  joy  shall  warm  my  trembling  soul 

And  Doubt's  dun  clouds  to  awiiil  distance  roll, 

Truth's  angel  form  my  fleeting  spirit  own, 

And  spring  to  clasp  her  in  the  world  unknown. 


EPITAPH  FOR  OPIE. 

The  forms  which  Nature  doom'd  to  fail. 
Thy  stronger  hand  would  bid  endur^r— 
The  hour  of  her  revenge  is  come- 
Still  thy  creations  shall  prevail, 
To  thee  an  equal  date  insure. 
And  save  thee  from  oblivion's  tomb. 

▼OL.  Til.  H  h 
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EPIGRAM, 


Written  by  PoUtian  on  the  premature  Death  of  Siman^tta, 
a  Florentine  Lady  of  uncommon  Beauty  and  rare  Accom* 
plishmentSf  beloved  by  GuiHano  de  Medici. 

TftANSIfATBD    FROM    THE   LATIIT. 


Whek  lovely  on  her  sable  bier 

The  corse  of  Simonetta  lay. 
And  beauty's  Queen,  still  hovering  near, 

Bedeck'd  with  charms  the  lifeless  clay, 

Sly  Love  a  heedless  moment  found. 
When  all  were  sunk  in  tender  woe, 

A  thousand  arrows  scattered  round. 
And  bade  a  thousand  bosoms  glow« 

In  soft  amazement  each  began 
To  feel  unknown  sensations  rise ; 

Instant  the  sweet  contagion  ran. 
As  flash'd  mild  light'uings  from  her  eyeSt 

"  She's  mine,"  th*  exulting  stripling  cried, 
**  See  Love  triumphant  over  Death ; 

**  She's  mine ;  still  conquers  on  my  side, 
Though  Fate  has  suck'd  her  honied  breatli.' 

He  spake,  and  sigh'd  ;  for  ah !  the  sound 

Of  triumph  ill  accorded  here ; 
Soft  Pity  shed  her  influence  round, 

And  Nature  claim'd  the  tender  tear. 

8.  StSDALI* 
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SONG  ♦. 


How  comes  it,  neighbour  Dick^ 
That  you,  with  taste  uncommon, 
Have  serv*d  the  girls  this  trick, 
And  wedded  an  old  woman  ? 

Each  belle  condemns  the  choice 
Of  a  youth  so  gay  and  sprightly  ; 
But  we,  your  friends,  rejoice 
That  you  have  judg'd  so  rightly. 

Though  odd  to  some  it  sounds 
That  on  threescore  you  ventur'd  : 
Yet,  in  ten  thousand  pounds 
Ten  thousand  charms  are  centered. 

Beauty,  you  know,  will  fade* 
As  does  the  short-liv'd  flow'r ; 
Nor  can  the  fairest  maid 
Ensure  her  bloom  an  hour* 

But  wisely  you  resign, 
For  sixty,  charms  so  transient ; 
As  the  curious  value  coin 
The  more  fo^  being  antient. 

Observing  hence,  by  you. 
In  marriage  such  decorum. 
Still  wiser  youths  shall  do 
As  you  have  done  before  'em* 

For  two  different  accoants  of  the  occasion  upon  which  this 
;  was  written,  see  Supplement  to  the  Gentleman's  Magazine, 
796,  p.  1066, 

H  h  2 
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With  joy  your  spouse  shall  se& 
The  fading  beauties  round  her ; 
While  she  herself  shall  be 
The  self-same  tking  you  found  her.. 

Oft  is  the  marriage-state 
With  jealousy  attended; 
And  Lence,  through  fou!  debate. 
Are  nuptial  joys  suspended. 

But  you  with  such  a  wife 
No  jealous  fears  are  under, 
She^  yours  alone  for  life— 
Or  much  we  all  shall  wonder. 

Her  death  would  grieve  you  sore. 
But  let  not  that  torment  you ; 
My  life,  she'll  see  fourscore, 
If  that  will  but  content  you. 

On  this  you  may  rely. 
For  the  pains  you  took  to  win  hetj, 
She'll  ne'er  in  child-bed  die. 
Unless  the  Devil's  in  her. 

Some  have  the  name  of  hell 
To  matrimony  given ; 
How  falsely  you  can* tell, 
Who  find  it  such  a  heaven. 

Each  day  of  yours,  and  night, 
•  Is  crown'd  with  joy  and  gladness. 
While  envious  virgins  bite 
Their  hated  sheets  for  madness. 

With  spouse  long  share  the  bliss 
You'd  miss'd  in  any  other  ; 
And  when  you've  bury^d  this. 
May  you  have  such  another^ 
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AN  ELEGIAC  ODE 

To  the  Memory  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds^  latcFrcsident  oftht 

Royal  Academy, 

BY  Tfir£    EEV.   JOHN    WHIT£UOUS£. 


-AJterius  sic 


Akera  po^it  opem  res,  et  conjurat  amice. 

— — — ^— ^ 
ADVERTISEMENT. 

In  the  poem  here  submitted  to  the  pablic,  it  has  been  attempted 
to  delhieate  some  of  the  principal  paintings,  on  which  Sir  Joshua 
Reynolds's  reputation  as  an  artist,  must  chiefly  rest.  The  author 
was  induced,  as  an  admirer  of  the  art  in  general,  and  more  par* 
ticularly,  of  the  late  worthy  president's .  style  of  colouring  and 
design,  to  pay  some  little  tribute  to  his  memory.  Nor  is  it  easy  to 
do  justice  to  the  merits  of  onct  who  being  the  first  painter  of  emi- 
nence that  this  country  has  produced,  has  by  his  excellent  instruc- 
tions, and  professional  skill,  formed  an  English  historical  school  of 
painting,  which  bids  fair  to  rival  those  of  Rome  and  Florence  in 
their  best  days.  The  writer  would  have  esteemed  himself  very 
happy,  had  it  been  in  his  power  to  convey  to  the  mind  in  this  short 
yketch,  some  of  those  great  and  sublime  ideas  which  the  paintmgs 
€f  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds  are  so  peculiarly  calculated  to  excite. 

I. 

Come,  Genius,  from  thy  star«<;lad  throne  sublime^ 

Where  far  above  the  wrecks  of  IJlme 

Thou  sitt'st ;  thy  banners  waving  high 

Amidst  the  blaze  of  immortality! 

O  thou,  whose  aid  both  bards  and  painters  clahn, 

Who  wak'st  in  human  breasts  the  hallowed  flame 

Whence  to  young  Rapture's  eye 

Beauty  unveils  her  form  divine  ; 

Where  throned  \iith  Nature  and  the  Nine^ 

Foremost  of  all  the  heavenly  throng. 

Thou  hear'st  the  magic  tones  of  soid-subduing  song; 
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11. 

Come^  mourn  thy  son :  and  lay  aside 
Thy  azure  mantle's  flowing  pride ; 
The  radiant  vestments  that  infold 
Thy  graceful  form  with  waving  gold  ; 
Where  hues  of  brighter  lustre  glow. 
Than  Iris'  varied  woof  can  show : 
Ko  more,  when  meck-ey'd  evening  pours 
Her  wild  hues  o'er  a  thousand  shores. 
Gaze  on  the  painted  clouds,  that  pass 
On  the  light  pinion  of  the  gale  ; 
Kor  there,  where  like  pellucid  glass, 
Ocean's  calm  breast  reflects  the  gleaming  sail : 
^or  at  the  blush  of  dawn. 
Along  the  level  lawn, 

Sport  with  the  Oreads  in  their  twilight  bowers; 
Nor  by  the  green  hill's  side, 
Or  where  the  Naiads  glide 

Enamour'd  stray,  nor  wreath  thy  brow  with  flowers: 
Though  clad  in  Beauty's  changeful  hue, 
And  in  Aurora's  dewy  fragrance  bright ; 
Lorraine^  to  set  their  charms  to  view, 
Dipp'd  his  gay  pencil  in  the  fount  of  light. 
And  with  a  flying  sketch  the  breathing  landscape  drew ; 
Genius  of  Painting !  cease  to  trace 
Thy  forms  sublime  of  finished  grace  i 
Thy  bright  resplendent  robe  forego, 
And  veil  thee  in  the  garb  of  woe : 
The  dim  cloud  now  be  o'er  thy  shoulders  throwoy 
The  mists  of  Night  be  o'er  thy  bosom  spread  ; 
Pour  to  the  passing  gale  thy  plaintive,  moan, 
And  be  the  tear  of  bitter  sorrow  shed  ! 
Genius  of  Painting !  now  thy  loss  deplore. 
Since  He;  thy  best  belov^d^^Hiince  Rbtvolos  isBonore* 
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IIL 
For  say  of  those,  on  whom  the  crown 
Thou  hast  bestow'd  of  high  renown. 
Which  from  the  Muse's  haliow'd  grove 
Fancy's  fairy  hands  have  wove ; 
(Fairer  than  in  days  of  yore. 
The  palm  that  Pisan  victors  wore. 
Oft  as  the  chariot's  rapid  speed 
Adjudg'd  ^he  high-contested  meed;) 
Say,  in  this  far-tam*d  western  isle. 
That  own'd  but  late  thy  favouring  smile, 
Who  e'er  like  him  thy  power  display'd, 
And  flung  contrasted  light  and  shade, 
With  such  inimitable  grace  and  force, 
While  Envy  sicken'd,  as  she  mark'd  his  course  ; 
Or  wjio  of  Albion's  sons  have  brought 
To  such  perfection  that  enchanting  art ; 
Or  to  the  canvass  could  impart, 
Such  bold  expression,  and  impassion'd  thought  ? 
What  potent  touch  could  o'er  the  whole 
Breathe  such  enchanting  energies  of  soul ; 
Or  bid  to  live,  in  nature's  colouring  warm, 
The  hero's  stately  port,  the  virgin's  matchless  form? 

IV. 
'Twas  his  to  group  the  historic  plain. 
To  call  dim  Horror  from  his  dungeon  drear, 
To  wring  the  tortur'd  breast  with  Pain, 
With  Pity  thrill,  or  shake  with  Fear ; 
And  from  the  lofty  Epic  Muse 
The  magic  scene  of  wonder  chuse : 
In  many  a  hue  divine  portra/d, 
Lo,  on  the  funeral  pyre  where  Dido  lies !  "* 

Faiatiogs.    *  The  death  of  Dido* 
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Her  warm  blood  batbes  the  reeking  blade, 
And  death's  pale  image  swims  before  her  eyes; 
The  twilight  shades  of  woe  that  stain  her  ph^i 
The  mighty  master  of  the  pencil  speak* 

V. 
Him  Dante's  daring  genius  led 
Where  Ugo lino's  vision  dread  * 
The  palsied  soul  with  horror  shakes  ! 
Tis  done !  see  from  yon  cell  forlorn. 
Her  cheeks  with  many  a  furrow  wocOy 
And  gleaming  from  her  hollow  eyes 
The  dark-red  wrath  of  wintery  skies. 
Famine  with  hideous  scowl  awakes ; 
And  with  the  rattling  whirlwind's  sound. 
Thrice  bars  yon  dungeon's  gloom  profound. 
Mark,  'midst  the  colouring's  wild,  pathetic  glare. 
The  dying  father  o'er  his  children  dear, 
Hang  in  dtimb  woe,  the  semblance  of  despair! 
Choak'd  the  deep  sigh !  jcongeal'd  the  struggling  tear} 
While  Death  advancing  stern,  with  leaden  pace. 
Shadows  tl>c  glaring  eye,  and  veils  the  pallid  face, 

VI. 

But  lo,  amidst  yon  blaze  of  glory  f 
From  the  bright  skies  of  fairy  Fiction  brought, 
How  Fanc/s  breast  enraptured  glows. 
As  o'er  the  canvass  Paiiiting  throws 
The  illusions  of  poetic  thoiight! 
Where  fam'd  in  Grecian  story, 
The  undaunted  Infant  grasps  his  speckled  foes! 
In  vain  their  thre9,teni|ig  crests  they  rear, 
|n  vain  destruction  waits  their  course ; 

♦  Count  Ugplino  starved  to  dpath  witl^  his  phi(dreiif 
t  The  infant  Hercules. 
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CompFessM,  and  vanquish'd  by  superior  force. 
They  -wicath  their  fiery  folds,  and  yawn  their  souls  iaair. 
Swept  in  a  flood  of  light  along, 
Through  many  a  labyrinth  of  transparent  shade, 
By  various  passions  rous'd,  the  attendant  throng 
Here  wrapt  in  wonder,  there  by  fear  dismay'd 
Clad  in  sublime,  harmonious  hues,  impart 
Enchantment  to  the  eye,  and  pathos  to  the  heart* 

vir. 

From  Shakespeab^'s  bold,  dramatic  song,       '' 
In  Fancy  and  Expression  strong 

The  mighty  artist's  pencil  drew^  [crew. 

The  fairy's  wondering  form,   the  wizard's  yelling 
Lo  !  'midst  the  terrors  of  the  storm  * 
That  wildly  flash  around  him,  fierce  Macbeth 
Encounters  many  a  griesly  form, 
And  high  amidst  them  waves  his  shadowy  blade; 
While  Hecate  through  the  murky  air, 
Seated  in  her  magic  chair, 
(Of  human  bones  the  hoary  texture  made) 
Mutters  her  wayward  spells,  and  prophecies  of  death* 
As  o'er  the  heath  the  yellow  Harpies  run 
Their  charms  astonished  Nature  feels ; 
Black  vapours  blot  the  noon-day  sun. 
And  Hell  alarum'd  wakes,  and  clamouts  at  their  heelis 
The  dead  shake  off  their  deep  repose. 
And  massy-bolted  Ades  open  throws 
Her  brazen  gates ;  whence  issuing  slow. 
The  spectre-forms  of  monarchs  go. 
With  many  a  blood-polluted  stain 
Wave  their  thin  robes;  their  steps  beneath, 
With  shaggy  crest,  and  serpent-train. 
Monsters  abhorr'd  their  hideous  volumes  wreath : 

f  Macbeth  ani  the  weird  sister^  &Cf 
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From  iiie  dull  realms  of  unsubstantial  night. 

They  crawl  upon  the  day,  and  blast  the  gazer's  sight* 

VII. 
In  such  aerial  colouring  drest 
Immortal  Ano£LO  expressed 
His  wild  creation  :  Fancy  by  the  hand 
Oft  led  him  through  her  empire  wide, 
And  bade  him  trace  her  shadowy  band ; 
Bade  him  on  Rapture's  pinion  soar, 
Invention's  daring  heights  explore. 
Traverse  her  boundless  tracts,  and  regions  undcscried ; 
And  o'er  the  impassion'd  canvass  throw 
Forms  that  breathe,  and  hues  that  glow ! 
To  Reynolds  next  she  gave  her  free  design. 
Her  pencil's  graceful  tints,  and  energy  divine. 

IX. 

Awe-struck,  as  when  Heaven's  bliss  unfolds 
To  dying  saints,  the  astonish'd  eye  beholds 
Yon  visionary  splendors  bright !  * 
Where  half  amidbt  the  keen  effulgence  lost, 
On  wings  of  ccstacy  the  angelic  host 
Ride  on  the  sable  clouds,  and  charm  the  ear  of  Night: 
The  sunny  radiance  of  their  plumes 
The  canvass  far  and  wide  illumes, 
And  burn  the  clouds  beneath  amidst  the  excess  of  light: 
While  Mercy  from  the  Eternal  throne  [known. 

Her  beaming  looks  unveil'd,  and  made  her  won<)ers 
In  vestments  of  cerulean  die. 
Religion  oft,  of  birth  divine. 
Shall  greet,  at  Truth's  unsullied  shrine. 
The  forms  that  genius  bade  to  bloom, 
The  im^nortal  offspring  of  the  sky  ! 

•  The  Nativity. 
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Where  Hope  amidst  the  stormy  blast 

Rests  on  her  firm-fixt  anchor  fast, 

And  Faith  that  triumphs  o'er  the  tomb; 

With  Charity's  unchanging  glow  benign: 

A  radiant  Virtue  wing'd  !  to  whom  is  given 

To  ope,  with  golden  key,  the  pearly  gates  of  heaven* 

X. 

Not  such  yon  scene  of  horror  dread  *, 
Where  Beaufort  side-ways  on  his  bed, 
Turns  him,  with  anguish  all  aghast  !— 
While  Conscience  summons  up  the  past, 
Lo !  how  his  eyes  with  terror  roll ! 
With  listening  ear,  the  fiend  unblest 
Plants  keen  Remorse's  daggers  in  his  breast^ 
And  Guilt  sits  heavy  on  his  soul: 
Convulsive  struggles  catch  his  parting  breath, 
He  grasps  the  sheets  with  pain,  and  grinning,  yields 

to  death. 

XL 

Hail,  Reynolds,  to  thy  just  design, 
The  grace,  the  grandeur  of  thy  line! 
Whose  daring  energy  of  soul, 
Just  glanced  on  parts,  to  catch  the  whole. 
The  many-coloured  Muse  whose  power 
Presided  o'er  thy  natal  hour. 
On  thee,  with  partial  fondness  smil'd ; 
And  laid  thee  oQ.  in  holy  trance. 
And  bade  Perfection's  train  advance. 
And  breath'd  around  thy  head  her  visions  wild. 
Thy  rapt  ear  drank  the  lore  she  taught, 
Her  hues  divine  thy  pencil  caught. 
With  her  thou  oft  with  musing  step  hast  strayed, 
Or  with  the  shadowy  tribes  of  fairy  Fiction  played. 

.    *  The  deftth  of  Cardinal  Beaufort 
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XIL 
Fanned  by  loose  Zephyr  there  was  leea  * 
Infantine  LovK  of  placid  roieiiy 
With  lips,  like  roee  buds,  moist  with  dew^ 
And  radiant  eyes  of  glossy  blue ; 
While  Hope  the  smiling  babe  caress'd. 
And  nurs'd  the  prattler  on  her  breast* 
Obedient  to  the  pencil's  power, 
With  swimming  step,  and  sweet  majestic  state 
The  Queen  of  smiles  on  whom  the  Graces  wait|  f 
Oft  left  the  Idalian  bower ;  < 

Or,  on  her  rosy  couch  reclin'd» 
Her  tresses  waving  in  the  wind ; 
Some  Cupid  as  by  chance  he  stray'd 
Amidst  the  thick  embowering  shade, 
Woo'd  her  unseen ;  as  oft  with  dalliance  coy. 
And  loolm  of  soft  desire,  she  won  the  enamoured  bo>. 

xni. 

In  Nature's  living  semblance  fair. 
As  if  her  very  self  was  there, 
The  faithful  portrait  long  shall  stand 
A  witness  of  the  master's  hand ; 
Who  knew,  with  skill  sublime  to  trace 
Expression's  soul,  and  Beauty's  grace ; 
The  undaunted  Warrior's  fix'd  regard. 
The  Sage,  the  Patriot,  and  the  Bard. 
Youth's  vivid  blush,  impassion'd,  warm, 
And  Innocence  in  Childhood's  form. 
Passing  the  common  bounds  of  Art, 
Each  Character  his  pencil  took ; 
Pelineated  the  air,  the  look, 
And  imag'd  to  the  eye  the  language  of  the  heart ; 

*  Hope  imrsin^  IiOre,  t  Venuf* 


To  distant  times  transmitting  down 
Those  whom  most  Albion  boasts  to  own. 
The  honoured  sons  of  Science,  Valour,  Worth, 
Patrons  of  human  kind,  and  ornaments  of  earth* 

XIV. 
O'er  the  sad  shrine  where  Reynolds  sleeps. 
The  Genius  of  his  Country  weeps  ! 
In  sable  pomp  above  his  head 
The  shadows  of  the  night  are  spread  $ 
Wild  are  his  looks  !  behind  him  casti 
His  mantle  to  the^howling  blast 
Unfurls  its  sweepy  folds  :  around 
0*er  all  the  consecrated  ground. 
Aerial  forms  of  pensive  mien. 
That  shun  the  busy  glare  of  day, 
Shall  oft,  with  lingering  footsteps  stray,  [scene : 

And  wave  their  gleaming  wings,  and  gild  the  solemn 
There  Virtue,  daughter  of  the  sky, 
Shall  lift  the  groveling  soul  from  earth, 
To  bid  it  claim  its  heavenly  birth^ 
And  turn,  by  Reason's  lamp  its  steady  eye. 
Where,  'midst  the  regions  of  empyreaii  light. 
Sit  her  enthroned  sons  in  dazzling  order  bright. 

XV. 

And  hark,  in  solemn  cadence  clear, 
A  voice,  methinks,  from  yonder  walls 
In  Music's  melting  accents  calls. 
And  thus  it  meets  my  ravish'd  ear ; 
♦  Not  Fortune's  gem,  nor  Beauty's  flower. 
The  glittering  pageants  of  an  hour, 
With  Glory's  brighter  meed  may  Wf 
The  wreath  of  immortalify  i 
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Merit  survives  the  grave ;  sublime 
She  builds,  in  mockery  of  Time, 
On  Truth  s  etern^  base ; 
Whence,  whilst  her  hallowed  altars  blaze, 
Awends  the  sacrifice  of  pnusc, 
*  ne  full  symphonious  quire  of  aQ  the  humaii 
1792. 


EPITAPH. 

FHOM  THE  GREEK  OF  LEONIDAS  OF  TARENTUBL 

Farewell  my  child ! — In  manhood's  bloom 
Thou  sleep'st  within  the  silent  tomb. 
Ere  twenty  fleeting  springs  have  sfied 
Their  roseate  honours  on  thy  head. 
Henceforth  upon  thy  early  bier 
ni  daily  shed  the  gushing  tear, 
And  waste  in  sighs  the  tedious  stage 
That  closes  life's  sad  pilgrimage. 
For  ah  !  no  more  the  orient  ray 
Soft  glitt'ring  on  the  ocean's  spray ; 
No  more  the  mead,  with  flowrets  drest. 
Can  waken  rapture  in  my  breast. 
Come  then,  my  child,  and  let  me  share 
In  death's  dread  hour  thy  constant  care. 
And  let  me  from  life's  sorrows  free, 
Sink  in  the  grave  and  rest  with  thee. 

R£V«  R«  BLAHD. 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON 

BOOK  II.  ODE  XVI. 
Oiium  Divos  rogat  in  patently  SfC* 

TO  GEORGE  COLM AK,  THE  TOUNO£R|  ESQ. 


The  youth,  from  his  indentures  freed, 
Who  mounts  astride  the  flying  steed, 

The  Muses'  haunt  to  follow  : 
With  terror  eyes  the  yawning  pit, 
And  for  a  modicum  of  wit 

Petitions  great  Apollo* 

For  wit  i\ui  quarto-building  wight 
Invokes  the  Gods;  the  jilt  in  spite 

Eludes  the  man  of  letters : 
Wit  thro'  the  wire-wove  margin  glides^ 
And  all  the  gilded  pomp  derides 

Of  red  Morocco  fetters. 

Vain  is  the  smart  portfolio  set. 
The  costly  ink-stand  black  as  jet. 

The  desk  of  polish'd  level ; 
The  well  shorn  pens  to  use  at  will, 
'Tis  no  great  task  to  cut  a  quill- 
To  cut  a  joke's  th^  devil ! 
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Happy, .  fof  rural  business  &tf 
Who  merely  tells  his  mother  wit. 

In  humble  life  he  settles : 
UnskiU'd  in  repartee  to  shine. 
He  ne'er  exclaims — *^  Descend  ye  Nine,*' 

But  when  he  plays  at  skettles. 

They  who  neglect  their  proper  home 
To  dig  for  ore  in  Greece  or  Komey 

Are  poor  Quixotic  vandals  ; 
Europe  was  over  run  by  Goths, 
But  why  should  we,  like  foolish  moths. 

Buzz  round  the  Roman  candles. 

Care  swarms  in  rivers,  roads,  and  bogs, 
Unfricaseed,  like  Pharoah's  frogs ; 

We  cannot  all  be  merry ; 
It  roams  thro'  London  streets  at  lai^e, 
And  now  bestrides  a  Lord  Mayor's  barge. 

And  now  a  Vauxhall  wherry. 

The  man  who  no  vertigo  feels, 

When  borne  aloft  on  Fortune's  wheels. 

But  at  their  motion  titters ; 
Emerging  from  a  sea  of  strife. 
Enjoys  the  present  sweets  of  life, 

Nor  heeds  its  future  bitters. 

Poor  Tobin  died,  alas !  too  soon, 
Ere  with  chaste  ray  his  Honey  Moon 

Had  shone  to  glad  the  nation : 
Others,  I  will  not  mention  who. 
For  many  a  year  may,  (entre  nous) 

Outlive — their  own  damoation* 
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Who  creep  in  prose,  or  soar  in  rhyme, 
Alike  must  bow  the  knee  to  time. 

From  Massinger  to  Murphy ; 
And  all  who  flit  on  Lethe's  brink. 
Too  weak  to  swim,  alas  I  must  sink — 

Tom  Dibdin  or  Tom  Durfey. 

Fortune  to  thee  two  Muses  gave, 
One  debonnaire^  the  other  grave ; 

You  hospitably  screen  'em  : 
For  still,  O  man  of  virtue  rare, 
Altho'  the  love  of  both  you  sliare, 

You  never  steep  between  'em. 

She  gave  thee  to  a  summer  stage, 
'Gainst  opera  chiefs  the  war  to  wage 

With  bodies  lean  and  taper. 
I  list  beneath  thi/  Muse's  wing. 
Who  would  not  rather  hear  her  sing, 

Than  see  her  sister  caper  ? 

My  Muse  is  of  the  ostrich  sort. 

Her  eggs,  of  Fortune's  gale  the  sport. 

She  in  the  sand  conceals  'em ; 
By  no  intrusive  wanderer  found, 
'Till  watchman  Phoebus  walks  his  round, 

And  with  his  ray  reveals  'cm. 

But  should  the  god's  far-darting  ray, 
Destroy  her  feeble  lines  to  day. 

She'll  breed  again  to-morrow : 
These  trifles  ne'er  her  mind  annoy, 
Who  never  ku^  a  parent's  joy. 

Ne'er  felt  a  parent's  sorrow. 


J. 
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HORAC3E  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  XL  OC(E  XX. 
Non  mitatdf  nee  tenm/eraTf  ^* 


Stand  clear!  nnd  let  a  poet  % i 

On  this  wing  lyric. 

That  satiric, 
I'll  mount,  like  Garnerin,  the  sky. 
Nor  mope  in  Grub-street  garret : 
Tho'  lowly  born,  Til  fear  discard, 

My  amorous  odes 

To  gay  abodes 
Shall  bear  me,  like  a  merry  bard> 
To  sing  atid  tipple  claret. 

EnrollM  among  the  black-leg  raee^ 

No  longer  man, 

A  milk  white  swan 
Aloft  my  airy  course  I  trace. 

And  mount  o'er  London  cityn- 
On  wings  of  foolscap,  wire- wove,  -^ti^^ 
Thro'  margin  wide 
Serene  I  glide,         ^ 
Whil'st  long-ear'd  citizens  ainaz*dy 

Cry  <*  bravo"  at  my  ditty. 


/ 
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Trotting  thro'  Pindus'  flowery  path, 

In  Scottish  reels 

ril  shake  my  heels, 
1^11  dip  at  Brighton,  sip.  at  Bath, 

And  doff  my  suit  of  sables ; 
Invited  to  each  tavern  club, 

From  muddy  Bow 

To  Saville  Row ; 
111  'leave  the  Diogenic  tub, 
For  Alexandrine  tables. 

Tho'  all  the  while  my  proper  self 

Is  snug  at  home^ 

My  pen  shall  roam, 
A  modish  tour  in  quest  of  pelf, 

(My  pride  the  scheme  urirayels) 
I'll  vfsit  Egypt,  Florence,  Greece, 

And  then  return 

Thro'  Basle  and  Berne, 
The  London  booksellers  to  fleece, 
And  sell  John  Bull  my  travels. 

Of  comedies  III  write  SifeWy 

The  vile  reviews 

I'll  ne'er  peruse, 
111  edit  bards  I  never  knew : 

With  none  I'll  change  conditions. 
Like  Harlequin^  the'  far  more  plamg^ 

My  tricks  I'll  play, 

Then  hey !  away  !     . 
Bounce  at  a  single  leap  I'll  jump 
Thro'  half  a  score — editions ! 

f. 

I  i  2 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

THE  METROPOLIS. 

BOOK  ni.  ODE  VL 
DeUcia  majorvm  imfneriiMS  Ivti^  SfC^ 


O  London  !  the  crimes  of  your  fathers  you'll  mourns 
Old  Beelzebub  yawns  for  your  people, 

Unless  you  that  heathen  extinguisher  burn. 
That  smothers  your  churches — a  steeple. 

Henceforward  in  Rowland's  conventicle  groan, 

Abolish  your  hot  Sunday  dinners ; 
Go  double  your  methudist  meetings,  then  own 

The  saints  are  a  match  for  the  singers. 

Your  Israelites,  lost  in  the  mazes  of  pelf, 

Prefer  a  pork  griskin  to  manna ; 
And  Anacreon  Moore  has  condemned  to  the  shelf. 

His  namesake,  the  pious  old  Hannah. 

Your  chapels,  where  carpets  and  eloquence  reign, 

Are  surely  for  Satan  a  fit  field ; 
There  organs  and  anthems  have  banish'd  the  strain. 

Of  Wesley,  of  Watts^  and  of  Whitfield. 

Old  Banyan,  his  budget  of  sins  at  his  back. 

Exhausts  on  the  rabble  his  fury  ' 
In  vain— th6y  forsake  the  celestial  track, 

To  haunt  Covent-Garden  and  Drury. 
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O  Liberty !  parent  prolific  of  crimes^ 

Thy  spirit  of  discord  the  apple. 
Has  blacken'd  the  press,  and  infected  the  times, 

And  spread  from  Pall-Mall  to  Whitechapel. 

The  back-boarded  girl,  who  can  scarce  point  the  toe 

Now  laugh  at  decorum  as  stupid ; 
With  pantomime  graces  affects  Parisot, 

And  plays  with  the  arrows  of  Cupid* 

When  married,  her  bacchanal  husband  to  baulk, 

New  lovers  at  dances  engage  her ; 
She  trips  to  Vauxhall,  and  adores  the  dark  walk, 

And  flirts  with  the  bright-booted  major. 

In  prudence  an  infant,  in  vice  an  adult. 

With  features  by  art  render'd  florid, 
She  sits  in  the  boxes,  with  quicunque  vult 

Depicted  at  large  on  her  forehead. 

Not  such  were  the  times  when,  the  church  to  protect, 

Old  Calvin  admonish'd  the  nation ; 
Condemned  all  the  world,  save  himself  and  his  sect, 

And  dealt  by  wholesale  in  damnation. 

Return,  golden  days,  when  the  orthodox  few 

In  flames  might  an  heretic  dish  up ; 
Or  mangle  a  martyr,  or  strangle  a  jew. 

Or  roast  before  breakfast  a  bishop. 

Then  London  apprentices  rose  with  the  lark, 

(Ere  Luxury  open'd  her  flood-gate) 
Nor  broke  their  indentures  each  night  in  the  dark— • 

Their  souls  never  stra/d  beyond  Ludgate. 

Our  fathers,  I  ween,  were  a  sad  wicked  crew. 

Their  sons  only  add  to  the  evil ; 
And  if  the  next  age  shall  be  worse — entte  nous, 

Old  Hogland  must  go  the  devi^  i 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON, 

BOOK  III.  ODE  VII, 
QuidJleSf  Asterie^  f^c, 

TO   MRS. -^ 


^STat,  Fanny  ckeck  that  falling  tear ; 

The  northern  circuit  over, 
Soon  shall  thy  Willy  homeward  steer. 
With  ardour  greet  his  wedded  dear, 

And  live  with  thee  in  clover. 

Tho'  forc'd  from  town  to  town  to  rove, 

For  thee  he  wears  the  willow ; 
True  as  the  mild  mate-widow'd  dove, 
And  nightly  with  the  tear  of  love 
Bedews  a  sleepless  pillow* 

Flora  meanwhile,  with  flirting  skill, 

Would  fain  with  thee  change  places, 
With  Cupid's  shaft  attacks  him  stilly 
Hoping  to  clasp  thy  constant  Will 
In  contraband  embraces* 

With  many  a  sad  and  sly  remftrk, 
She  moves  him  to  compassion ; 
Tells  him  of  Osmyn^  Moorish  spark. 
Thrown  in  a  dungeon  deep  and  darllt 
For  slighting  Zara*s  passion^ 
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Ske  tells  of  Joseph  AndrewSf  dead 

To  pleasure,  senseless  looby ! 
Who  quarreird  with  his  buttered  bread^ 
And,  urg'd  by  Parson  Adams^  fled 

The  love-sick  Lady  Booby. 

Vain  her  endeavours  to  create 

A  matrimonial  riot ! 
Deaf  as  the  haddock  on  his  plate. 
He  hears  the  wily  fair  one  prate^ 

And  eats  and  drinks  in  quiet* 

But,  Fanny y  pray  beware  of  Jackf 

For  gallantry  his  trade  is ; 
Lest,  swerving  from  decorum's  track, 
Vou  take  more  pleasure  in  his  clack, 

Than  suits  with  married  ladies. 

Tho'  none  like  him  can  dance  a  reel. 
Head,  knees,  and  elbows  shaking ; 

Or  o'er  the  Serpentine  can  steal 

Like  Mercury,  with  flying  heel. 
Ice  bending.  Sabbath  breaking : 

Shut,  shut,  your  door,  at  ei^ht  o'clock. 

Nor  walk  down  FiccadiUy  J 
Firm  as  the  surge-repelling  rock, 
His  i^ide  assailing  passion  mock, 

And  think  on  absent  Willy,  jr. 

EPIGRAM. 

REASON  FOR  THICK  ANCLES. 

**  Habri^,  I  cannot  think,"  says  Dick, 
'*  What  makes  my  ancles  grow  so  thick  ^" 
**  You  do  not  recollect/^  says  Harry, 
'*  How  great  a  coZ/they  have  to  carry  T* 
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STANZAS. 


BY    W.  HAYLEY,    ESQ. 


Ye  gods !''  cried  a  Bard,  with  a  classical  oath, 
Who  had  order'd  the  busts  of  Pope  and  of  Prior; 
That  on  each  side  of  Seward^  who  rivals  them  both, 
They  might  properly  honour  that  queen  of  the  lyre. 

**  O  Jove !  (he  exclaim'd)  if  I  wielded  thy  thunder, 
I  would  frighten  the  sculptor  who  ruins  my  hope; 

Sure  never  did  artist  commit  such  a  blunder ! 
He  has  sent  me  a  Newton  instead  of  a  Pope. 

"  In  the  wonders  of  nature  he  ever  was  versed  t 
But,  alas  !  with  the  Nine  he  had  little  alliance; 

And,  though  to  the  bottom  of  comets  he  pierced. 
He  ne'«er  sounded  woman,  that  much  deeper  science. 

^  But  away,  old  astronomer!  ^is  not  thy  post ! 

Here,  (exclaim'd  the  vex'd  poet)  take  Newton  away/' 
"When,  (O  wonderful  speech  !)  in  the  tone  of  a  ghost^ 

The  meek  modest  head  thus  petitioned  to  stay :— 

**  Dear  irascible  bard,  be  a  little  more  just. 

Nor  thy  sculptor  accuse  of  a  careless  transaction; 

lu  the  shape  of  a  cold  and  insensible  bust, 
I  am  drawn  to  thy  house  by  the  laws  of  attraction. 
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**  The  sages  and  bards  judge  but  ill  of  a  brother, 
While  matter  encumbers  the  spirit  of  each; 

All  the  children  of  science  are  just  to  each  other. 
When  they  soar  out  of  human  infirmity's  reach* 

"  E'en  on  canvas  fair  Seward  has  virtue  to  draw 
A  philosopher's  suul  from  the  regions  of  bliss ; 

To  contemplate  her  genius,  may  9harm  him  who  saw 
All  the  secrets  sublime  of  the  starry  abyss. 

**  Then  on  me,  I  beseech  you,  this  charge  to  confer; 

Of  Seward's  attendants  I  justly  am  one; 
The  fond  student  of  light  may  well  wait  upon  her 

Whose  fancy  has  all  the  rich  hues  of  the  sun  V* 


INSCRIPTION  ON  THE  TOMB  OF  LEONIDAS. 

FROM  THE  CREEK  OF  LOLLIUS. 

On  Phocis'  shores  the  cavern's  gloom 
Im browns  yon  solitary  tomb. 
There  in  the  still  and  silent  grave 
Repose  the  spirits  of  the  brave ; 
Who,  when  the  Persian  from  afar, 
Poured  on  their  shores  the  storm  of  war. 
At  Freedom^s  call,  with  Spartan  pride, 
For  their  loved  country  fought  and  died. 
Seek'st  thou  the  place,  where  'midst  the  dead 
The  hero  of  the  battle  bled  ? 
Yon  sculptur'd  lion  crouching  near 
Points  out  Leonidas's  bier. 

REV«   a.  BLAKD. 
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A  SPOUSAL  HYMN, 

OR  AN  ADDRESS  TO  HIS  MAJESTY  ON  HIS 
MARRUGK.    1761. 

^      BY   JAMES   SCOTT,    M.  A. 
Fellow  of  Trinity  College*  Cambridge. 


AfA^i  Xoir^arf,  uen  Xf;^dc 

2oy  ufMfMvf  tmri  ya/Amv,  JEscBTLUf* 


As 9  Mrhen  diffused  in  solemn  trance 

Her  dear  delight  the  Latmian  shepherd  lay, 

Fond  Cynthia  came  with  light  ning-glance, 
Atid  o'er  his  bosum  streanitd  her  virgin  ray; 
So  come,  O  gentle  Muse,  if  e'er  aright 

I  pay  my  vows,  if  e'er  iniplor'd 
One  scanty  beivn  of  thy  celestial  light ; 
Proof  to  the  muckworm  miser's  golden  hoard. 

Nor  envious  of  the  statesman's  faif  renown, 
The  warrior's  death-boughi  wreath,    and  monaTch's 
thorny  crown. 

Come,  guardian  of  my  natal  iiour, 

That  bad'st  me  chuse  the  still  sequester'd  grove, 

The  pathless  mead>  and  wood*bine  bower, 
VThere  placid  Cares,  and  pensive  Pleasures  rove ; 
Where  oft  by  moon-light's  silent,  solemn  glade, 

Pale  Passion  musing  loves  to  stray. 
And  hand  in  hand,  by  Melancholy  led, 
In  thoughtful  loneness  wear  herself  away ; 

O  come,  in  all  thy  radiant  charms  confest,' 
And  fire  with  glowing  zeal  my  fond,  devoted  breast ! 
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I  ask  not  flow'rete  fresh  and  gay. 

From  Pindus  culled  to  please  the  vtiinly  great; 

No  silken  strain,  no  tinsel  lay. 
To  cloke  some  public  knave  from  public  hate : 
No,  Virgin,  no— fair  Freedom's  vestal  flame 

Pervades  my  soul ;  for  Her  I  twine 
The  votive  wreath,  for  Her  thy  hallowed  name 
Invoke,  O  make  thy  choicest  treasures  mine ; 

^Breathe  inspiration  through  each  generous  line, 
Thy  genuine  form  impress,  and  stamp  the  wo^k  divine  ! 

Then  shalt  thou,  George,  the  song  approve, 
O  British 'born  !  O  Freedom's  sacred  heir ! 

O  thou,  whom  all  the  Graces  love. 
Religion's  boast,  and  Virtue's  darling  care.! 
Fain  would  the  Muse  attempt  thy  various  praise. 

But  ah  in  vain  ! — thro'*  Ida's  bowers 
With  dubious  foot  the  astonish'd  woodman  strays  i 
Where  shall  his  work  begin  ? — Ye  sylvan  powers 

Direct  the  blow ;  here  oaks  aspiring  rise. 
There,  Monarchs  of  the  grove,  tall  cedars  prop  the  skies* 

.  Say  shall  the  Muse  thy  patriot-sire 
Kecall  to  view  ?  Tell  how  with  conscious  state 

She  saw  the  god-like  Prince  retire 
To  glorious  exile,  like  Timoleon  great? 
Glad  heard  the  voice,  **  Avaunt,  ye  wretched  train, 

"  Shall  I  my  country's  cause  betray  ? 
"  Betray  my  soul,  ray  God,  for  sordid  gain  ? 
'*  Perish  the  thought ! — Ye  slaves  of  gold  away!— 
"In  venal  courts  though  base  corruption  reigns, 
"  Know  Liberty  shall  breathe  through  Kcw's  indijmant 
<'  plains."  '^ 
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He  spoke,  and  lo  the  reptile  crew 
Struck  dumb  with  wonder  fled  ! — Hail  sacred  source^f 

Where  Geoboe  his  patriot  morals  drew : 
Prosper,  ye  heavenly  powers,  their  genial  course ! 
O  bid  them  branch  into  a  thousand  rills, 

A  thousand  streams ! — Where'er  they  flow, 
Whether  all  glistening  down  the  loftier  hills. 
Or  through  the  still,  and  humbler  vales  below. 

Let  health  pursue,  no  noxious  weeds  be  found. 
But  flowers  immortal  rise  fresh-breathiug  sweets  around  I 

Prophetic  wish!— See  Discord  flies, 
With  all  her  rebel  rout,  her  hell-born  train !  ' 

See  Faction  falls,  and  Party  dies, 
They  die  fell  serpents,  in  his  dawning  reign  : 
Thus  sure  presage  of  n^any  a  glorious  deed. 

Blest  omen  of  immortal  fame. 
The  Son  of  Jove,  when  near  his  infant  head 
Devouring  snakes  in  poisonous  volumes  came, 

Ciraspt  in  his  brawny  arms  the  scaly  foes, 
Smiled  on  the  danger  past,  and  sunk  to  soft  repose. 

And  now  again,  with  careful  hand, 
Her  goodly  plants  fair  Science  joys  to  rear; 

And  now  again  all  blooming  stand 
The  beauteous  progeny  of  art;  they  fear 
No  killing  frosts,  no  thick  unkindly  dews, 

Such  as  from  Belgian  plains  arise ; 
The  genial  clouds  their  pearly  drops  difluse. 
And  shower  increase  of  sweetness  from  the  skies ; 

The  youthful  Sun,  in  his  meridiun  throne. 
Beams  with  indulgent  ray  his  fostering  influence  down. 
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Hail  favour'd  Isle !  blest  seat  of  Fame  ! 
For  conquering  arms,  and  peerless  arts  renowned ! 

Hail  mighty  George,  thy  darling  name 
Oft  shall  the  Muse  with  honest  joy  resound  : 
Not  that  abstemious,  prudent,  just,  and  wise. 

Thy  every  deed  fair  virtue  guides ; 
Nor  that  thy  thoughts  with  holy  ardour  rise 
From  earth's  low  base,  where  vice  and  passion  bides. 

To  Heaven's  bright  mansions,  there  their  sweets  dis* 
pense. 
Grateful  ashallow'd  fumes  from  breathing  frankincense. 

Ay  mc  so  great,  so  bold  a  flight 
Beseems  not  shepherd-swain,  in  lowly  mead 

Far  from  preferment's  giddy  height. 
Condemned  alas!  an  hireling  flock  to  feed! 
Yet  will  1  sing  how  thy  discerning  eye 

The  boisterous  sea  of  life  surveys. 
Where  toiling  sore  the  sons  of  merit  lie 
Till  called  by  thee  their  weary  heads  they  raise; 

What  minute  drop,  but  cherished  by  thy  care 
A  costly  pearl  becomes  of  matchless  beauty  rare. 

Charm  then  your  pipes,  yc  shepherd  swains. 
And  bid  the  hills  and  dales  the  song  repeat, 

Your  Patron,  your  Auiijustus,  reigns! — 
But  hark  with  undulation  soft  and  sweet. 
What  melting  music  steals  upon  the  ear ! 

Am  I  deceived,  or  doth  a  choir 
Of  wingexl  Cupids  fan  the  buxom  air 
'Till  ^cnce  smiles  :  while  from  tlieir  silver  lyre 

Harmonious  numbers  flow,  whose  dulcet  breath 
Would  recreate  a  soul  beneath  the  pangs  of  death  ? 
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I  did  not  err,  a  clioir  of  Loves 
Sublime  in  air  attune  the  enchanting  lay ; 

They  leave  Idalia's  blooming  groves. 
And  Cypria's  myrtle  shades,  where  jocund,  stray 
The  Graces,  Smiles,  and  Hours,  where  Nature's  care 

Profusely  kind  allures  the  sight, 
And  wraps  the  sense  in  bliss-:  ye  virgins  fw 
Of  Britain's  Isle,  sweet  daughters  of  delight. 

Receive  the  cherub  throng,  to.  you  they  fly 
With  welcome  tidings  fraught,  blest  harbingers  of  joy, 

Lo !  lo  she  comes  from  the'  Albine  shore, 
Your  maiden  Queen,  adorned  with  peerless  charms : 

Like  Phoebe,  when  by  Taurus  hoar 
Enamour'd  Alpheus  strove  with  eager  arms 
To  grasp  the  fair:  ah  fond,  and  hapless  boyl 

Ah  cruel,  wayward  Dame !— in  vain 
He  breathed  his  amorous  soul,  for  all  too  coy. 
Swift  as  the  Roe  she  sought  the  distant  plain ; 

Left  him  to  pour  in  tears  his  plaintive  theme, 
'Till  chang'd  by  love  and  grief  he  melted  to  a  stream^ 

See  where  from  Ocean's  pearly  bed. 
Whose  huddling  waters  pass  unwilling  by, 

She  comes  with  easy  modest  tread, 
'Midst  echoing  crouds,  and  rapt'rous  shouts  of  joy: 
TTwas  thus,  the  life-resembling  *  tablet  shows. 

In  youth  and  beauty  fresh  and  gay 
The  Paphian  Goddess  from  the  waves  arose. 
While  dolphins  gambord  through  the  watry  way. 

Old  Neptune  smil'd,  the  sea-green  sisters  sung, 
Alid  all  the  rocks  around  with  lo  triumph  rung. 

*  The  famous  pictare  of  Venus  by  Apelles^ 
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But  ah  what  Daedal  hand  can  trac« 
The  glowing  beauties  of  her  air  and  mien; 

The  lively  sweetness  of  her  face. 
And  eyes  where  wisdom's  azure  beams  are  seen  ! 
Her  bosom  fraught  with  honour's  maiden  treasure, 

Unblemish'd  faith,  mfld  modesty, 
Eternal  love,  unsoil'd  by  baser  pleasure. 
And  constant  truth,  and  spotless  chastity. 

Where  thoughts,  that  angels  might  admire,  arc  biecly 
And  flames  of  holy  zeal,  by  pure  religion  fed?. 

Hail,  Virgin,  hail,  divinely  blest. 
By  heaven  endowed  with  all  that's  good  and  ^reat ! 

O  Flower  of  Virtue,  in  whose  breast 
Imperial  Reason  dwells  in  royal  state ! 
There,  there  she  sits  as  queen  on  ivory  throne^ 

The  vassal  passions  round  her  stand. 
In  suppliant  guise  her  rightful  power  they  own. 
And  hear  her  still  small  voice,  her  soft  command  : 

Far  from  the  pure,  and  unpolluted  shrina 
jElach  base  affection  flies,  each  haggard  nurse  of  siiu 

Leave  then,  ye  sisters,  leave  the  *  Spring 
Whose  hallow'd  waters  flow  through  Minyas*  land  ; 

Conduct  to  Britain's  blooming  King 
This  all-accomplisht  work  of  nature's  hand : 
'Tis  your's  imperial  Nymphs,  whate'er  is  sweet. 

And  fair  and  splendid  to  bestow ; 
On  you  attend  Wealth,  Wisdom,  BeaiUy>  Wit; 
Nor  seated  on  Olympus'  laughing  brow 

Will  choirs  celestial  move  till  you  advai>ce. 
Nor  share  the  ambrosial  feast,  nor  lead  the  sprightly 
dance. 

*  The  river  Cephisus  in  Boeotia,  on  n'hose  banks  the  Grace» 
were  thought  to  re^de.    Find.. Oi^* nip.  14* 
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And  thouy  O  Queen  of  soft  desires. 
Whose  radiant  smiles  dispel  the  gloom  of  care. 

And  kindling  Friendship's  purest  fires, 
Chase  from  the  soul  Suspicion,  Doubt,  and  Fear, 
Those  grisly  forms  :  O  come,  bewitching  power, 

Come,  gently  o'er  the  bridal  bed 
In  genial  dews  thy  choicest  pleasures  shower ; 
Such  as  in  Arcady's  voluptuous  shade 

*  Lycasus  felt,  when  stretch'd  on  Maia's  breast 
An  image  of  himself  the  enraptured  God  imprest* 

Nor  thou,  Lucina  chaste  and  fair. 
Nor  thou,  sweet  genius  of  the  nuptial  bower, 

Be  absent ;  on  the  royal  pair 
Profuse  of  joy  youi;  kindly  blessings  pour! 
O  haste,  ye  Guardians  of  the  sacred  rites. 

Whose  aid  prolific  power  supplies. 
So  shall  Britannia  bless  their  pure  delights. 
When  future  Georges,  future  Charlottes  rise; 
Bv  whom  refiected  distant  times  shall  find  {mind ! 

The  mother's  matchless  charms,  the  father's  virtuous 
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ON  THE  MAUSOLEUM  OF  AUGUSTUS. 
FROM    THE    LATIK    OF    MARTIAL. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  sparkling  wine. 
Cool  the  bright  draught  with  summer-snow, 
Amidst  my  locks  let  odours  flow. 

Around  my  temples  roses  twine. 

See  yon  proud  emblem  of  decay, 
Yon  lordly  pile  that  braves  the  sky ! 

It  bids  us  live  our  little  day. 
Teaching  that  gods  themselves  may  die* . 

*  Jupiter. 

REV.   R.  JILAirS. 
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O  JuPlTEK,  adored  ^n  pW'r ! 
Shall  i  sf^pk  ill  of  womfi^  fair  f 

No,  rather  \et  me  perish  I 
For  she,  of  all  by  us  possessM^ 
Is  surety  far^  by  far  the  best, 

And  w&at  wc  most  should  cherish* 

What  tho'  Medept  w^^o  |b«s^y 
Penelope  was  full  of  grace, 
-  In  her  you  find  up. evil : 
Alcestis  top,  I'm  bold  to  name 
'Gainst  Clytemne^ra,  faithless  daio» 
Wbp  was,  'ti^.true,  the  devil. 

Perchance  sopie  one  may  Fhcedra  note, 
Of  whose  black  cringe  the  Grecian  wrbte^ 
*    Yet  thefe  was  one  right  good— aye,  twenty- 
But  who  ?  ah  me!  of  thought  bexieft, 
I've  not  another  good  one  }eft. 
But  bad  ones  more  ^n  plenty  1 
VOL.  Tii.  '  K  k     ' 
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ODE  TO  POPULARITY. 


BT   r»£  IrATE   &•  CVlCBEmirAKBv  Sl^Q- 


0  POPULARITY,  thou  giddy  thing. 
What  grace  of  profit  dost  t&ou  bring  f 
Thou  art  not  honesty,  thou  art  not  fame; 

1  cannot  cannot  call  thee  by  a  worthy  name* 
To  say  I  hate  thee,  were  not  true, 
Contempt  is  properly  thy  due ; 

I  cannot  love  thee  and  despise  thee  too* 

Thou  art  no  patriot,  but  the  veriest  cheat 
That  ever  trafficked  in  deceit ; 
A  state  empiric  bellowing  loud 
Freedom  and  frenzy  to  the  mobbing  crowd ; 

And  what  caf'st  thou,  if  thou  canst  raise  - 

lllumiiiatious  and  huzzas, 

Tho'  half  the  city  sink  in  one  wide  blasre  i 

A  patriot !  W^  for  thou  dost  hold  in  hate     r 
The  ve^  t^'i^  >Qd  welfare,  of  the  state ; 
"When  anarchy  assaults  .the  sovereign's  throno 
^fygiTi  is  the  day,  the  niglit*  thy  own  ; 
Then  is  thy  triumph,  when  the  foe 
Levels  some  dark  insidious  blow. 
Or  strong  rebellion  layi  thy  country  low* 
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Thou  canst  affect  humility,  to  hide 

Some  deep  device  of  monstrous  pride ; 

Conscience  and  charity  pretend^ 

For  compassing  some  private  end ) 
And  in  a  canting  conventicle  note 
Long  scripture  passages  canst  quote. 
When  persecution  rankles  in  thy  throat. 

Thou  hast  no  sense  of  nature  at  thy  heart. 

No  ear  for  science,  and  no  eye  for  art. 

Yet  confidently  dost  decide  at  once, 

This  man  a  wit,  and  that  a  dunce; 
And  (strange  to  tell !)  hpwe  er  unjust, 
We  take  thy  dictates  updn  trust : 
For  if  the  world  will  be  deceived,  it  must* 

In  truth  and  justice  thou  hast  no  delight ; 

Virtue  thou  dost  not  know  by  sight ; 

But  as  the  chemist  by  his  skill     ' 

From  dross  and  dregs  a  spirit  can  distil, 
So  fi'om  the  prisons  or  the  stews, 
Bullies,'  blasphemers,  cheats,  or  Jews, 
Shall  turn  to  heroes  if  they  serve  thy  views* 

r 

Thou  dost  but  make  a  ladder  of  the  mol>, 
Whereby  to  climb  into  some  courtly  job; 
There  safe  reposing,  warm  and  snug. 
Thou  answerest  with  contemptuous  shrug, 
**  Miscreants,  begone !  who  cares  for  you,. 
Ye  base-boni,  bawling,  clamorous  crew, 
You've  served  my  turn,  and  vagabonds,  adieu  V' 
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HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOiC  IIL  OPE  IX. 

AN     ITALIAK     BVfiT. 

Donee  gvatus  €r<m  iibip  SfC* 

Anoblic  dame!  wlienleaffuM  with  me. 
Your  tmMe  dim  and  tweek  dee, 

Charm'd  each  be-sotted  ninnyi 
I  thon^t  not  of  A«  sons  of  France, 
Nor  jom'd  with  VBSTfttt  in  the  daace^ 

Lb  Claibb  or  AngioIiIN!!. 

Catalavk 

Whilst  I  possessed  the  golden  fieece. 
Nor  youy  like  him  of  ancient  Greece, 

Stuff'd  your  dull  ears  with  cotton^ 
All  other  syrens  on  the  shelf, 
£'en.«tately  Billikgtoh  herself 

Was  in  my  £une  forgottem 

tayi.ob# 

In  vain  my  whiten'd  boards  to  graqe^ 
Her  skipping  pantomimic  racQ^ 

Indulgent  GaUia  proffers : 
Alas !  dear  Catala^^ i  fled. 
My  benches  blush  all  rosy  red, 

And  empty  are  my  confers,. 
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CATALAffX. 

Young  Harris  now  demands  ray  aid. 
To  win  nie  he  a  price  has  paid^ 

More  liberal  than  ratioual. 
For  poandsybiir  tkausandf  1  engage 
To  sing  one  season  on  his  stage — 

Nicknamed  by  me  the  naiionaL 

TAYLOR. 

Kay,  plig)^t  again  with  me  your  truth, 
Dear  Dalilah,  discard  that  youth ; 

Smit  with  Italian  siugcrs, 
He^  amorous  SampsoUj  soon  I  dread. 
Will  pull  a  new  house  o'er  his  head— > 

I  know  he'll  burn  his  fingers* 

CATALANI. 

Tho*  you  ore  but  a  slippery  wight, 
And  ne  in  modish  garments  dight. 

Looks  and  behaves  quite  prettily— 
I  scorn  yon  both — my  purse  is  full—" 
Bo  now  dear  credulous  John  BvU^ 

Adieu !  Tm  off  to  Italy. 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  m.  ODE  XUL 
TO  BRIOHTOV. 

O  f<m$  BiandusuBf  spkndidior  tkrOf  SfCm 


O  Brighton  !  thou  friend  of  the  town-jaded  lass^ 
Thy  waters  when  calm  are  transparent  as  glass, 

But  not  quite  so  fit  for  reflection  / 
When  next  with  the  lads  of  the  Cattle  I  dine^ 
rU  toast  all  thy  charms  in  libations  of  wiue^ 

Dear  scenex>f  my  fondest  affEiction* 
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A  uew-wedded  youth  (I  won't  mention  his  name) 
Shall  bring  thee  to-morrow  his  termagant  dame. 

Well  pleas'd  on  thy  shrine  to  exalt  her.  \ 
His  forehead  unfurnished  two  antlers  shall  grace. 
And  his  bride  shall  increase  the  gay  amorous  racet 

Whose  characters  bleed  on  thy  altar.      i 

When  hot-headed  Phoebus  affords  us  no  shade. 
Thy  library  stretches  its  cool  colonnade 

To  charm  us  with  novels  and  fables. 
There  pounded  like  cattle  we  list  to  the  tunes 
Perform'd  by  the  band  of  the  Prince's  Dragooru, 

And  gaze  at  the  dome  of  his  stables. 

If  right  I  opjpe,  n)y  poetical  graces 

Shall  make  thee  the  proudest  of  watering  places.-^ 

How  charming  the  fun  and  commotion, 
When  down  a  steep  place,  with  our  tress(?s  d^sheveirdi 
A  huge  herd  of  swine  we  all  tumble  beHlevil'di 

Head  over  heels  into  the  pqeap  \  h 
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BOOK  UL  ODE  XVL 
Inclusam  Dmaen  turns  aheneOf  Sj^c^ 


By  triple  wails  and  brazen  towers, 
And  frowning  parapets  sustained, 

Tho'  Magdeburg  defied  the  powers 
Of  war,  and  every  foe  disdained  | 
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Yet  won,  like  Dan^e»  by  gold, 

Her  pride  succumbs,  her  gates  unfold, 

She  sells  the  ravisher  her  venal  charms, 

Aivd  finds^  (tiias  too  late !)  destruction  in  his  arras. 

Almighty  gold,  to  thy  control, 

Man  is  the  ever-yielding  slave ; 
As  thy  behests  transform  his  soul, 

The  true  are  false,  the  timid  brave. — 
By  thee  the  Prussian  king  be  tray 'd, 
Saw  his  fair  realms  in  ruin  laid ; 
By  thee.  Napoleon  bought  his  iron  crown,  [down. 

By  thee,  the  iance  was  tipp'd,  that  dashed  his  rivals 

Yet  why  should  mortals,  blind  to  fate, 
For  thee  exchange  their  peace  and  rest ; 

And  madly  gorge  thy  fatal  bait, 
Until  it  rankles  in  the  breast. 

Wealth  has  ja  long  and  hideous  train 

Of  terror,  doubt,  disease,  and  pain. 

While  o'er  the  lowly  unambitious  head, 

TheHeavenlypowcrs,  unask'd,  tbeir.silfint  blessings  shed. 

Slave  to  no  love  of  pomp  or  place, 

And  rich  because  my  wants  arc  few, 
I  scorn  the  struggling,  greedy  irace^ 

Who  fortune's  gifts  incessant  woo. 
Far  happier  in  my.  humble  lot, 
My  modest  wealth  and  quiet  cot, 
Than  if,  possessing  an  exhaustles^  store. 
My  discontented  heart  petition'd  slill  for  more*    . 

L.et  nobles  vaunt  their  high  degrees. 
Their  stars  that  clothe  an  aching  heart ; 

Let  merchants  toss,  o'er  golden  seas. 
And  tremble  jest  the  waves  should  part; 
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They  know  not  that  my  cot  and  fi^TcI 

To  me  such  tranquil  pie^ures  yield, 

^s  they  in  splendid  mansions  neer  possess'dy  ' 

Tho'  born  of  royal  stock,  or  nurs'dpn  fortuiles  breast* 

What  tho*  no  gilded  domes  be  mine. 
No  crested  carriage  wait  my  cally 
«  No  goblets  foam  with  Gallic  wine. 
No  gaudy  servants  crowd  my  hail  j 
The  lord  of  all  this  empty  wealth, 
)^tranger  alike  to  peace  and  health, 
Y^ould  gladly  see  his  dearest  treasures  spent, 
7o  l^py  my  little  cot  embellish'd  by  content*  Ht 
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fiOOlC  tit  ^iit  tXVL 


TO  FASHIOK^ 


Vixi  pueUfa  nup&  idoHdtSf  ^c^ 


Of  old  it  fofmM  iny  chief  delighty 
On  Saturday's  re?olving  night. 

The  opera  pit  to  enter — 
To  praise  Grassmi  was  my  ainiy 
^nd — because  others  did  the  sam^ 

Cfy  "  Braoo^  af  a  venture* 
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Such  ^orts  no  longer  I  pursue ; 
Farewell  Italians  stage !  Adieu 

Ye  grand  ballet  beholders! 
My  opera  fiat,  its  uses  gone. 
Some  other  peg  shall  hang  upon 

Thlin  that  between  my  shoulders. 

Henceforth,  inspired  with  honest  rage, 
I  leave  old  Rome's  degenerate  stage. 

To  Flctoio  and  his  dos^ies : 
There  booby  baronets  may  sit, 
Homp  with  the  girls  that  throng  the  pit, 

And  then  salute  the  boxes* 

O  thou  whose  impulse  rules  complete. 
From  London  WclU  to  Baker  Street ; 

All  mortal  cafes  forgotten ; 
This  Catalani  fever  kill,  * 
Restore  the  town  to  sense,  or  fill 

lis  ass's  ears  with  cotton* 


HORACE  IN  LONDON. 

BOOK  in.    ODE  XXX. 

^  ▲  poet's  MOPESTT« 

^xegi  monummtum  mre  peremtiuSp  ^c^ 


Mt  work  is  establishM — ^pale  Envy,  be  still, 

My  fame  is  not  now  to  be  undone, 
I  rank  with  the  first  of  the  sons  of  the  quill, 
£yeu  elegant  Horace  of  Strawberry-Hill 
J^ust  now  yield  to  Hori^ce  in  London* 
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Blow,  Boreas,  blow,  tumble  torrents  of  rain. 

How  tough  is  the  hide  of  the  witty ; 
The  seasons  may  dance,  hands  across  back  again, ' 
They  never  can  injure  my  permanent  strain, 
Nor  blot  out  a  line  of  my  ditty. 

I  rather  suspect,  when  Tm  lock'd  in  a  hearse. 
My  friends  will  consider  nie  dead, 

0  no !  from  that  citcumstance  never  the  worse, 
My  far  better  half,  not  my  wife,  but  my  verse. 

Will  pop  up  its  flourishing  head. 

Posterity  lung  shall  be  proud  of  my  name. 

Than  Parian  marble  far  whiter : 
When  fashion  shall  die,  and  Ephemeral  fame 
Ko  longer  shall  trumpet  the  charms  of  the  dame, 

Who  lowcr'd  the  Osnaburg  mitre. 

My  odes  shall  be  sung  from  the  mouth  of  the  Nore, 

Old  Thames  shall  t||e  stanza  prolong, 
trfitn  Westminster- bridge  to  fair  Twickenham's  shore. 
Where  pleasure  and  beauty  shall  rest  on  the  oar, 
At  eve  to  attend  to  my  song. 

If  beauty  applaud  me,  let  pedantry  foamt    ^ 

I'm  proud  of  the  plan  I  have  hit  on, 
To  make  the  old  bard  when  transplanted  from  Rome, 
Leave  learning  and.  classic  allusions  at  home^ 
And  talk  the  free  language  of  Britain. 

1  care  noyt  a  fig  what  the  critics  may  say. 

My  fame  is  too  firm  to  be  undone, — 
^'hcn  hold  up  your  head,  pretty  rouse,  from  this  dayi 
And  crown  with  a  chaplet  of  laurel  and  bay, 

The  forehead  of  Horace  in  I/>ndon  t 

J. 
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LINES 


WRITTEN  ON  THE  BANKS  OF  THE  THAMES  AT  ETON. 


Scene  of  my  boyish  years !  there  is  a  charm 
Inwoven  with  each  shade  of  circumstance 
That  marks  our  infant  pleasures;  every  sight, 
And  every  sound;  the  tree,  the  field,  the  stream. 
Like  friends  long  sevcr'd,  seiib  upon  the  heart ; 
And  joys  almost  forgotten,  reassume 
A  shape,  and  twine  around  the  memory ; 
Till  dreaming  fancy  paints  ihem  mor^  than  joys. 
Scene  of  my  boyish  years !  1  not  disown 
These  natural  feelings.     Let  me  rest  awhile    ^ 
Here  on  this  grassy  bank:  beneath  these  elms^ 
Whose  high  laughs  murmur  with  the  leafy  sound 
That  sooth'd  me  when  a  child ;  when  truant-like. 
Of  the  dull  chime  that  summoned  me  afar 
Nought  heeding,  by  the  river-wave  I  lay 
Of  Liberty  enamour'd,  and  the  Muse. 
Fairest  of  rivers !  I  have  seen  the  Rhine 
Jloll  its  blue  waters  wide,  midst  sunny  vines^ 
Now  flashing  to  the  noon,  now  dark  revolv'd 
ifjidst  forest  glooms,  while  mouUrring  abbey  towers 
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And  rocksy  bow'd  awful  o'er  the  sullen  flood ; 
Yet  owns  my  heart  thy  pastoral  imagery 
Fairest  of  rivers !  flowing  calm  and  clear. 
Midst  thy  green  islets,  wiiile  the  swan  divides 
Thy  silver  wave,  and  the  swift-gliding  sail 
Hecedcs  in  distance  midst  thy  winding  shores. 
As  you  grey  turrets  rest  in  trembling  shade 
On  thy  transparent  depth,  the  days  long  past 
Press  on  my  fond  remembrance ;  when  averse 
From  sport,  I  wander'd  on  thy  loneliest  banks ; 
Where  not  a  sound  diUurb^d  the  <|uict  air 
But  such  as  fitly  blends  with  silentness ; 
The  whispering  sedge — the  ripple  of  the  stream*- 
Or  birds  faint  note ;  and  not  a  human  trace. 
Save  of  some  hamlet  spire,  in  woods  immerst. 
Spake  to  the  sight  of  earth's  inhabiters  1 
Then  have  1  rush'd  prone  from  the  topmost  bank. 
And  given  my  limbs  to  struggle  with  the  stream, 
And  midst  thy  waters  felt  akeener  life. 
Healthful  thy  milky  temperature  of  wave 
Reviving  Thames !  associate  with  deliglit 
Thy  stream  to  thrilling  fancy  flows»  wncn  faint 
)  languish'  in  the  sun-blaae ;  and  with  thee 
Ingenuous  friendships,  feats  of  liberty 
That  reck'd  not  harsh  control,  and  gravely  sweet 
The  toils  of  lettered  lore,  and  the  kind  smile 
Of  him,  who  even  upbraiding  could  be  kind. 
On  sooth'd  remembrance  throng.     Some  heaviness 
Blends  with  my  joyful  spirit,  as  I  pause. 
To  bid  thee  Thames  farewell ;  the  years  of  youth 
Ileturn  no  more;  and  sad  Reflection  sighs 
To  know  that  youthful  gaiety  of  hearty 
And  youthful  innocence,  oo  more  return. 

CZIARI«S8  A.  KLtON. 
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THE  PRAISE  OF  SULPICTA, 

ADDRESSED  TO  MARS  UPON  HIS  CALENDS. 

Occasioned  hy  her  being  tmcommonfy  ornamented  in  ier 

dress. 

fROlk   TIBVLLUS. 

«Y  F.  N.  C  WJH^V^,  ESQ. 


Great  Mars,  Sulpicia  deckM  in  pomp  appears  ! 

To  grace  your  festival  that  pomp  she  wears. 

Come,  (if  you're  wise),  from  heaven  to  view  her  charms^ 

Venus  awhile  will  spare  you  from  her  arms, 

But  ah,  beware  whUe  all  amazM  you  stand, 

Lest  the  spear  fall  inglorious  from  vour  hand. 

AVhen  Love  would  make  Immortal  hearts  his  prize. 

Mis  flame  he  kindles  at  Sulpicia's  eyes. 

Her  every  a<jt,  her  every  motion  trace  ; 

Each  act,  each  motion  nas  a  secret  grace. 

Graceful  her  locks,  that  careless  flow  behind ; 

Graceful  alike  in  plaited  braids  confiji'd. 

How  much  she  charms  us  in  a  &now-white  dxess  I 

Nor  rob'd  in  purple  does  she  charjn  us  less. 

Vertumnus  tlmsi,  in  heaven's  supromc  abode. 

In  thousand  forms  appear3,*^in  each  a  God. 

To  her,  whatever  .the  Tyrian  arts  supply 

^he  softest -jQeeces  of  the  choicest  dye) 

Aione  is  due  ;  let  jj,ch  Arabia  yield 

To)^r.4h«  h%rYes(  of  her  spicy  field. 
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Be  hers  the  precious  gems,  and  golden  store. 
The  spoil  of  tawny  India's  eastern  shore. 
Her  on  this  sacred  day,  ye  muses  praise  ; 
To  her  thy  sounding  lyre  bright  Phoebus  raise. 
Long  may  her  praises  with  this  day  be  joiu'd ; 
A  nobler  theme  than  her  ye  cannot  find.. 

1769. 


INSCRIPTION  FOR  HIS  OWN  TOMB. 

FROM  THE  GREEK  OF  LEONIDAS  OF  TARENTUM. 

List  all  ye  swains,  whose  thirsty  flocks 

In  silence  wander  o'er  these  rocks^   ' 

And  oh  !  let  my  sad  spirit  share 

Your  constant  lore,  your  tender  care. 

In  parching  summer's  fervid  heat 

May  your  young  lambs  a  requiem  bleat ; 

Whilst  on  the  rocks  the  shepherd  swain 

In  mournful  niurmurs  swells  his  strain. 

To  my  lone  shade  in  early.spring 

Ye  pilgrims  grateful  oflerings  bring ; 

And  o'er  my  solitary  grave 

With  reverence  pour  the  milky  wave ; 

Then  rifle  every  flow'ret's  bloom, 

To  deck  the  turf  that  forms  my  tomb  j 

For  think  not  that  when  life  is  fledy 

No  hopes  or  fears  aflect  the' dead-; 

E'en  then  their  shades  your  care  approrer 

And  own  with  gratitude  your  lore. 
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STANZAS. 


While  the  madly  raging  nations 

Rush  on  to  furious  fight, 
ril  seek  the  silver  moonbeam. 

And  wander  by  its  light. 
Beneath  yon  hanging  ruin, 

Where  the  screech-owl  sits  on  high, 
V\\  forget  the  clangous  trumpet, 

And  the  shout  of  victory  j 

Vile  is  the  field  of  slaughter, 

And  vile  the  trade  of  blood ; 
Hence!  parasites  and  tyrants, 

Ambitiou  is  i/our  god  ! 
To  me  the  silent  nightfall. 

And  curfew's  soothing  knell, 
And  sound  of  distant  waters. 

Delightful  stories  tell. 

What  time  the  chilling  shadows 
Creep  o'er  the  dusky  dale, 

What  time  the  distant  mountain   . 
Puts  on  his  thickest  veil. 

What  time  the  poet's  phrenzy 
Darts  from  his  radiant  eye, 

ril  despise  the  clangous  trumpet. 
And  the  shout  of  victory  I 
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Yet  dare  the  sons  of  rapine 

E'er  seek  my  country's  shore. 
And  peace  with  holy  anthems ' 

Delight  my  dale  no  more ; 
Oh,  then,  with  every  Briton, 

To  shield  my  hon^e,  I'll  fly 
To  hail  thexiangous  truiapety 

And  the  shout  of  victory ! 

London, 


w.  A. 


ODE 

To  the  Juries  vho  auerted  the  Comtifutiomii  Bigiti  rftk 
Subject,  OH  the  State  Triali,  in  1794. 


Amidst  a  venal  age. 
Ye  who  have  stemm'd  corruption's  torrent  tide, 

Andy  fir'd  with  noble  rage, 
Have  curb'd  injustice,  and  insulting  pride: 

The  great,  the  good,  the  brave, 
To  you  shall  raise  the  tributary  lay ; 

And  even  the  titled  slave, 
Struck  with  a  secret  awe,  unwilling  homage  pay* 

Justice  shall  bless  the  hour. 
With  shouts  of  myriads,  when  your  firm  decree^ 

Unaw'd  by  lawless  p6wer, 
Once  more  bade  Albion's  happy  isk  be  free. 

Now  from  her  long  repose 
At  length,  behold  Britannia's  geniuB  risep 

Triumphant  o'er  her  foes, 
To  bless  with  all  her  charms,  a  nation's  longbg  eyes* 
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See  from  her  leaden  throne 
The  fiend  Imposture,  with  deep  ruin  hurlM, 

By  mighty  Truth  o'erthrown, 
The  scorn  and  wonder  of  the  admiring  world : 

See  Truth  with  powerful  ray 
^Through  clouds  of  error  and  detraction  rise. 

And,  bursting  into  day, 
Holds  his  majestic  course  unwearied  through  the  skies. 

Still  let  the  venal  bard 
To  power  his  songs  of  gratuladon  pay. 

And  for  his  base  reward 
To  deeds  of  war  and  havoc  tune  the  lay. 

The  Muse,  to  Freedom  dear, 
To  Freedom's  sons  the  votive  song  shall  raise, 

And  still  with  zeal  sincere 
Shall  Independence  fire,  and  Truth  direct  her  lays. 

Freedom,  to  thee  we  owe 
All  that  adorns,  or  dignifies  mankind; 

From  thy  fair  fountain  fiow 
The  purer  spirit,  and  the  nobler  mind. 

Long  may  that  holy  fire. 
That  warm'd  a  Hampden's  or  a  Sidney's  breast, 

Britannia's  sons  inspire. 
Ere  yet  fair  Freedom  sink,  by  Gothic  force  opprest. 

Soon  may  her  happy  reign 
Chase  from  the  earth  Oppression's  monstrous  brood, 

And, all  the  impious  train 
Of  Anarchy,  the  fiend  that  thirsts  for  blood  ; 

Soon,  soon  may  discord  cease ; 
Nor  War,  and  Havoc,  waste  the  ajQfrighted  plain; 

.But  Freedom,  join'd  with  Peace, 
Wide  o'er  the  peopled  earth  extend  their  blissful  reign. 

Cambridge.  u 

VOL.  vn.  L  1 
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EPISTLE 

To  Tkomoi  Mmtd  Talbtt,  Esq,  on  Ut  TraceU  m  Frmuty 

Switxarland,  tmd  Italy, 

BT  THE  LAT£   RBV.  JOtiEK   WALTEllS,  A.B* 


O  Muse,  or  fancied  power,  whoe'er  thou  avl. 
Dear  to  the  feeliDgsof  my  faithful  heart. 
Who  to  th'  autumnal  grove  and  summer  mead 
My  willing  steps  a  thousand  times  hast  led. 
Blest  in  whose  loye  I  spent  the  careless  day 
Wiiile  youth  and  time  slid  unperceiv'd  away; 
If  bold  at  length  a  loftier  task  to  dare. 
Now  to  the  lines  of  tented  camps  repliir: 
Tho'  the  artillery  of  each  rampir'd  wing 
To  thy  scarM  thought  unusual  wonder  brin^ 
And  tho'  the  gleaming  front  alarm  from  far. 
And  all  the  dread  habiliments  of  war ; 
Yet,  gentle  virgin,  still  thy  care  shall  be, 
Tho'  far  from  peace  they  wander  and  from  the^^ 
"The  mind  of  virtue  and  the  soul  sincere ; 
Nor  fear  to  go,  for  Talbot  meets  thee  there» 

How  rare,  O  Talbot,  is  thy  lot,  to  live 
Blest  with  each  gift  that  bounteous  heaven  can  giVil 
With  fortune,  health ;  with  youth,  a  manly  ndnil 
By  education's  genuine  lore  refined  I 
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That  guardian  genius^  who  thy  conduct  guides^ 
Smil'd  on  thy  birth ,  and  o'er  thy  life  presides^ 
To  Oxford's  towers  thy  young  impatience  led^ 
And  bound  the  wreath  of  science  round  thy  heacl« 
Soon  came  the  wish  that  won  thy  willing  heart. 
To  mark  thro'  Europe  each  politer  art. 
Pirst  to  thy  view  fair  France  her  charms  displa/d^ 
Her  valesi  her  plains,  her  hills  in  yines.arra/d; 
Her  vine-clad  hills,  where  Nature,  smiling,  pours 
A  gay  profusion  and  exhaustless  stores  \ 
Her  vine-clad  hills,  where  every  muse  might  sing. 
And  poets  wanton  in  perennial  spring* 

Such  were  the  scenes  that  charmed  thy  amorous  sights 
Those  fields  of  joy,  those  gardens  of  delight ! 
Then  peace  and  plenty  whisper'd  in  the  gales. 
And  stretch 'd  for  Gallia's  shore  the  friendly  sails^ 
Then  Britain's  rocks  o'erhung  the  stormy  main, 
And  ev'n  loud  ocean  foll'd  betwixt  in  vain* 
But  lo,  proud  Power,  more  fierce,  more  dreadful  far^ 
At  length  unlocks  the  brazen  gates  of  war. 
Yields  to  the  steeds  of  Havoc's  car  the  reins. 
And  giant  Horror,  fatal  fiend  !  unchains, 
Whose  thirsting  vengeance  in  this  dark  sojourn 
For  five  long  lustrums  heaven  had  doom'd  to  mourn  3 
The  fatal  fiend  in  chunders  rushes  forth 
Pierce  as  the  tempests  of  his  native  north. 
Climbs  the  tall  cliffs,  and  waves  with  horrid  hand 
His  black  broad  banner  o'er  the  bleeding  strand, 
The  angry  beacon  fires,  with  silent  dread 
Beheld  far-blazing  on  the  mountain's  head, 
Th'  expanded  bosom  of  the  deep  deforms. 
Roars'  in  each  surge,  and  swells  the  sounding  storms* 
Commerce  and  ^Science,  hapless  maids!  no  more 
Mount  the  swift  bati:,  and  sail  from  shore  to  shoiw 
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Thfy  seek tbeir  ports;  alas,  invaiD!  for  tket^ 
Dwells  death  with  war,  and  famine  with  despair : 
Their  towns  they  seek  ;  hot  there  with  sad  surprise 
They  mark  the  towering  battlements  arise : 
Last  to  their  fields,  with  hopes  of  peace,  they  fly^ 
Till  camps  and  castles  strike  th'  astoaish^f  eye ; 
There  for  the  woodland  shade  and  chrystal  flood. 
They  mark  the  groves  of  steel,  and  streams  of  blood : 
The  Harmonies  unstring  their  useless  lyres. 
And  Art's  fair  empire  o'er  the  realms  expifcs^ 

But,  O  ray  strains,  to  milder  themes  returOf 
Not  yet  the  flaming  tides  of  battle  burn ; 
In  gentler,  happier  scenes,  while  yet  we  mayt 
Awhile  forget  the  dangers  of  the  day. 
Each  boast,  each  beauty  of  the  Gallic  shore 
With  curious  search,  while  yet  we  may,  explore. 

Soon  to  thy  sight  majestic  Paris  rose^ 
Where  Seine,  Burgundian  stream,  triumphant  flows: 
Serenely  smiling  at  his  sacred  side 
Sec  Science,  tended  by  the  Arts,  reside  I 
Then  'twas  thy  care  a  people  to  survey^ 
Ingenious,  courtly,  volatile,  and  gay : 
Theirs  is  the  land,  where  youthful  Fashion  strays^ 
Where  Luxury  her  silken  pride  displays, 
Where  Pleasure  reigns, — but  Freedom  is  not  found) 
The  plant  that  only  blooms  on  British  ground : 
Plant  of  celestial  growth  what  honours  thine— 
Thy  flowers  immortal,  and  thy  root  divine  1 

But  hence  we  haste  to  seek  the  win^y  plainsy 
The  land  of  old  Helvetia's  hardy  swains^ 
Whose  arms  the  Julian  legions  long  withstood, 
And  bftth^d  the  chains,  that  Rome  had  ibrg'd,  in  UW- 
They  ne'er,  with  hands  in  kindred  wounds  iinbraedy 
Th'  imperial  eagle's  dreadful  track  pursufd 
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O'er  heaps  of  dead,  with  whom  they  once  were  free, 
(Sad  reliques  of  expiring  liberty !) 
But  still  ^  smiles  that  Csesar's  brow  displa/d, 
With  sullen  frowning  majesty  repay'd. 
Like  thetn,  their  rough  descendants,  fam'd  in  armp^ 
Whom  the  same  soul  of  dauntless  valour  warms^ 
Still  to  the  charge  advance  with  martial  rage^ 
But,  ah  !  no  more  in  freedom's  fields  engage : 
Intent  no  more  their  country's  rights  to  save, 
With  palms  inglorious  crown'd,  and  meanly  brave, 
From  their  own  Alps  and  native  mountains  far, 
They  wake  the  rage  of  mercenary  war, 
And  bend,  as  onward  sweeps  their  Pyrrhic  dance, 
The  Corsic  neck  beneath  the  yoke  of  France. 
Guide  of  their  march,  Ambition  lifts  her  eye, 
And  wave»  her  glittering  oriflamb  on  high. 
Meanwhile  the  faithless  Gaul  with  proud  command. 
Invades  the  rights  of  sinking  Switzerland; 
Ill-fated  realm  !  adorn'd  by  freedom's  reign, 
By  courage  arm'd,  by  nature  fenc'd,  in  vain  ! 
To  vanquish  Rome,  with  conquests  i^obler  claim. 
O'er  your  rude  rocks  the  son  of  Carthage  came« 
But  baser  Bourbon's  avarice  of  sway, 
That  stoops  with  false  protection  to  betray. 
With  fraudful  arts,  and  vengeance  more  severe, 
Halts  on  the  rock,  and  plants  her  standard  there. 

At  length  must  Rome  th'  instructive  tour  complete, 
The  seat  of  arts,  of  empire  once  the  seat. 
Hail,  lov'd  Italia:  on  thy  classic  ground 
Still,  nurs'd  by  peace,  the  liberal  arts  abound. 
Here  Architecture's  regal  roofs  arise. 
And  taller  temples  meet  their  kindred  skies. 
Here  Music  breathes  her  heavenly  airs  around. 
While  Painting  lives,  and  listens  to. the  sound. 
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But  fMYf  doth  life  intpire  ihai  aqcieiit  band. 

Or  the  bold  fancy  of  the  sculptor's  hand  ^ 

See  Jove  and  thunder  shake  tne  Olympiaa  throiMi 

Soft  Venus  sn^ile,  and  sterp  Alcides  frown ; 

See  ^here  young  Ammon  storms  proud  Peisia'a  walb, 

Andy  great  in  death,  unconqueifd  Julius  falls  1 

Tho'  from  false  fame  their  forms  ideal  tpruqgi 

In  dreams  created,  and  in  fable  sung, 

Or  to  the  sile]>ce  of  the  tomb  conveyed 

Their  mortal  frames  in  dust  are  long  decay'd ; 

Here  still  the  lasting  lineaments  we  trace. 

Nor  can  the  waste  of  time,  the  immortal  traits  de&pe, 

But  oh,  my  faint  unequal  lays  despair 
To  speak  tbe  praise  of  Italy  the  fair: 
Those  vale$  where  fam'd  Florentiau  Arno  flipW9y 
Those  groves  and  plains  of  plenty  and  repose. 
Whose  ricb  perfumes  ambrosial  sceiits  disuse. 
Whose  fruits  neptareous  jSame  with  golden  huQS  f 
Such  are  the  scepes  that  |lurope's  garden  yields, 
Jlival  of  old  Elysium's  fabled  nelds. 
Smit  with  surprise,  behold  the  painter  standi 
And  his  true  pencil  fail  the  masteir's  hand  \ 
The  chisel  oft  its  patiept  stroke  su^spend. 
While  Art  and  K^ture,  riv^l  queens,  contend  I 
Music  awhile  in  wond^rous  magic  bound 
Forgets  her  power  of  soul-enchanting  sound; 
But  80on»  impatient  to  be  silent  long, 
Declares  her  tr^sport  in  $,  flood  of  song, 
With  louder  voice  resumes  her  siren  strain?, 
And  joins  the  g^n0ral  choruys  of  th^  plains. 

And  yet,  0  Talbot,  may  their  charms  no  more 
Withdraw  thine  eve  from  Albion's  peaceful  -^horei 
No  more  detain  thee  from  thy  native  i^le, , 
^lest  with  th^  country's  fondi  4niit^rnt4  mle. 
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For  thee  ihe  nymphs  of  Cambria's  vales  sbaU  itriag     . 

The  fruits  of  Autumn  and  the  (lowers  of  Spring, 

For  thee  the  vine  adorn  each  green  alcove. 

For  thee  the  orange  blush  in  Margam's  breathiDg  grove, 

Here  sfaalt  thou  find  the  plants  exotic  ri$e 

Whose  vernal  bloom  with  soft  Italia  vies, 

Shalt  find,  if  truth  Uieir  rival  charms  compare, 

Hills,  vales,  and  groves,  and  gardens  full  as  fair. 

Yon  hill,  these  ^oves,  this  garden's  cool  cascade. 

Where  erst  in  youth  thy  fond  affection  stray'd. 

Of  thy  long  absence  from  their  shades  complain, 

And  court  thee  to  their  solitudes  again  : 

Return  (they  seem  with  silent  voice  to  say), 

Protract  no  longer  thy  unkind  delay; 

Leave  the  gay  courts  of  Paris  and  of  Rome, 

And  bring  their  taste,  their  arts,  and  learning  home. 

If  still  thy  long-reluctant  heart  refuse. 
Deaf  to  the  voice  of  no  unpartial  muse, 
LiO,  soft  Compassion  woos  thee  to  her  arms. 
And  sore  Distress  thy  pitying  breast  alarms ; 
Distress,  that  weeps,  and  points  to  yonder  plain, 
Oft  heard  by  thee,  but  never  heard  in  vain : 
See,  to  their  sheds  the  trembling  peasants  dy. 
Black  thunders  roll  tempestuous  o'er  the  sky ! 
See,  from  the  clouds  th'  impetuous  floods  descend; 
In  vain  the  wa^Us  ap^  faithless  roofs  defend ; 
Th'  unsparing  deluge  sweeps  the  ruia'd  plain. 
And  wafts  their  lost  possessions  to  the  main : 
On  whom  sh^ll  they  now  £x  their  gloomy  eyes  ? 
On  thee — the  grateful  multitude  replies. 

Thy  sires  in  senates  and  in  fields  renown'd. 
With  olive  wreaths  and  war-won  laurels  crown*d. 
True  to  their  prince,  and  champions  of  the  laws. 
They  fought  and  .coinquer'd  in  their  country *s  cause ; 
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Oft  rotnid  their  warrior  lords  the  hardy  swains 

Took  arms,  and  march'd  embattled  on  the  plains ; 

For  still,  at  liberty's  inspiring  call, 

A  train  of  heroes  ponr'd  from  Margam's  hall. 

Now,  all  alone,  all  silent  in  the  grave 

Repose  the  good,  the  eloquent,  the  brave ; 

Their  fame,  their  worth,  their  memory  Time  invades, 

And  Fate  surrounds  them  with  her  tenfold  shades. 

From  the  dark  vault,  where  each  great  Mansel  lies 

On  thee  we  turn  our  all*expecting  eyes ; 

Thee  from  their  tombs  the  sacred  dead  implore 

Their  steps  to  follow,  and  their  fame  restoret 

Hard  is  the  task  (a  task  for  few  design'd). 

But  heaven  hath  blest  thee  with  a  noble  mind  : 

A  mind  that  prompts  the  generous  tear  to  flow, 

And  melting  feels  the  pang  of  kindred  woe; 

That  sacred  deems  the  bounds  of  right  and  wrong, 

And  with  abhorrence  shuns  the  guilty  throng; 

That  knows  with  hat^  demerit  to  pursue, 

And  glories  to  reward,  wjiene'er  rewards  are  due, 

To  thee  hath  heaven  the  sacred  task  consign'd, 
To  introduce  the  arts  th^t  bless  mankind. 
To  seat  the  liberal  arts  on  Cambria's  shore^ 
The  arts,  to  Cambria  little  known  before. 
hed  by  thy  hand,  majestip  Sculpti^re  deigns 
To  leave  the  Tuscan  for  Glamorgan's  plains : 
See,  Architecture's  graceful  form  appears, 
And  all  the  desart  with  h^r  preseiKe  cheers! 
The  gothic  glooms  her  near  approaches  flee, 
And  leave  the  shades  to  science  and  to  thee* 

Whate'er  thy  lot  assigp'd  by  partial  fate, 
FixM  in  a  public  or  a  private  state  ; 
To  gain  in  senates  well  deserv'd  applau^e^ 
Ai>d  rise  a  patriot  in  thy  country's  causey 
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To  lead,  if  Britain  call,  and  George  command. 
In  future  fields  thy  brave  domestic  band ; 
Or  the  dear  blessings  of  a  social  life, 
A  blooming  offspring  and  a  tender  wife : 
Whate'er  thy  purpose,  in  whate'er  degree. 
Still  virtuous  fame  shall  thy  great  object  be. 
So  may  the  Powers,  propitious,  ever  shed 
Their  choicest,  noblest  inltuence  on  thy  head : 
So  shall  thy  brows  with  palms  of  peace  be  crown'd. 
So  shalt  thou  live — ^lov'd,  honor'd,  and  renown  d. 


EPITAPH. 

ON  HERACLITUS,  AN  ELEGIAC  POET. 

7R01C    THE    GREEK     OF    CALLIMACHUSl. 

And  art  thou  gone,  O  friend  belov'd  f 

Hence  heaves  this  sigh,  hence  flows  this  tear, 

And  heuce  by  sad  remembrance  mov'd 
I  love  to  linger  at  tliy  bier. 

For  still  by  Memory's  faithful  ray 
Those  scenes  of  childhood  cbieer  my  breast, 

Where  we  have  view  a  the  parting  day 
And  watch'd  the  weary  sun  to  rest. 

ThouVt  gone,  but  still  around  thy  tomb 
Unhurt  by  death's  relentless  sway, 

Thy  tuneful  songsters  cheer  the  gloom, 
And  pour  the  tributary  lay. 

REV*  R«   BLAVD. 


K. 


ON  THE  DEATH  Or  SIK  JOHN  HOOBE. 

Prp  pofrM  puffutre,  haame  Ifbtro  Jigmuimiiat ;  vm 
ftUmty  mori  aatem,  knar,  {Zoths  trixifiait. 


Shout  o'er  ihe  warrior's  grave ! 
Shed  DO  tear  o'er  him !— «oldiert !  there. 
Pile  the  plum'd  belm,  and  bajiAcr'd  >pe^, 

In  honour  of  the  brave : 
He  gain'd  his  crown ; — he  fought  and  won, 
His  fame  was  full ;  the  warrior's  gone, 

He  earn'd  a  glorious  grave ! 
Spent  with  famine,  worn  with  toil, 
Stniggliiig  o'er  Spain's  devoted  eoi^    ' 

Fighting  his  desperate  way. 
Thro  many  a  desart  wide  and  wild. 
Mountain  on  mountwn  endless  pil'd* 

He  led  hi*  hold  array. 
Forc'd  with  a  diief's  unihrinkinff  evi. 


Burning  wkh  jtbwaxted  power  and  pridfBi^ 
In  many  a  desed  of  mMrder  dyed. 

Her  hosts  tho'  GalUa  pour ; 
Rolling,  likje  teinpestj  surge  on  sv.r|^« 
Tho'  rushing  jt|ipusauds,  thousaudi  iir^ 

To  whelm  the  Briton  o'er  y 

Where  dark  aiid  thick  tlie  battle  glows, 
Whete  the  blood  in  torrents  flows. 

The  steady  leader  stands  : 
Column  and  line,  and  squadron  deep, 
Swelling  the  slaughter,  heap  ou  heap. 

Before  the  British  l)ands. 

Where  the  red  artillery  flashing. 
Bayonet  against  bayonet  clashing, 

Horse  and  horseman,  plung'd  ill  gore^ 
Crushing  in  the  mortal  strife, 
Struggling  for  the  parting  life. 

Deepest  swell  the  battle-roar ; 

Where  the  fiery-vc^um'd  cloud, 
Broadest  hangs  its  sulphurous  shroud,^    . 

He  spurs  his  charger  on : 
His  sout  on  flame ; — his  parting  cry, 
**  Peath,  Death,  or  glorious  victory  !* 

His  fame  was  full  ^^he's  gone ! 

Britons!  weep  not,  tho' his  bead       - 
Cold  on  the  crimson  earth  is  laid  ; 

Th'  unconquerable  will, 
Th'  immortal  mind,  shall  hover  p'er- 
The  standard  tha(  he  led  beforei 

And  love  and  lead  it  still. 


Our  galliuit  British  men. 
Bold  companions  of  his  fiune ! 
Tbink.of  your  ehieflBin's  deathless  name, 

And  Irani  or  him  to  die: 
Lilw  him  in  glory's  high  <»rMr, 
Your  country's  trophinl  banner  rear, 

And  fall  in  victory. 
Bold  companions  of  his  grave  t 
Your  ecu n cry's  richest  wreath  shall  wave, 

In  pride  aad  sorrow  o'er  your  tomb; 
And  the  sad  infant  on  the  knee, 
Shalt  lisp  the  dear-bought  victory, 

In  ages  yet  to  come. 

hehOhia. 

INSCRIPTION  FOR  THE  TOMB  OF  HESH 

raOM  THE  GREEK  OF  A3CLEPUDES. 
SwBXT  bard  of  Ascra!  on  thy  youthful  head 
The  Muses  Crst  their  laurel  branches  spread, 
When  on  the  rugged  summit  of  the  rocks 
They  saw  thee  laid  amongst  thy  sultry  flocks : 
E'en  then  to  thee,  o'er  fair  Castalia's  wave 
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STANZAS 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  EDWIN, 
Composed  in  a  Graocm 

BY  W,  CAftEy   JUV, 


A  PENSIVE  strain  be  thine,  sweet  lyre! 

Awhile  the  frolic  lay  forego — 
Notes,  that  young  pleasure's  throng  admire. 

Would  ill  befit  a  theme  of  woe. 

O  let  e»ch  wildly  warbling  chord 
To  sorrow's  softest  tones  give  birth, 

For  he,  whom  pity  would  record. 
Lies  pillow'd  on  the  lap  of  earth  \ 

Departed  sou) !  than  whom  more  dear 
None  hath  this  woe- fraught  bosom  known^ 

Ma/st  thou  the  dirge  of  friendship  hear. 
And  claim  the  tribute  for  thine  own ! 

Claim  it  by  that  congenial  Ipvo, 

Which  prompted  erst  our  daily  theme. 

By  all  the  joys  'twas  ours  to  prove 
Amid  the  shades  of  Academe. 

By  all  .the  hopes,  that  fancy'ii  power 
Gave  in  our  youthful  hearts  to  beat. 

That  visiQn'd  ev'ry  future  hour 

Blest,  and  as  heavenly,  momeuts  sweet» 


52^ 

Invidious  time !  ab  why  so  soon 

Those  dear  enchanting  spells  <1estroy ! 

Ah  why  withhold  so  small  a  boon—** 
To  revel  in  ideal  joy  1 

As  now  these  arching  branches  stirr'd, 
Swept  by  the  spirit  of  the  breexe,  * 

My  Edwin's  voice  methought  I  heard, 
Soft  whispering  through  the  quivering  trees. 

To  him,  at  dawnlight,  once  'twas  sweet 
Among  these  windinij  glades  to  stray, 

Here  would  he  shun  the  noontide  heat» 
Or  mark  the  tints  of  closing  day. 

And  striking  oft  his  sylvan  shell. 

Here  would  he  breathe  the  soul  of  song ; 

Then  listening  to  the  notes'  deep  swell. 
Ne'er  deem'd  the  summer  hours  too  long. 

Welcome  thou  grove's  thick  waving  gloom  ! 

For  Edwin's  sake  I  hold  thee  dear. 
Here  will  I  weep  his  hapless  doom, 

And  raise  a  fond  memento  here. 

Here  oft  affection  shall  be  seen 

To  ponder  o'er  his  rustic  shrine. 
Whilst  many  a  leaf  of  saddest  green 

Around  the  lowly  base  shall  twine. 

And  many  a  flower  of  fairest  hue 
Shall  bloom  upon  the  hallow'd  earth, 

The  primrose,  harebell,  violet  blue, 
And  snowdrop,  type  of  modest  worth  } 

For  he,  sweet  flowei*s !  your  every  tribe. 
That  sips  of  Heaven's  ambrosial  dew. 

Oft,  (O  how  fondly)  would  describe ; 
He  well  your  every  beauty  knew. 
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Thon  too,  fair  Naiad  of  yon  stream ! 

Still  pour  thy  limpid  waters  near ; 
Their  murmur  (so  would  faiicy  deem) 

Will  soothe  each  passing  mourner^s  ear« 

For  me,  alas !  my  steps  must  dwell 
Amid  the  venal  crowd  unblest  ;~^ 

Farewel,  my  lyre !  awhile  farewel ! 
Let  sorrow  hush  thy  strings  to  rest. 

I8Q1. 


RONDEAU. 


That  Love  has  wings,  we  oft  are  told. 
By  present  poets,  and  by  old : 
Yet  sure  we  need  no  fabling  poet — 
Oh !  no— nor  e'en  a  ghost,  to  know  it. 
When  to  his  fair  the  lover  flies, 
To  plead  his  suit  with  melting  sighs ; 
We  wonder  at  his  breathless  speed. 
And  own,  to  win  his  wish'd«>for  meed, 

That  Love  has  wings. 

But  when,  to  his  impassion'd  arms. 
The  simple  maid  resigns  her  charms  ; 
She  finds,  too,  'mid  suspicious  fears, 
'Mid  damning  proofs,  and  sighs  and  tears^ 
And  moans  her  false  one  never  hears, 

That  Love  has  wings. 


At780HXAKV8» 
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A  CHARACTER*. 


SfiE  next  oil  the  scene  brainless  At  all  adyancey 

Wilh  a  grin  on  his  face,  and  a  walk  like  a  dance! 

Of  wise  men  the  scorny  but  of  puppies  the  king, 

A  strange,  ji  non-descript,  hermaphrodite  thing. 

Part  painter,  part  scribbler,  part  soldier,  he  comes 

With  pencil  and  pallet,  with  goose-quills,  with  drums ! 

To  monopolize  praise  the  poor  elf  how  he  strives  ; 

And  aiming  at  all,  to  be  nothing  contrives. 

O  At  ALL  wer't  not  that  Ivery  well  know. 

You're  to  reason,  alas  !  such  a  desperate  foe. 

That  your  head  in  its  make  has  so  much  of  thei  log. 

All  good  council  to  you,  is  a  pearl  to  a  hog, 

I'd  tell  you  your  vanity's  whispers  to  hush. 

Nor  thus  on  disgrace  with  blind  ardour  to  rush. 

Your  pencil  resign  ;  for  the  figures  you  draw 

Are  such  as  no  mortal  or  devil  e'er  saw  : 

They  seem  meant,  by  grimace  and  contortion  most  wild. 

To  terrify  children  and  women  with  child. 

Your  scribbling  give  o'er;  nor  e'er  scribble  again,  . 

^rill  sense  and  good  English  can  flow  from  your  pen ; 

For  each  sentence  you  write  all  your  readers  confounds. 

And  inflicts  on  poor  Priscian  unmerciful  wounds. 

But  if,  labouring  under  some  spell  or  isorae  cuise, 

Your  bosom  a  favourite  folly  must  nurse. 

Then  scribble,  or  paint;  be  of  coxcombs  the  lord;    ' 

Do  any  thing,  Atall,  but  carry  a  sword. 

*  This  was  originally  intended  to  form  part  of  a  satire  called 
The  Magic  Lantern. 
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For  sad  would  it  be,  when  along  our  white  shores* 
The  storm  of  the  battle  tremendously  roars, 
If  to  arms  weak  as  thine  the  high  cause  we  should  trusty 
The  cause  of  the  fair,  and  the  wise,  and  the  just : 
Heart-sick  at  the  thought.  Freedom  smothers  a  sigh. 
And  fears  from  her  ancient  abode  she  roust  fly. 
Tis  no  time  for  such  beings  as  Captain  Parolles, 
Things  with  sinews  unstrung,  and  with  finical  souls ; 
Not  powder'd  and  plum'd  beau-commanders  can  save 
From  the  Corsican  s  malice  the  Queen  of  the  wave ; 
No !  all  steel  must  the  arm  be,  all  fire  be  the  hearty 
That  takes  in  the  terrible  contest  a  part. 
Then  once  more,  though  my  accents  may  not  be  deemM 
My  former  advice  I  must  loudly  repeat-—  [sweet, 

Still  scribble ;  still  pHint ;  be  of  coxcombs  the  lord ; 
Do  any  thing,  AtaIl,  but  carry  a  sword* 

R.  A.  ]>• 


EPIGRAM 


ON  THE  TWO  STATUES  ERECTED  ON  THE  NSW 
COVENT  GARDEN  THEATRE. 

With  steady  mito,  unaltered  eye. 

The  Muses  mount  the  pile, 
Melpomene  disdains  to  cry, 

Thalia  sCorns  to  smile. 

Pieria's  spring  when  modems  quaff, 

^is  plainly  meant  to  show 
That  Comedy  provokes  no  laugh. 

And  Tragedy  no  woe ! 

J. 

^  This  was  written  at  a  period  when  an  inrasion  yrtokctpfcte^. 
TOL.  VII.  M  m 
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FROST  AT  MIDNIGHT  ♦. 


BY  8.  T.  COX.BRXDGB1  BBO. 


Thb  Frost  performs  its  secret  miaiistryy 
Unhelp'd  by  any  wind.     The  owlet's  cry 
Came  loud — and  liark,.  again !  loud  as  before* 
The  inmates  of  my  cottage^  all  at  rest. 
Have  left  me  to  tnat  solitude,  which  suits 
Abstruser  musings:  save  that  at  niy  side 
My  cradled  infant  slumbers  peacefully. 
Tis  calm  indeed  !  so  calm,  that  it  disturbs 
And  vexes  meditation  with  its  strange 
And  extreme  silentness.    Sea,  hill,  and  wood^ 
This  populous  village !  Sea,  and  hill,  and  wooc^ 
With  all  the  numberless  goings  on  of  life. 
Inaudible  as  dreams  !  the  thin  blue  flame 
Lies  on  my  low-burnt  fire,  and  quivers  not : 
Only  that  film  -f,  which  fluttered  on  the  grate^ 

*  This  poem,  which  was  first  published  with  <*  Fears  in  StXMti' 
and  '*  France  an  Ode/'  has  been  since  enlarged  and  corrected,  and 
with  the  other  poems,  is  now  inserted  in  the  Poetical  Begister,  hj 
the  kind  permission  of  Mr  Coleridge. 

t  Only  that  film.    In  ail  parts  of  the  kingdom,  these  liliBi  ait 
called  ttrangen,  aud  supposed  to  poitend  the  anvradof  i 
tViend. 
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Still  flutters  there^  the  sole  unquiet  thing. 
Methinksy  its  motion  in  this  hush  of  nature 
Gives  it  dim  sympathies  with  me,  who  liye. 
Making  it  a  companionable  form, 
With  which  I  can  hold  commune :  haply  hence. 
That  still  the  living  spirit  in  our  frame. 
Which  loves  not  to  behold  a  lifeless  thing. 
Transfuses  into  all  things  its  own  Will, 
And  its  own  pleasures ;  sometimes  with  deep  faith^ 
And  sometimes  with  a  wilful  playfulness, 
Tkat  stealing  pardon  from  our  common  sense 
Smiles,  as  self-scornful,  to  disarm  the  scorn 
For  these  wild  reliques  of  our  childish  Thought, 
That  flit  about,  oft  go,  and  oft  return 
Not  uninvited*    Ah  there  was  a  time. 
When  oft,  amused  by  no  such  subtle  toys 
Of  the  self-watching  Mind,  a  child  at  school, 
With  most  believing  superstitious  wish 
Presageful  have  I  gaz'd  upon  the  bars, 
To  watch  the  stranger  there !  and  oft  belike. 
With  unclosed  lids,  already  have  I  dreamt 
Of  my  sweet  birth-place,  and  the  old  church  tower, 
Whose  bells,  the  poor  man's  only  music,  rang 
From  morn  to  evening,  all  the  hot  fair-day. 
So  sweetly,  that  they  stirr'd  and  haunted  me 
With  a  wild  pleasure,  falling  on  mine  ear. 
Most  like  articulate  sounds  of  things  to  come ! 
So  gaz'd  I,  till  the  soothing  things,  I  dreamt, 
Luird  me  to  sleep,  and  sleep  prolong'd  my  dieams ! 
And  so  I  brooded  all  the  following  morn, 
Aw'd  by  the  stem  preceptor's  face,  mine  eye 
Fix'd  with  mock  study  on  my  swimming  book : 
Save  if  the  door  half-open'd,  and  I  snatch'd 
A  hasty  glance,  and  still  my  heart  leapt  up, 

"H  m  2 
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"for  still  I  hop'd  to  sec  the  stranger's  face. 
Townsman,  or  aunt,  or  sister  more  belov'd, 
i\Iy  playmate  when  we  both  were  clothM  alike ! 

Dear  babe,  that  sleepest  cradled  by  my  side. 
Whose  gentlie  breathings,  heard  inr  this  dead  calm, 
fill  up  the  interspersed  vaoi^Ticies 
And  momentary  pauses  of  the  thought ! 
My  babe  so  be'autifurP !  it  fills  my  heart 
With  teDder  gladness,  thus  to  look  at  tbeei 
And  think,  that  thou  shalt  learn  far  oth^r  k>re^ 
And  in  far  other  scenes !  For  I  was  reared 
in  the  great  city,  pent  'mid  cloisters  dim^ 
And  saw  nought  lovely  but  the  sky  and  stars. 
But  thdtff  my  babel  shall  wander,  like  9.  breezey 
By  lakes  and  sandy  shores,  beneath  the  crag^ 
Of  ancient  mountain,  and  beneath  the  clouds, 
Which  image  in  their  bulk  botk  lakes  aiul  sliores 
And  mountain  crags :  tfo  dlaU^oik  se^  and  hear' 
The  lovely  shapes  and  sounds  ihlelligrbl^ 
Of  that  eternal  language,  which  thy  God 
Utters,  who  from  eternity  doth  teacb 
Himself  in  all,  and  all  thing9  in  himselfS 
Great  universal  Teacher !  he  shall  mould 
Thy  spirft,  and  by  giving  make  it  ask« 

Therefore  M  seasons  shall  be  sweet  to  thee'. 
Whether  the  suBuher  clothe  the  general  earth 
With  gieeimess/  01^  t&e  redbreasts  sit  and  sing 
Betwixt  the  tufts  of  snow  00  the  barebnmch 
Of  mossy  apple-tree,*  wlule  the  nigh  thatch 
Smokes  in  the  sun-thaw:  whether  the  evo-diops  fijl 
Heard  only  in  the  trances  of  the  blast ; 
Or  if  the  secret  ministry  of  frost 
Shall  hang  them  up'  in  silent  icicles. 
Quietly  shining  to  the  ^ct  moon^ 
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PROPOSED  INSGRIPnON 


FOR  THE  MONUMENT  OF  LORD  NELSON, 


TO  BB  ERECTED  IV  Sf.  ?Ayxf9  CAT0EDBAL. 


jEngland,  thy  sons  beneath  this  solemn  dome 
In  mournful  ti^iumph  piFd  thepr  Nelson's  tomb; 
(jrroans  from  assembled  tl>oifsa|[|ds  here  aro^ie^ 
And  a  vrho\e  nation  hymn'd  bim  to  repose. 

FaU'n  on  tbp^e  times,  when  torn  by  Rapine's  lust 
Pale  Europe  wept  bef  honours  in  the  dust^^ 
First  of  the  brave  he  mingled  in  the  strife. 
And  for  his  country^s  freedom  gave  his  life. 

Not  this  his  monument— rthe  seas  that  roll 
From  Nile's  hot  region  to  each  Hiezing  pole, 
The  dread  of  foes  who  crouch'd  ben^th  his  f^weri 
The  tears  of  friends  tha^  grac-d  hi$i  4yiPg  hour. 
Navies  that  flod  ti^e  ter|ror$  of  l^is  fiai^e 
And  nations  sav'd,  the  glorious  chief  proclaim* 

Here  first  the  musing  Briton  shall  aspire 
To  patriot  deeds^  and  emulate  his  fire ; 
The  storm  of  seas  and  battles  wish  to  bravei 
And  catcl^  a  kindred  virtue  from  his  grave. 
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THE   MEETING, 


BT   MR.   P.  OEKT. 


Ah  !  Sutan,  dear  Susan !  again  I  behold  thee. 
Thy  beauties  as  blooming  as  nature  can  fonn ; 

Ah  !  Susan,  dear  Susan !  again  I  enfold  thee. 
Thy  cheeks  still  as  rosy,  thy  lips  stiU  as  warm. 

As  ^hen  erst  in  the  days  of  our  childhood  we  gambol'dy 
And  thought  not  of  love,  though  we  tasted  its  bliss. 

While  as  thro'  the  green  woodlands  together  we  rambled, 
Each  look  was  a  smile,  and  each  word  was  a  kiss. 

And  Susan,  dear  Susan!  art  thou  still  tbe  sane  then? 

The  same  that  in  tioie  days  of  pleasure  I  knew  f 
Ko  longer  be  coxmtmu^  deem'd  but  a  name  iheiiy 

Since  the  heart  of  my  Susan  contiauet  so  true! 

And  didst  thou  despise  all  the  offers  of  splendor  f 
Had  titles  or  wealth  no  enchantment  fbr  diee  f 

And  was  it  to  Lofoe  thou  wouldst  only  surrender f 
And  didst  thou  surrender  to  that^  but  for  me  I 

Affection,  then,  let  the  world  treat  with  derision. 
Let  them  treat  as  ideal  what  they  never  felt. 

Or  let  dreamers  imagine  that  love  is  a  vision. 
Which  Jives  but  the  night  and  with  morning  will  melt. 
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But  no  fancies  like  these  cast  a  gloom  ononr  truth,  love, 
I  fondest  of  .husbands,  thou  fairest  of  wives. 

For  the  sun  that  shone  bright  on  the  dawn  of  our  youth, 
love, 
Will  still  shine  as  bright  on  the  eve  of  our  lives ! 

1\   G. 


DOMESTIC  MUSINGS. 


Chide  not  his  peace»  proud  reason ;  nor  destroy 
The  shadowy  forms  of  uncreated  joy. 
That  urge  the  Ungeriug  tide  of  life,  and  pour 
Spontaneous  slumber  on  Iiis  midnight  ho^. 

CAVPBBLL. 


My  own  beloved !  with  exceeding  hope 

I  do  desire  the  moment,  that  awaits 

Our  tranquil  presence  in  that  rural  home; 

There  did  thine  eye  beam  pleasure,  as  it  rov'd 

Beneath  the  towering  elm-shade,  and  imbibed 

Refreshing  greenness  from  the  grassy  lawn. 

The  stir  and  turmoil  of  the  world  have  weighed 

Heavily  on  ray  spirit:  I  have  sigh'd 

In  solitude ;  have  sighed  to  breathe  the  gale 

Of  freedom  ;  canopied  by  some  green  oak 

While  at  the  shady  hill  crag's  verdant  foot 

Gemm'd  by  the  sun,  the  brooklet  sparkling  playM, 

Tranced  have  I  thrown  my  limbs,  and  seem'd  to  muse, 

The  peiisive  p^ge,  or  meditate  the  )a^» 
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Midst  crowded  haunts  of  artificial  life 

Has  nature  pour'd  her  verdure  on  my  view, 

Her  sunsbiiie  on  my  soul :  has  fancy  wreath'd 

The  cottage*portal  with  her  woodbine  bower. 

And  now  at  length,  the  bliss  of  certain  hope 

Pre3rs  on  my  thought,  like  some  unquiet  thing ; 

Nor  seldom  when  my  realizing  glance 

In  eagerness  of  its  presagings,  darts 

O'er  the  dim  future,  do  I  feel  a  glow 

As  of  pretest! ii'd  joy ;  beholding  hiii) 

In  whom  again  I  live ;  child  of  my  youth 

He  shall  not,  midst  the  smoak  of  cities  draw 

Polluted  breath ;  but  yon  dilated  heaven 

Wrap  every  sense  in  balm :  bis  foot  shall  climb 

I'he  mountain,  and  shall  print  the  ocean-shore ; 

His  ear  shall  drink  the  melodies  of  birds. 

And  flocks  i  of  winds,  and  rills,  anci  whispering  boughs; 

His  eye  shall  gaze  the  sunset's  ruddy  lignt 

And  grow  enamour'd  of  the  gliding  moon ; 

And  thus  to  him  shall  solitude  becomp 

A  season  of  all  pleasantness;  and  tlioughts 

Of  virtue  steal  thro'  beauty  on  his  heart : 

And  be  sb^ll  bear  withhi  himself  a  spell 

1  o  sooth  each  grief  and  every  bliss  refine  ^ 

A  nameless  and  inseparable  cha!rm 

Of  lonely  joy. 

Beloved  !  dear  art  thou  ! 
Yet  for  this  precious  pledge  O  doubly  dear ! 
Hence  do  our  nature's  intricately  blend. 
And  in  each  other  and  in  hini  we  feel 
One  vit4l  impulse ;  nay,  it  seems  wc  feel 
One  consciousness  of  being;  dear  thou  art. 
But  doubly  dear  for  this  thy  pledge  of  love. 

C'HAIILES   A.    ELTON, 
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ADDRESS 

FOR  THE  MAGDALEN  ASYLUM. 


I  B  whose  light  hearts  no  early  cares  have  wrung, 
Th^e  rich,  the  great,  the  happy,  and  the  young ; 
Ye  whom  no  sighs  have  re^ch  4,  no  sorrows  taught 
On  Life's  dark  shades  to  turn  the  sadd^n'd  thought } 
]L<et  Folly  pause ! — ^far  other  sighs  tnan  those 
f  hat  airy  Fiction  feigns  o'er  mimic  woes. 
In  real  Calamity's  severer  name 
Now  plead  for  pity  with  a  truer  claim. 
Let  Youth's  gay  heart  th'  impressive  lesson  learn, 
O'er  fallen  Humanity  to  pause  and  mourn. 
And  heal  with  Mercy's  sympathetic  tear 
Woes,  how  transcendent !  anguish,  bow  severe ! 
No  conscious  pride,  the  solemn  claini  avows. 
For  awful  Virtue  veils  her  blushing  |)fO\vs ! 
No  finer  feeling'^is  elevating  gIo>y 
Sublimes  to  heaven  the  sacredpes^  of  woe  \ 
Above,  around,  the  clouds  of  terror  roll. 
For  Guilt  is  here — the  scorpion  of  the  soul  j— * 
And  shall  no  ray  the  tenfold  night  illume. 
And  pour  the  dicy-spring  on  the  deepening  gloom  i 
To  mortal  hands  is  godlike  power  assign*d 
To  chase  the  agonie^  thftt  rend  the  mind. 
Once  more  redeem  to  virtue's  lost  control. 
And  wash  from  moral  stains  the  tainted  soul ! 
Shall  mortal  hands  th'  exalted  power  res^gr^ 
That  link^  created  aaturc  to  divine  I 


5sa 

Heftven*8  own  prerogative !  the  glorious  boast, 
**  To  seeky  to  shelter,  and  to  save  the  lost.'' 
No !  while  exultant  tears  spontaneous  start. 
Burst  the  warm  accents  from  each  swelling  heart- 
Let  meaner  hopes  in  (JBiding  triumphs  shine 
Be  this  immortal  glory — be  it  mine ! 

EtUnburgk, 


HYMN  TO  HEALT&. 

mOM  THE  GREEK  OF  ARIPHROX. 

IIbaltb,  brightest  visitant  from  Heaven, 

Grant  me  with  thee  to  rest; 
For  the  short  term  by  nature  given 

Be  thou  my  constant  guest : 
For  all  the  pride  that  wealth  bestows. 
The  pleasure  that  from  children  flows, 
Whatever  attends  on  royal  state, 
That  makes  men  covet  to  be  great, 

Whatever  sweets  we  hope  to  find 

In  Love's  delightful  snares, 
Whatever  good  by  heaven  assign^. 

Whatever  pause  from  cares, 
AH  flourish  at  thy  smile  divine. 
The  spring  of  loveliness  is  thine. 
And  every  joy  that  warms  our  hearts 
With  thee  approaches^  and  departs. 
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THE  BATTLE  OF  BAYLEN. 


BT  WILLIAM   CARET,   ESQ. 


RoLLy  Andugar^j  roll  thy  flood, 
Dicdy  pf  oldy  with  Moorish  blood ! 
Swell  thy  tide ! 
Flow  with  pride ! 
How  for  ever  fam'd  in  story : 

Lo !  again  thy  banks  are  spread 
With  our  foes :— 'the  mnquishM  dead 
Weltering  lie  all  pale  and  gory. 

Utnbla  t  saw,  in  strange  affright, 
By  the  moon's  uncertain  light, 
#  In  thy  stream 

Helmets  gleam ; 
Baylen  heard  the  tempest  rattle : 

Horse  to  horse,  and  man  to  man, 
Ere  the  dawn,  the  charge  began. 
To  the  brazen  roar  of  battle. 

*  .4ndugar,  a  winding  river  which  puses  tivoogh  the  city  of 
tiie  same  name,  and  near  to  Baylen. 

t  Umbla,  a  commanding  eminence  ne^f  the  scene  of  action. 
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As  the  wintry  torrent  sweeps 
Pown  Morends  ravaged  steeps  ; 
Rush'd  the  foe, 
To  overthrow, 
Spain  the  bulwarks  of  thy  glory : 
As  old  Calpe  braves  the  flood. 
Our  unshaken  phalanx  stood  s 
Brothers,  sons,  and  fathers  hoary. 

ZempoaUOf  with  the  shock, 
Felt  her  vine-clad  summits  rock, 
Gveva's  vale. 
Hill  and  dale. 
Trembled  with  the  mighty  motion! 
Cruadalquket^s  currant  AM 
Swiftly  from  her  troubled  bed. 
Foaming  like  the  angry  ocean. 

Falchion,  pjke,  and  bayonet, 
Smote,  afi0  pierc'd,  and  clashing  met*    - 
On  the  plain, 
Strew'd  with  slain, 
Charged  with  Fate's  avenging  power, 
Thro'  the  fleeting  shades  of  niaht, 
Flash'd  the  voUi^  blaze  of  light» 
Fell,  like  hail,  the  deadly  shower. 

O'er  groves,  and  fields,  and  mpuntaiiii  blue, 
On  rosy  pii^ops  morning  flew. 
Broad  and  bright 
ptfeafn'd  this  light. 
The  golden  face  of  day  unveiling : 
In  darkness  still  the  conflict  lay ; 
The  dismal  war-field's  giira  array, 
The,  sullen  shade  of  death  copcealing^ 
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Their  whirlwind  rilge,  iiv^  timeU  Mre  fttood^ 
And  stemraM  the  whelming  battle-flood. 
Still  amain, 
O'er  the  plain, 
Roll'd  the  hostile  p^s  ttf  thunder. 
Afar  the  wild  bull  cowering  fled ; 
And  n^dn  and  steed  recoil'd  in  dread  | 
£arth  shook,  and  rifted  rocks  asunder. 

Long  and  bloody  was  the  strife. 
Trumpet,  drum,  and  shrilling  fife. 
Groans  and  cries. 
Pierced  the  fkies ; 
Pealing  Cannon  swellM  the  chorus. 
Raging,  like  a  stream  of  fire. 
Burst  our  old  Iberian  ire. 
Fast  consuming  all  before  us. 

Weep,  ye  hapless  maids  of  Gaul ! 
Weep  your  absent  lovers^  fall ! 
In  despair 
Rend  your  hair ! 
Weep  beside  your  willowy  fountains ! 
Wan,  beneath  the  frowning  sky, 
Gash'd  with  wounds,  they  vanquished  lie, 
On  our  Andalusian  mountains. 

The  wolf,  at  midnight,  laps  their  blood. 
Their  limbs  shtlll  glut  the  eagles  brood ; 
Tyrant !  haste 
'     To  the  feast. 
Erect  thy  crest :  be  bloodier,  bolder ! 

Behold  thy  conquest !  claim  thy  spoil ! 
Thy  heroes  shall  possess  ovr  soil: 
Yes f^there  they  shall  unhuried  mouider. 

1808. 
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SONG  OF  ORPHEUS. 

TRANSLATED  FBOM  THE  GREEK. 


Ob  Kiug  of  Ghosts !  at  Lore's  alarms, 

Behold  a  wretch  his  sorrows  pour : 
Dread  Pluto,  to  these  widow'd  arms 

My  lov'd  Eurydice  restore : 
Hark !  while  I  paint  my  soul's  distress, 

My  harp's  sad  notes  responsive  move. 
Oh  let  your  cruel  heart  confess 

The  power  of  music  and  of  love ! 

From  Afric's  sands  to  Asian  shores 

Mortals  adore  on  bended  knee : 
The  god  of  war  my  aid  implores. 

And  Cupid  steals  now  charms  from  me« 
My  lyre  now  swells  the  trumpet's  note 

Loud  as  the  thunder  from  above ; 
And  now  its  strains  melodious  float. 

And  tell  of  music  and  of  love  ! 

Oh  joy  f  the  monarch  grants  my  prayer, 

Tis  she — I  clasp  her  in  my  arms ! 
Music  revives  my  sleeping  fair, 

And  animates  her  faded  charms. 
Away !  my  lovely  bride  away. 

The  Muses  hail  thee  from  above. 
And  sing  in  jocund  roundelay. 

The  power  of  music  and  of  love. 
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CANZONET 

from  the  ItaUan  rf  Francesco  del  TegUa^  en  a  mnegay 
qfJonqwUf  in  theboimm  of  Us  Mistress* 


€ARB   80AVB    FIOLIA,  &C» 

Flowers  of  tbe  sun,  whose  parent  care 

Your  golden  lustre  has  bestow'd, 
O  say,  did  Cupid  place  you  there, 

To  guard  from  harm  his  lov'd  abode  ? 

If  so,  watch  well  her  gentle  heart ; 

The  approach  of  cold  disdain  dispel; 
Nor  let  soft  pity  e  er  depart 

The  shrine  where  she  delights  to  dwell. 

Beam  forth,  while  in  that  bosom  worn, 

The  brightest  gems  of  all  the  field ; 
Those  which  Aurora's  brows  adorn, 
t    To  your  transcendent  glow  must  yield. 

Nature,  when  she  endow'd  my  fair, 

From  each  gay  flower  some  sweetness  drew ; 

She  gave  to  Sylvia's  waving  hair 

Your  fragrance  and  your  golden  hue. 

Ah  see  !  she  smiles  to  view  your  bloom  ; 

(As  heaves  her  snowy  breast  the  while) 
Waft  grateful  then  your  glad  perfume, 

Blest  flowers !  for  'tis  an  angel's  smile. 
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Reviving  in  her  balniy  breathy 
Sunn%l  by  the  radiance  of  her  eye. 

There  flourish  long,  nor  fear  your  death — 
Such  death  ^tis  even  bliss  to  die. 

Tell  her,  when  other  charms  expire. 
Tour  orient  tints  remain  the  same^ 

And  say,  surviving  life's  last  fir«, 
TUt  thus  Qhaltlive  her  lorer^s  flame. 


V. 


Cttmiims. 


vou  viu  ^  a 
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POETRY. 


EPIC  AND  HEROIC  POEMS. 


9tamdon;  a  Tale  of  Flodden  Field.    By  Walter  Scott ^ 

Esq.     4to.  ,pp.  503. 

It  is  not  often  that  an  autbor,  who  has  gained 
general  a[pplause  in  a  first  attempt,  is  equally  success- 
ful in  a  second.  Mr.  Scott,  however,  continues  his 
poetical  flight  with  an  untired  wing.  Marmion  is  cer- 
tainly, on  the  whole,  not  inferior  to  the  Lay  of  the 
Jjast  Minstrel.  In  some  parts  it  is  superior.  Tha^ 
•the  battle  scene  it  would  be  difficult  to  find  any  thing 
>£ner  in  the  great  body  of  modern  ppeiry.  lnnumera<> 
ble  other  passages  also  are  distinguished  by  energy  and 
beauty.  One  thing  must  be  objected  to  Mr.  >8co^y 
namely,  that  his  hero,  De  Wilton,  is  thrown  com- 
pletely into  the  shade  by  the  superior  splendour  of 
Marmion,  whom,  wicked  as  he'  is,  the  reader  4s  com- 
piled to  admire  for  his  undaunted  spirit^  and  the  p^ 
4^ptic^jierpism  of  his  expiring  moments. 
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The  Exodiadf  a  Poem.    By  the  Authors  of  Caivary  and 
Richard  the  First.     Part  IL     4to.  pp.  201. 

Thk  character,  which,  in  our  last  volume,  we  gave 
of  the  first  part  of  the  Exodiad,  is  strictly  applicable 
to  the  second  part.  It  contains  many  fine  passages ;  it 
proves  the  authors  to  be  men  of  no  mean  talents ;  but 
It  tires  the  reader.  Extracts  from  it  may  be  read  with 
pleasure  more  than  once,  but  we  are  convinced  that 
no  person  will  ever  peruse  over  again  the  whole  of  the 
poem. 

The  Fail  afCamhriay  a  Poem.    By  Joseph  Cottle.    Small 

8vo.  2  vols.  pp.  531. 

Mu.  Cottle,  though  he  cannot  be  ranked  among  the 
great  writers  of  Epic  or  Heroic  poetry,  may  fairly 
placed  in  the  same  class  with  Wilkie  and  Glover <» 
The  Fall  of  Cambria  is  a  poem  which  is  honourable 
to  his  talents.  It  contains  much  fine  and  animated 
sentiment  and  description,  and  the  characters  are  drawn 
with  skill,  and  sustained  with  considerable  effect. 


1      -^    '-■-'      -  -'r'     -  -'^ 


MISCELLANEOUS  POETRY. 

The  Poetical  tVarks  of  the  late  Christopher  Ansteify  Esq. 
Viith  some  Acco^int  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  m 
Author,  by  his  Son^  John  Anjtey.,  Esq.    4tb.  pp.  563. 

Thb  poetical  merits  of  the  late  Mr.  Anst^y  are  IK) 
ivell  kuowu  that  it  is  quite  utwecessaiy  for  m  to  Knifik 


upon  them.  Were  we  to  say  that  he  was  on<e  of  th« 
most  polished  and  most  witty  of  our  writers,  weshoul4 
say  no  more  than  the  truth,  but  we  should  say  nothing 
with  which  every  body  has  not  long  been  acquaintedi. 
This  edition  of  his  works  is  elegant  and  complete,  and 
the  life  is  written  with  much  taste^  neatness  of  style,- 
and  filial  affection. 

The  Pastoral^  or.  Lyric  Muse  of  Scotland:   in  tkref. 
Cantos,     Bjf  Hector  MacneUl^  Esq.    4to.     pp.  68. 

Thb  general  complaint  which  we  hav:e  to  mak^ 
Cigainst  authors  is,  that  they  write  too  much.  But 
our  complaint  against  Mr.  Macneill  is  of  an  opposite 
description;  it  is  that  he  writes  too  little.  By  hi^ 
present  production,  he  has  added  another  leaf  to  his 
poetical  wreath.  The  Pastoral  or  Lyric  Muse  of 
Scotland  is  an  excellent  poem.  The  sentiments  are 
animated,  the  language  is  elegant^  and  the  versifica* 
tion  is  free  and  melodious. 

Blackkeathj  a  Poem  in  five  Cantos;  Lumenq^  or  tht 
Ancient  British  Battle ;  and  various  other  Poems,  m- 
clifdifig  a  Translation  of  the  first  Book  of  the  Jlrgo*> 
nautica  of  C.  Valerius  Flaccus*  Bu  jT.  Nobl^»  4to* 
pp.  383»  '  y  ^ 

Blackhbath  is  a  descriptive  poem  of  high  merit. 
I^e  topics  are  selected  and  arranged  with  judgment, 
and  described  with  picturesque  effect,  in  good  blank 
verse.  Lumena  is  an  animated  compositioHy  and  the 
remaining  poems  are  all  entitled  to  a  respecta,bie  sharf 
of  praise.  The  translation  of  the  first  book  oi  Valerius 
^accus  induces  us  to  wish  th»t  Mr,  No^e.mi^  k^^so* 

H  n  S 
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^onragcd  to  make  Enjglish  readers  acquainted*  with  tht 
i^bole.  He  is  fully  competent  to  Ihe  performance  of 
such  a  task* 

The  Miuftrel;  or,  the  Progress  of  Genius.     In  Qontinu* 
'    at  ion  of  the  Poem  left  ur^nished  by  Dr.  Beattie.     Book 
the  Third.     4to.     pp.31. 

If  the  anonymous  author  of  this  Canto  should  com- 

?lete  his  task*,  there  will  be  little  reason  to  regret  that 
'he  Minstrel  was  left  uniinishcd  by  Dr.  Beattie.  In 
beauty  of  thought  and  language,  in  all  that  constitutes 
the  Poety  we  do  not  think  him  inferior  te  his  Pre- 
decessor.  After  this,  it  is  scarcely  necessary  to  say 
that  we  warmly  recommend  this  cotitinuatioa  of  the 
Idinstrel  to  the  notice  of  out  readers*. 

Poems y  by  Feliiia  Dorothea  Browne,     4lfo.    pp;  111* 

Much  poetry  is  not  to  be  expected  in  poems,  writ- 
ten, as  these  were,  between  the  ages  of  eight  and  thir- 
teen* It  is  sufficient  if  such  productions  give  promise* 
of  something  better  in  future;  that  promise  we  think 
i^  given  by  Miss  Brown's  verses.  They  are  pretty,  and 
not  dieVohd  of  poetical'  ideas.  We  recommend  to  the 
iair  authoress  to  form  her  taste  upon  the  best  models, 
and  to  beware  of  being  too  easily  satis^d  witli  her  own' 
compositions. 

Tie  Remains  of  Henry  Kirke  Whitey  of  Nottinghemf  late 
of  St,  John's  College,  Cambridge :  with  an  Account  ef 
his  Life,  By  Robert  Squthey,.  8vo.  2  vols,  pp* 
661. 

*  To  scorn  delights  and  live  laborious  days,"  for 
fke'purpose  of  ac<^uiring  an  honourabk  fame,  waithr 
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hdUe  rcsplution  of  Kirke  ^yhite  ;  but,  alas !  in  tlie 
bloom  of  his  youthj 

"  Came  the  blind  fury  with  Ae  abhorred  shears^ 
And  slit  the  thin-spun,  life."— 

We  may,  howevet,  justly  add  "  But  not  the  praise  !*' 
The  compositions  of  Kirke  White  will  preserve  his  me- 
mory from  oblivion.  They  give  him  a  legitimate  claim 
to  the  title  of  a  poet.  Had  he  lived,  much  might  havte 
been  expedted  from  his  riiatiired  genius;  The  life,  by 
Mr.  Southey,  cannot  fail  to  obtain  for  its  author  the 
respect  and  affection  of  all  who  read  it.  Nothing  can 
be  more  amiable  than  the  warmth  a,nd  tenderness 
which  Mr,  Southey  displays  in  doing  justice  to  de- 
parted worth. 

PoeniSf  by  Charles  fames,  Author  of  the  Military  Dlc^ 
iionaryy  Regimental  Companion,  8fC.  Sfc:  in  Two 
Volumes,  Third  Edition,  with  Additions,  Svct. 
pp.  550; 

Major  James  seems  to  be  onei  of  the  *^  mob  of 
gtsntlemen  who  write  with  ease."  We  have  somewhere 
il€en  an  old  Epigram,  which  says 

*'  You  write  with  ease,  to  show  your  breedings 
But  easy  writing's  d— -d  hard  reading." 

To  the  justice  of  the  Epigram  we  can  bear  testi- 
mony. We  have  found  the  reading  of  these  volumes  ti 
hard  task.  There  is  in  them  nothing  new^  brilliant^ 
Or  elegant.  All  is  tame  and  tiresome.  It  was  im- 
politic in  the  Author  to  add  to  his  volumes  som^ 
poems  by  the  late  Mr.  Bedingfield.  Those  poeibtf^ 
tnake  his  own  appear  worse  by  cdntrast^       •     -* 

'    Jrn4 
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A  Day  m   Spring,    and  other   Poemt;      Sy   Bichardi 
WeHallf  Esq.  R.  A.    8vo.     pp.  234. 

Genius  itself  frequently  fails  when  it  attempts  to 
shine  at  once  in  various  ways.  Cicero,  tranbcendent 
fts  an  orator,  rendered  himself  ridicitlous  as  a  poet. 
Air.  Westall^  however,  who  holds  an  elevated  rank  as 
a  painter,  will  not  be  despised  as  a  bard.  His  volume 
proves  that  he  can  strike  the  lyre  with  grace  and  ani- 
inatioQk    He  has  a  correct  taste  and  a  poetical  spirit. 

The  Cruize;  a  Poetical  Sketchy  in  eight  Cantos.    By  a 
Naval  Officer,    8vo.    pp.  473* 

This  large  volume  contains,  v(e  imagine,  nearly 
Jftecn  thousand  lines,  among  aM.  which  there  is 
scarcely  a  single  line  which  we  can  caU  poetry.  The 
metre  and  the  rhyme,  are  frequently  detestable.  Yet^ 
in  spite  of  these  faults,  the  volume  is  amusing*.  It  is  a 
minute  and  perfect  picture  of  a  naval  life,  such  as 
could  only  be  drawn  by  a  close  and  ac<ri>rete  observer. 
There  are  some  passages  which  lead  us  to  think  that 
the  author  might  write  belter,  if  he  would  take  greater 
care. 

The  Resurrection^  a  Poem.  By  John  Stewart^  E$q^ 
Author  of  ^  the  Pleasures  of  Love*'  Small  8vo.  ppt 
253. 

1)7  our  last  volume,  we  were  compelled  to  blame  Mr* 
Stewart,  for  imitating  the  brilliant  but  vicious  style  of 
J)r.  Darwin.  We  arc  not  now  under  the  same  neces* 
sity ;  or,  at  least>  we  need  blame  with  little  weveritj^r 
Mr.  Stewart  has  nearly  got  ri4  of  kU  hk.  Darwi^isi^ 
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lieculiarities.  When  we  hare  censured  a  few  awjcwat^ 
or  affected  epithets  and  expressions,  and  a  very  few 
feeble  or  ill-constructed  lines,  we  have  done  all  that 
our  duty  calls  upon  us  to  do  in  the  way  of  censure. 
There  then  remains  only  the  pleasing  task  of  saying 
that  The  Resurrection  is  a  poem  of  more  than  common 
merit,  and  that  we  hope  its  Author  will  pumue  with 
spirit  his  poetical  career. 

The  Pianti,  a  Poem;  Cantos  the  First  and  Second ',  wilt 
Notesy  and  occasional  Poems.  By  WilUam  Tighe^ 
JEsq,    8vo.     pp.  1^6. 

'  In  the  leading  poem  of  this  volume,  there  are  many 
elegant  and  pleasing  passages.  The  language  b  good, 
and  the  blank  verse  is  well  constructed.  We  hope  th^ 
muthor  will  publish  the  concluding  Cantos*  Thm 
Moaller  poems  are  not  unworthy  of  approbatiou* 

JFragmentSf  in  Prose  and  Terse.  By  a  Young  Lai^^ 
lately  deceased^  with  ^orne  Account  of  her  JUfe  and 
Character f  by  the  Author  of  **  Sermons  on  the  Doc^ 
irines  and  Duties  of  Christianity,*'  Third  Edttioitm 
tvo.     pp.  219. 

Miss  E.  Smith,  the  author  of  these  Fragments,  was 
a  female  of  uncommon  talents  and  acquirements.  She 
was  mistress  of  almost  all  the  ancient  and  modern  lan^ 
guages,  and  of  all  the  elegant  arts.  To  crown  the 
whole  she  was  unaffected,  amiable,  and  truly  pious. 
She  died  young,  and  her  death  may  be  considered  as 
a  heavy  loss  to  literature  and  society.  Her  poems, 
which  are  the  only  compositions  in  her  volume  that 
come  under  our   cognisance,  are  written  in  a  purr 


tuste,  and  with  true  poetic  spirit.  Mr*  Bowles,  iU 
some  lines  to  her  memory,  has  justly  observed  that  il 
was  her'sy 

"  To  look  OR  Nature  with  «  PoetV  glancd." 


The  Renovati^m  ofTndiai  ^  Poemj  xoith  the  Profkecy  of 
Ganges,  an  Ode,     Crown  8vo.  pp.  121. 

The  author  of  this  anonymous  volume  raay^  with  a 
just  consciousness  of  his  own  abilities^  exclaim  ''  I, 
too,  am  a  Poet  l"  Why  he  should  conceal  his  name  it 
is  not  easy  to  imagine.  "  The  Renovation  of  India** 
is  in  blank  verse;  not  that  disgusting  sort  which  is 
merely  prose  cut  into  lengths,  but  blank  verse  full  of 
melody  and  spirit.  The  thoughts  and  diction  are  not 
less  happy  than  the  versification.  The  introductory 
Address  and  the  paraphrase  of  the  Latin  Ode,  are  like-* 
wise  honourable  to  ^he  talents  of  the  Author.  These 
poems  were  written  for  the  prizes  offered  by  Dr. 
Buchanan,  of  which  prizes,  however,  no  att^ard  has 
yet  been  made« 

Sidcombe  Hill,  with  other  Rural  Poetnsy  hy  the  Reo* 
Francis  Skurray,  A*  M,  Fellow  of  Lincoln  Collegef 
Oxford.     Crown  8vo.     pp.  153. 

BiDCOMBE  Mill  contains  some  good  thoughts  and 
lines.  As  a  whole,  nevertheless,  it  is  not  above  mtf 
diocrity.  It  wants  vigour,  and  the  verse,  which  is 
blank  verse,  is  not  good.  The  other  poems  are  in 
general  but  indifferent.  Two  or  three  of  them,  how 
«ve(,  may  be  read  with  pleasure* 
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£da^  and  Elgivaf  mtd  Sir  Everard;  fwo  Taks,  tjf  th€ 
Btv.  Robert  Bland.     Small  8vo.     pp.  187. 

These  Talcs  are  the  productions  of  the  Author 
whose  "  Translations  from  the  Greek  Anthology"  wer 
mentionedy  with  great  and  merited  commendation,  iiv 
page.  522  of  our  last  volume^  Mr.  Bland  may  justly 
claim  to  rank  high  among  modern  poets.  To  eminent 
talents  he  unites  taste  and  judgment.  The  I'ales  which 
be  has  now  given  to  the  public  make  us  wish  that  1)« 
had  given  more.  The  interest  of  each  story  is  well 
sustained,  the  language  is  poetical,  and  the  versifica- 
tion has  at  once  a  sweetness,  strength,  and  freedom, 
which  are  not  often  found  in  the  compositions  of 
modern  writers.  Dryden  seems  to  be  Mr.  Bland'ft 
model,  and  the  disciple  is  worthy  of  the  roaster*^ 

PoemSy  sacred  fo  Love  and  Eeaufy,     By  Hugh  Dowtt* 
man,  M.D,     Small  Svo.  2  vols,  pp.330. 

In  these  two  volumes  Dr.  Downman  has  made  aiv 
offering  which  Love  and  Beauty  need  not  disdain  to- 
accept.  His  poems  are  characterised  by  simplicity^ 
elegajace,  tenderness,  and  purity  of  ideas.  They  de- 
serve a  place  in  every  select  collection,  of  amatory 
poetry, 

Toetry  in  Letters,  relative  tO'  Booksy  Men,  and  Manners* 
By  William  Dyason,     Small  Svo.   2  vols.   pp.  375. 

This  is  one  of  the  books  which  make  a  Critic  curse 
kis  occupation.  The  following  are  the  opening  lines  oS 
the  i^rst  volume.} — 
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«*  Tassel,  well  thou  know'st  my  theacf^ 
Letter'd  fancy  lends  the  gleaniy 
In  easy  writiRg  to  rehears 
Tbe  varied  loug  in  pleasing  Terse } 
Be  tbe  mind*s  progresUve  care 
Studious  iu  the  eifort  here, 
'  My  letters  chiefly  written  are» 
To  the  upright,  just,  and  pure.** 

Our  readers  will  readily  believe,  that  the  perusal  of 
these  lines  inspired  us  with  sad  forebodings  of  the  la- 
bour we  should  have  to  encounter,  in  reading  Mr. 
Dyason's  volumes.  Our  worst  fears,  however,  fell 
infinitely  short  of  tbe  reality*  The  lines  we  have  quoted 
ttre  the  best,  far  the  best,  in  the  whole  375  pages* 
There  is  neither  metre,  good  English,  nor  sense  in  Mr* 
Dyason's  poems.  We  can  remember  nothing  like  them, 
except  a  Non  Sequitur,  called  an  Elegy  on  the  battle 
of  Land«^n,  which  is  to  be  found,  we  believe,  in  *^  An 
Essay  towards  a  Theory  of  the  intelligible  World,  by 
Gabriel  John,"  and  which  opens  thus: — - 

'<  O  that  my  lungs  Vrere  made  of  butter'd  pease  I 

And  eke  with  scratching  get  tiie  itch  ; 
To  be  as  mangy  as  the  Irish  seas, 

Ingend'ring  windmills  and  a  melted  witch  I'* 

We  conjecture  that  Mr.  Dyason  formed  his  style 
on  this  model.     It  must  be  confessed  that  his  imitation 

is  perfect.  « 

PotumSy  Elegiac  and  Amatory,  including  the  Fodf  JRtf* 
tnination,'  Ode  to  Cupid^  Venus,  ^c.  By  WiUUal^ 
Dyason,     Small  8vo.     2  vols,  pp*  ^9^. 

**  Misfortunes,''  says  the  old  adage,  '^  never  come 
single."    We  are  almost  convinced  of  the  truth  of  tbii 
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adag^.  N6  sooner  had  we  got  throagli  Mr.  DyasdnVi 
**  Letters"  than  the  Elegiac  and  Amatory  Poems  came 
under  our  view.  They  are  not  worse  than  the  Letters, 
becanse  that  is  impossible;  but  they  are  equally  as 
bad,  and,  having  said  that^  we  need  say  no  more. 

* 

Poems  und  TakSy  by  Miss  Trefwit.    Small  8 vo.  2  vols. 

pp.  366. 

These  poems  possess  great  feeling,  simplicity^  and 
elegance.  Miss  Trefusis  was  a  woman  of  taste,  and  of 
a  polished  mind.  Her  compositions  will  cause  her 
name  to  be  remembered  with  honour ;  but  she  herself 
is  now  deaf  to  the  voice  of  praise ;  she  did  liot  long 
survive  the  publication  Of  her  volumes. 

Lyricj   and  other  Poems.     By  Laura  Sopkia  Tempkm 

Small  8vo.  pp.  145. 

Such  of  our  readers  as  have  not  seen  Miss  Tem* 
pie's  volume,  may,  nevertheless,  form  some  judgment 
of  her  talents  from  the  pieces  which  have  been  printed 
among  our  Fugitive  Poetry;  and  that  judgment,  will 
assuredly,  not  be  an  unfavourable  one*.  To  those  who 
liave  no  knowledge  of  her  compositions,  we  shall  say, 
'  that  Miss  Temple  is  a  writer  much  above  mediocrity. 
She  has  a  cultivated  taste,  a  vivid  fancy,  and  a  cor- 
rect ear. 

The  Fisher  Boy^  a  Poem;  comprising  his  several  4voca* 
tions  during  the  four  Seasons  of  the  Year*  By  H,  C» 
£sq.     Small  8vo.  pp.  Il6. 

We  believe  that  it  woiftd  be  difficult  to  find  a  poem 
of  equal  length  with  a  greater  number  of  lame  lines. 
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jtwicward  expressions,  and  ridiculous  ideas,  tfaai 
the  ***  Fisher  Boy,  by  H.  C.  Esq."  How  does  the 
ireader  like  such  lines  as,  "  For  ye  the  liquid  dropc 
mine  eyes  ensteep ;"  "  His  nimble  fingers  straight  the 
jfwine  doth  glide;"  "  Fortune  will  cross  us  though 
v/e  strive  to  do;"  "The  little  sn^ky  living  aemone;* 
**  Whose  flesh  of  pinkish  h.ue  in  sauce  eats  well ;" 
**  Gin,  rum,  and  brandy,  \i«ith  the  vin  de  port;" 
"  Three  hundred  yards  of  vacuum  'neath  his  feet;* 
•*•  Splices  the  same  incontinent  thereto  ;*'  **  War  brig? 
and  officers  of  the  excise ;"  "  And  for  bis  parent's 
earing  dab  supplies."  We  cannot  resist  the  temptation 
to  gratify  our  readers  with  a  specimen  of  tj;te  Ajuithor'f 
talents  for  <desoriptkon. 

"  Still  onward  stride  the  clouds  of  leaden  tinge*  <      * 
Wbiie  others,  copp'rous  like,  hang  on  as  fringe.'^ 

Tlie  following  is  a  delightful  specimen  of  alliteration 
and  imitative  harmony.  Speaking  of  the  crow,  the 
Author  says, 

**  Its  wings  slow  ^Ajiping  m  ftbe  «iry  height. 

Lounging  lag  jazily  a  ling'ring  weight."  / 

One  discovery  which  Mr.  H.  C.  has  made,  we  think 
t>urselves  bound  to  communicate  to  the  public.  To 
poets,  in  particular,  it  may  be  of  service.  It  is  that 
**  pity  makes  the  empty  stomach  full."  Bad,  how» 
/ever,  as  the  poem  is;  "we  must  in  justice  own  that 
Little  Ned,  the  subject  of  it,  excites  considerable  inter^t, 
^nd  Uial  the  writer  appears  to  be  a  thoroughly  guo<| 
^tured  person,  and  a  hater  of  cruelty,  whether  exgb* 
i^fH  OM  4nan  pr  ou  inferior  ^miil^.  .  - 
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ffome^    A  F^em*     The  second  Edition,    corrected  and 
enlarged.     Small  8vo.  pp.  175, 

This  volume  ought  to  find  a  place  in  the  library  of 
^very  lover  of  Home  and  of  Poetry,  Never  were  the 
Relights  of  Home  celebrated  in  more  delightful  strains.. 
The  descriptive  parts  of  the  poem  are  animated  and 
picturesque,  the  language  is  glowing,  the  sentiments 
gre  elevated,  and  the  versification  has  a  sweetness 
ivhich  cannot  easily  be  surpassed. 

The  Minor  Minstrel ;  or  Foeiicat  Pieces ^  chiefii/  familiar 
and  descriptive*  By  W.  Holloway,  Small  8vo.  pp, 
182. 

Mr.  Holloway's  title  page  and  preface  warn  us 
against  expecting  in  hi^  volume  any  poetical  effusions 
of  a  higher  order.  Most  of  the  pieces  in  his^  Minor 
Minstrel  were  written,  he  says,  for  the  amusement  and 
instruction  of  younger  minds.  They  are  well  calcu- 
lated for  their  intended  purpose*  The  morality  is, 
throughout,  unexceptionable,  the  style  is  simple  an4 
neat,  and  the  versification  is  Qowiug. 

Original  Poems,  intended  for  the  use  of  Young  Persons, 
On  a  plan  recommended  by  the  Reo.  Dr.  Isaac  Watts, 
By  Mrs.  Richardson,  widow  of  the  late  Joseph 
Bichardson,  Esq.  M.  P.     Small  Svo.  pp.  144. 

Tbesb  poems  may,  as  far  as  their  morality  is  con# 
cerned,  be  safely  put  into  the  hands  of  young  persons^ 
1x  is,  however,  to  be  regretted  that  Mrs.  Richardson 
d^  not  polish  them  with  greater  xrare.  The  versifica* 
tSon  of  them  is  frequently  careless,  aad  the  Tan^uagu 
IffMeg^nt, 
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The  'Bumiad;  an  Epiitle  to  a  Laifyy  in  tie  Manner  cf 
Bums,  With  poetic  Miscellmiies^  origindl  and  urnta* 
tive.    By  John  Henry  Kenney^    Small  8vo.  pp.  143. 

**  The  Bur  k  I  ad/'  we  are  sorry  to  say,  is  ftot  "  iq 
ibc  manner  of  Burns,''  except  as  far  as  regards  the  ar* 
rangement  of  syllables  and  rhymes.  The  Author  has 
not  done  wisely  to  put  his  readers  in  mind  erf  Bums. 
His  smaller  poems  a.re  but  so  so  productions*  They 
do  more  credit  to  his  heart  than  his -head. 

The  Siller  Gun.  A  Poem,  in  four  Cantos:  with  Notes, 
and  a  Glossary.  By  John  Mayne,  Author  rf  the 
Poem  of  "  Glasgow.*^    Small  8vo.  pp.  153. 

The  Siller  Gun,  from  which  this  poem  derives  id 
name,  is  a  small  silver  tube^  like  the  barrel  of  a  pistol, 
which  James  the  Sixth  ordained  to  be  given  as  a  prise 
to  the  best  marksman  among  the  corporations  of  J>uhi* 
files.  The  shooting  for  this  prize  is  the  subject  of  tiss 
poem  ;  and  Mr.  Mayne  has  described,  with  great 
apirit  and  humour,  ike  persons  and  cbaractera  of  tha 
competitors,  and  the  variety  of  pleasant  and  ludicrous 
incidents  to  which  the  contest,  and  its  x:onseqt|eiil 
festivities,  naturally  give  rise.  Mr.  Mayiie  «ppeaf8  to 
have  considerable  talents  for  this  soit  of  jsonposifiaib 

The  Pastoral  Care,     A  didactic  Poem^  in  three  Pacts* 
Addressed  to  the  Junior  Clergy,     Small  8vo.  pp*^  I74* 

Jf  we  were  desired  to  i-ecommend  a  woi4  M  ik 
nianual  for  young  ministers,  the  volume  now  1>efoare  m 
is  that  which  we  should  name.  Tb«  minister  who  aeH 
vp  to  its  precepts  will  perform  bis  duty  to  Gad  aUd  la 
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HiaDf  and  will  render  himself  at  once  rsspected  and  be*- 
loved  by  his  flock.  As  a  poem,  too,  it  possesses  higl) 
in«rit«  It  is,  generally,  both  elegant  and  animated* 
Few  readers,  we  believe  and  hope,  could  peruse  it 
without  receiving  pleasure  and  benefit.  A  few  lan- 
guid or  harsh  lines  may,  nevertheless,  be  found; 
which  the  Author,  we  trust,  will  have  an  opportunity 
of  correcting  in  another  edition. 

The  Church   Yatd;    and    other   Poems.      Bif  Gearg€ 
Woodley.    Small  8vo.  pp.  155. 

The  principal  Poem  in  this  collection  is  written 
in '  respectable  blank  verse,  and  contains  many  good 
passages.  Its  moral  tendency  cannot  be  too  highly 
praised.     The  smaller  poems  are  chaste  and  pleasing. 

The  Fisherman  s  Hut^  in  the  Highlands  of  Scotland^ 
With  other  Poems*  By  Alexander  Yeman^  Esq* 
Small  8vo.  pp.  152. 

The  Highlands  of  Scotland  are  cold,  dreary,  and 
sterile;  and  so  far  they  resemble  Mr.  Yeman's  poems« 
They  are,  however,  frequently  picturesque  and  sub- 
lime ;  and  in  this  they  are  entirely  different  from  his 
poems.  With  singi^lar  infelicity,  he  has  written  a 
volume  which  does  not  contain  a  single  good  line. 
To  grammar,  reason,  and  even  rhyme,  he  indulges  a 
most  unwarrantable  hostility.  We  will  treat  our  rea« 
ders  with  a  specimen  of  his  prose,  and  another  of  his 
verse.  "  With  respect,"'  says  he,  in  his  preface,  "  to 
the  mechanism  and  versificatitm  of  it,  (the  poem) 
I  shall  beg  leave  to  wave  aside^  for  the  better  invest!* 
gation,  good  sense,  and  judgment  of  the  candid  and 
favourable  inclined  part  of  the  public^  (if  ev^r  I  havt 
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the  honour  of  meeting  the  public  eye,)" !  Now  fcr 
a  spice  of  his  verse.  After  describing  the  mateiiall 
of  which  the  Fisherman's  Hut  is  built,  he  grammati- 
cally,  melodiously,  and  sublimely,  proceeds  to  tell 
«8,  that, 

"  Conip6s*d  of  tiiete  the  humble  Toanuon  rose* 

^Vbl)se  mean  exterior  told  the  inward  woes ; 

Unknown  to  neighbours^  with  their  sport  and  tale, 

Regales  this  hut}  in  yonder  dreary  vale* 

At  home  sometimes  the  ttire  would  laboiir  hard* 

Or  toils  ai  d  danger  call  him  now  abroad. 

To  plough  the  seas  in  some  lone  trackless  place. 

Circling  around,  he  seeks  the  finny  race***  &c.  &c. 

Xf  the  reader  like  this,  he  may  buy  the  volume  for 
live  shillings,  and  gratify  his  taste  with  152  pages  of 
equal  merit ! 

Eccentric  Tales,  in  Verse.    Bjf  ComeKtfs  Crambo^  Esq^ 

Small  8vo.  pp.  151. 

Cornelius  Crambo,  Esquire,  is  indisputably  a 
fellow  of  infinite  jest  and  humour,  and  we  hope  that 
these  arc  not  the  fast  eccentric  tales  which  he  wilf 
give  to  the  Public.  Those  who  love  laughter  will  do 
welt  to  read  his  volume.  -  Wc  advise  him,  however,  to 
be  rather  more  attentive  to  decorum,  when  he  next 
appears  in  print.  He  has  sometimes  a  larger  share  of 
wit  than  uf  delicacy. 

The  Poor  Man*s  Sabbatky  vith  other  Poem$*  Bjf  JioHm 
Struthers.  Third  Edition,  corrected  and  enlarged. 
Small  8vo.  pp.  127. 

m 

lir  this  volume  a  large  portion  of  piety  is  bappity' 
Vkuded  with  a  Tery  respectable  portioo  of  poetry. 
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Itf f .  Stnithers  is  an  accurate  ol>sefver  of  man  aftd  of 
nature,  and  has  the  talent  of  giving  spirit  and  pic* 
turesque  effect  to  his  description  of  what  he  seefs  and 
feels.  To  his  religious  sentiments  too  much  praise 
cannot  be  gWen* 

Pathetic  TaleSj  Poems^  SfC.  Bv  J,  JB.  Fisher^  Author  of 
the  Hermitage,  Mart  Castle,  SfC.  S^c.  Crown  8vo« 
pp.  155. 

Bt  the  composition  of  these  poems  ttie  author,  in 
bis  preface,  assures  us  that  he  has  beguiled  some  hours 
of  sorrow;  and  he  now  publishes  them,  by  subscrip- 
tion, with  the  hope  of  bettering  his  pecuniary  circum- 
stances We  wish  that  he  may  have  succeeded  as  well 
in  the  latter  purpose  as  in  the  former.  His  verses  are  iti- 
correct,  but  they  are  not  wholly  without  merit.  We 
do  not,  howi?ver,  advise  him  to  leave  any  calling  for 
the  "idle  trade*'  of  poetry.  There  isjn  his  Volume 
One  poem  of  a  very  superior  kind,  which  he  states  to 
bave  been  furnished  by  an  unicnown  friend.  It  is  a4 
£legy  OD  returuing  from  the  funeral  of  Mr.  Fox. 

poems,  upon  several  Subjects.    By  Mrs.  Iliff'*    Small 

8vo.  pp.  147. 

Mrs*  Iliff  lays  no  claim  to  the  rank  of  poetess^, 
^e  declares  that  she  has  published  her  verses  merely 
4bo   obtain   some  assistance  towards    ^'  educating  her . 
children,  during  the  anxious  period  of  a  Fathers  ab- 
sence*^'   We  are  happy  to  see  that  she  has  procured 
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tabscriptions  for  eleven  hundred  copies,  and  has  tkw 
accomplished  her  laudable  object.  Some  of  her  versei 
•re  pretty  ;  none  of  them  are  offensive. 

Gilbert ;  or  the  Young  Carrier^  an  Amatory  Rural  Fih 
em.  In  four  Books^  ornamented  xcith  Plates.  Small 
8vo.  pp.  143. 

Thkke  arc  some  tolerable  passages  in  this,  poem, 
but  they  are  not  sufficiently  numerous  to  preserve  it 
from  a  speedy  oblivion.  The  language  and  versifica- 
tion are  far  below  mediocrity.  Those  friends  whos* 
**  flattering  encomiums'*  induced  the  author  to  publish, 
did  not  do  him  a  service,  when  they  bestowed  their 
flattery. 

•Poems^  htf  Miss  S,  Evanccj  selected  from  her  earSat 
Productions,  to  those  of  the  Pretent  Year.  Small 
8vo.  pp.  131. 

The  Editor  of  these  poems  has  not  slated  the  age  of 
Miss  Evance,  but  we  suppose  that  she  is  young.  Her 
compositions  display  poetical  talent,  which  deserves  to 
be  cultivated.  The  style  is  unaffected,  and  the  versi- 
fication indicates  that  her  ear  is  correct. 

Sorri/ms  of  Memory^  and  9ther  Poems.     By  Henry  Mdr 
motk^    Small  8vo.  pp.  122. 

Mr.  Mslmotii  is,  we  imagine,  a  young  author. 
Jf  he  be  so,  great  hopes  may  be  •  entertaincfdl  of  him* 
His  versification  is  musical  and  spirited,  and  hii  stjie 
is  flow  ing  and  poetical,    i^ikiny  oi  his  amatory  pieces  art 
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«)itremely  elegant.  His  tales,  too,  are  interesting.  It 
is  to  be  regretted  that  the  ^rst  Hues  of  his  opening 
poem  are  spoiled  by  two  grammatical  errors,  which 
are  almost  the  only  errors  of  the  sort  to  be  found  in 
fats  volume. 

The  Rural  Enthusiast^  and  other  Poems.    By  Mrs.  M* 
H,  Hay*    Small  8vo«  pp.  l€8. 

Never  was  a  good  subject  more  wretchedly  mur« 
dered  than  in  the  leading  poem  of  this  volume.  The 
character  and  enjoyments  of  the  Rural  Enthusiast 
would  aflford  ample  room  for  poetry ;  but,  unfortu* 
nately,  Mrs.  Hay  and  the  Muses  are  not  upon  terms 
of  friendship ;  nor,  indeed,  has  she  even  the  slightest 
acquaintance  with  them.  It  is,  therefore,  almost  un- 
necessary for  us  to  say,  that  her  short  poems  are  as 
•dull  as  her  long  one  is. 

Fowling;  a  Poem^  (in  Jive  Boohs  J  descriptive  of  Grouse^ 
Partridge f  Pheasant ^  Woodcock^  Duck,  and  Snijm 
Shooting.    Small  8vo.  pp.  150. 

Ir  the  author  of  this  volume  be  as  good  a  sportsman 
as  he  is  a  writer,  he  roust  be  a  talerable  shot.  His 
poem  is  a  pleasing  composition,  and  will  gratify  even 
those  who  never  have  any  thing  to  do  with  dogs  and 
4guns.  His  delineations  of  picturesque  scenery  are 
Aixawn  with  correctness  and  spirit. 

*  Poems hy  Matilda  Betham.     Small  dvo.     pp,  llff. 

Ik  tiris  volume  there  are  no  faults  of  great 
ona^nitude*      The     authoress     is     somcuiraes    tiogli- 
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gtnty  and  this  is  the  worst  we  hare  to  say*  Her  ttylt 
is  unvitiated  by  any  meretricious  ornament,  and  her 
versification  is  flowing  without  being  tame.  We  have 
been  particularly  pleased  with  the  poem  which  is  en» 
titled  "  l/IIomme  de  TCnnui,"  Several  othen  alM 
liave  nearly  equal  merit. 

The  Sweets  of  SolUude^  and  other  Poems.    By  Thomat 
Burnet.    Small  8vo.  pp.  88. 

Mr.  Bubnet  has  tried  his  hand  at  many  kinds  of 
composition,  and  has  completely  'failed  in  all.  It 
would,  indeed,  be  difficult  to  decide  in  what. style 
he  writes  worst.  We  shall  not  attempt  to  solve  such 
a  knotty  point.  Il  is  but  justice  to  say  that,  in  one 
part  of  his  book,  he  appears  quite  conscious  that  bis 
Muse  is  not  ^' a  Muse  of  lire;"  for  he  pitepv^ly  eii* 
claims, 

"  O  wretched  Bard  !  .thy  fate  is  hard  indeed* 
To  lug  d  Mus0  of  such  a  molish  breed  l'^ 

The  Family  Picture^  or  I>omestic  Education :  a  Poetic 
Epistle  from  a  Country  Gentleman,  to  Ms  CoU^e 
Friend  the  Bishop  ©^••••t«#^     12mo.  pp.  6T* 

This  country  gentleman  is  certainly  not  a  mea» 
Poet.  His  faults  chiefly  consist  in  an  occasioBal  neg* 
ligence  of  style,  and  a  want  of  clearness  aqd  connec- 
tion. These  faults,  however,  arc  more  than  couDtw* 
balanced  by  his  merits.  He  is  pftep  elegant  and 
vigorous,  and  displays  great  powers  of  description. 
The  picture  of  Aspasia  h  dmwQ  wiih  the  pencil  itf  .i» 
inaist^rf 
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Todicai  TdeSf  founded  on  Facts.     By    M.  Sacory% 

Small  8vo.  pp.  148. 

There  is  much  incorrectness  in  these   tales,    and 

ihey  hnre  likewise  many  prosaic  and  hobbling  lines,' 

.but*  still   we   think   the  author,   (who  pleads  youth 

'  and   defective  education,)    is   not   wholly   devoid   of 

talents  for  poetry.     Some  of  the  tales  contain  pleasing 

passages,  and  are  not  uninteresting^ 

England  and  Spain;   or  Valour  and  Patriotism*    By 
Felicia  Dorothea  Browne,    4to.  pp.  28. 

Ow  comparing  this  poem  with  the  poern^  in  Miss 
Browne's  volume,  we  find  that  she  has  considerably 
improved.  Her  versification  is  polished,  and  her  Ian* 
guage  is  generally  poetical.  If  she  should  continue  to 
improve  as  much  as  she  has  done,  we  may  expect 
works  from  her,  which  will  deserve  to  be  remembered. 

The  Book  of  Fate  f  an  Ode;  with  Notes,  critical  and 
Political.    By  Philo  BrUannicus»    4lo.  pp.  24. 

In  this  Book  of  Fate  we  can  plainly  read  one  thing, 
irhich  is,  that  the  Author  is  a  pitiful  sciibbler ;  and  we 
will  venture  so  far  to  pry  into  another  Book  of  Fate, 
as  to  predict  that  Philo  Britannicus's  production  will 
inevitably  be  consigned  to  the  Trunk  maker,  or  th« 
Cheesemonger,  or  perhaps  be  disposed  of  in  a  still 
more  disgraceful  manner.  It  has  no  reason,  and  not 
always  rhynie* 
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Tie  Shipwreck  of  St.  Paul,     A  Seatoman  Prize  Poem* 
By  the  Rev,  Charles  James  Hoarey  A.  M.    Feliim  of 
St,  John's  College,  Cambridge^  and  Vicar  of  B!and* 
ford  Fffrum,  in  the  County  rf  Dorset.    4to.  pp.  18. 

This  is  one  of  the  most  spirited  poems  to  whichi 
lor  mauy  years,  the  Seatonian  priee  has  given  birth. 
The  language  is  poetical,  and  the  dtsciiptious  are  fre* 
quently  picturesque  and  animated.  The  versification 
is  smooth,  and,  at  times,  vigorous :  but  it  wants  va- 
riety. The  caesural  pause  frequently  falls  on  the  same 
syllable  for  several  succeeding  lines,  which  occasiopi 
an  unpleasant  monotony, 

t  ... 

The  Senses:  an  Ode ;  in  the  Manner  of  Collinses  Ode  on  the 

Pasdonsn    4to.  pp.  15* 

TnotTGH  the  Author  of  The  Senses  follows  Collins 
•t  a  great  distance,  he  is  by  qo  means  a  writer  of 
contemptible  abilities.  There  is  spirit,  and  animated 
description,  and  good  versification,  in  his  Ode;  and 
this  is  more  than  we  can  say  of  a  large  majori^  of 
the  poems  which  we  are  compelled  to  re^d* 

Kathleen  ;  a  Ballad :  from  an  ancient  Irish  Tradiiion  m 
the  Valley  of  Gkndilough,  County  of  Wickhw.  By 
John  Edwards f  Esq.  of  Oldcourt^  in  the  same  Cwady^ 

4to,  pp.  20.      ' 

« 

This  is  a  simple  but  interesting  story,  told  id  v«n^ 
which  is  generally  smooth.  The  words  are  adapted. Itf 
an  old  Irish  air,  known  by  the  English  name  of  "Pas( 
One  o'clock."    The  notes  of  the  w  are  {iirefij;ed.lia> 

the  balladf  ^  /  "• 
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SATIRE. 

Corruption  and  Intolerance:  two  Poems.  With  Notes, 
Addressed  to  cm' Englishman  by  an  Irishman.  8 vol 
pp.  74. 

These  poeras  arc  well  calculated  to  make  the 
critic  exclaim,  in  the  words  of  Miitou,  ^*  That  strain 
I  heard  was  of  a  higher  mood."  They  are  the  produc- 
tions of  a  writer  hitherto  known  only  as  one  of  the 
most  elegant  of  our  amatory  poets.  Their  author  is 
Thomas  Moore ;  and  they  give  convincing  proof  of  his 
talents  for  satirical  composition.  They  are,  in  no 
common  degree,  severe  and  animated*  The  notes 
abound  with  wit. 

The  Simpiicifid:  «  SaiiricO'Didactic  Poem^  Containing 
Hints  for  the  Scholars  of  the  New  Schoel^  suggested 
by  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry^  and  improved  by  a  CSe^A- 
ttmplation  of  the  Works  of  the  first  Masters*  Small 
•vo.  pp.  51# 

Whoever  is  the  author  of  this  poero,  he  is  cer- 
tainly a  poet.  If  this  he  his  first  production  we  are 
much  mistaken.     He  writes  with  wit,  and  ease,  and 

Cce,  and  spirit.  To  the  rare  virtue  of  candour  he 
likewise  an  indisputable  plafim.  His  satire,  though' 
^een,  is  free  from  the  slightest  tincture  of  abuse  or  yl" 
rulence,  and  he  pays  a  liberal  testimony  ^o  the  genius . 
of  those  poets  whose  ofiRinsive  peculiarities  he  is  com* 
pcUed  to  censure* 
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Punuits  of  Agriculture;  a  Satirical  Poem,  in  three 
Cantos.  With  Notes*  8vo.  Cautos  I.  and  II.  pp^ 
124. 

Thb  author  of  this  poem  is  a  man  of  wit  and  po- 
.•tical  talent.  He  lashes  several  agricultural  fdlliei 
with  equal  seventy  and  justice.  Like  roost  satirists, 
however,  he  sometimes  (though  it  must  be  owned  not 
often,)  carries  his  severity  too  far,  and  lashes  indis- 
eriminately  the  good  and  the  bad.  We  heartily  re- 
commend his  poem  to  the  perusal  of  our  readers ;  be- 
ing perfectly  sure  that  they  will  be  amply  repaid  for 
their  trouble.  ^ 

An  Heroic  -Epistle  to  Mr,  Winsor^  the  Patentee  of  th 
Hydro-Carhonis  Gas  Lights,  and  Founder  of  the  Nu" 
iional  Light  and  Heat  Company.    4to.  pp.  ip. 

M'HATEVEft  justice  there  may  be  in  this  attack  upon 
Mr.  Winsor,  there  is,  at  least,  an  abundance  of  wit» 
Among  Heroic  Epistles  this  deserves  to  hold  an  emi- 
Tient  place.  \Vc  have  not,  for  a  long  time,  seen  any 
thing  more  animated  and  wit^y ;  and  we  believe  thfre 
ere  few  persons,  except  the  object  of  its  satire^  who 
will  not  be  gratified  by  the  perusal  of  it, 

JMtleOdes  to  Great  Folks ;  with  a  DedieMiory  Ditky^ 

-  rambic  to  Sir  ^R-ch^rd  Ph-.U^,  Knight;    By  PMar 

Minimns,     With  Notes,  Critical  and  Explanotoryy  if 

Sextvs  Scriblems,     With  a  Frosttupiece,    ^&v«w  pp* 

107. 

.  TiiExiE  is  some  humour  in  these  little  ojes,  andin 
|he  notes  annexed  to  them,  and  th^se  w^  wii^.to 
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«ajoy  a  laughy  without  caring  much  about  the  goodf> 
ness  of  the  poetry,  may  find  entertainment  in  uem. 
They  are  squibs,  and  nothing  more. 

The  Congress  of  Crowned  Heads ;  or  the  Flea's  Turtle" 
Feast 9  and  the  louse's  Dress^BalL  A  Satirical  Poem* 
8vo.  pp.  22. 

This  poem  is  what  the  author  describes  it  to  be,  a 
mere  trifle*  It  is,  however,  a  pleasant  trifle  enough* 
There  is  some  humour  in  it,  and  the  versification  is 
tolerably  flowing.  Napoleon  and  his  numerous  rela- 
tives are  the  objects  of  the  satire. 


EEPUBUCATIONS    OF    ANCIENT    ENGLISH 

POETRY. 

Jte  Battle  of  Flodden  Field;  a  Poem  of  the  sixteenth 
Century.  With  the  various  Readings  of  the  different 
Copies;  historical  Notes ;  a  Glossary y  and  Mn  Jppen^ 
diXy  containing  ancient  PoemSy  and  historical  Matterf 
relating  to  the  same  Events  By  Henry  Weber,  ,8vo# 
pp.  389. 

This  poem  was  published,  almost  forty  years  ago, 
by  the  Rev.  R.  Larat>e,  frotn  an  incorrect  and  compara- 
tively modern  MS.  It  is  nr>w  reprinted  from  an  old 
edition.  As  poetry,  it  can  boast  of  little  merit.  It  it 
furious,  however,  as  preserving  many  facts  which  are 
jiot  elsewhere  to  be  found.  Mr.  Weber  has  performed 
Iht  twk  ^  Editor  in  a  satisfactory  manner.. 
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Scottish  Historical  and  Romaniic  Ballads,  chieffy 

with  explanatory  Notes^  and  a  Glm^ary.  To  whkh 
are  pr^ixed^  Some  Remarks  on  the  early  State  rf  12o* 
mantic  Composition  in  Scotland*  By  Join  tinlay* 
Crown  8vo.    2  vols.  pp.  419. 

The  majority  of  the  ballads  contained  in  these  vo- 
lumes had  been  previously  published.  They  are  now, 
however,  printed  with  greater  correctness  than  in  any 
former  work.  Much  care  has  been  bestowed  by  the 
Editor  in  procuring  and  collating  different  copies  of 
the  same  coniposition.  The  prefixed  remarks  display 
taste,  and  knowledge  of  the  subject* 

Specimens  of  English  Dramatic  PoetSf  who  lived  ahout 
the  Time  of'  Shakspeare :  with  Notes.  By  Charles 
Lamb.    Crown  bvo.     pp.  484. 

To  form  a  collection  of  the  works  of  our  ancient 
dramatic  writers  is  at  once  a  didicult  and  an  expensive 
task,  for  which  comparatively  few  persons  have  either 
money  or  patience.  To  those  who  are  deficient  m^ 
either  of  these  articles,  Mr.  Lamb's  volume  will  be^ 
an  acceptable  work.  1  le  has  made  his  selection  with 
much  taste  and  judgment.  As  to  his  notes  we  are 
concerned  to  say  that^  thoygh  they  are  frequently  per* 
tiuent^  they  are  written  in  a  stiff  and  unpleasant  style* 


TRANSLATIONS. 


A  New  Version  of  the  Psalms,  in  Blank  Verse.     With  4' 
Latin  Version  of  the  Eighth  Psalm  in  Alcaic  Versc^ 
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By  the  Rew.  Thonuu  Dennis^  Curate  of  Hastemirep 
fSurry.     l2mo.  pp,  269. 

To  this  translation  we  cannot  give  any  share  of 
praise,  consistently  with  our  duty.  It  is  in  blank 
verse  what  the  version  of  Sternhold  and  Hopkins  is  in 
rhyme.  Having  said  this  we  need  say  nothing  more* 
We  regret  that  Mr.  Dennis  did  not  chuse  rhyme  in- 
stead of  blank  verse^  as  two  siirall  rhymed  poems  at  the 
end  of  the  volume,  which  are  not  without  merit,  in- 
duce us  to  believe  that  he  would  have  succeeded  much 
better  in  the  Psalms,  had  he  not  adopted  blank  verse* 

Specimen  of  an  English  Homer y  in  Blank  Verse,    8vo« 

pp.  30. 

There  is  no  reason  for  regret,  that  the  present 
translator  does  not  intend  to  proceed  with  his  transla* 
tion  of  Homer.  We  have  found  his  specimen  quite 
enough.  It  is  more  than  commonly  rugged  and  un- 
poetical.  To  read  the  whole  of  Homer  in  such  a 
translation  would  be  a  task  indeed. 

% 

The  Georgics  of  Publius  Virgilius  Maro^  translated  into 
English  Blank  Verse^  by  James  R,  Deare^  LL.B.  Vicar 
of  Bures  in  the  County  of  Suffolk^  and  Chaplain  i» 
Ordinary  to  his  Majtsty,    8vo.     pp.  157- 

This  translation  does  not  appear  likely  to  supersede 
any  of  its  predecessors.  It  generally  gives  the  sense, 
but  seldom,  if  ever,  the  grace  and  spirit  of  the 
original.  Nothing,  indeed,  can  be  n)ore  harsh,  forced^t 
^nd  unpoetical|  than  Mr.  Dearc's  styl^.     The  versiiica* 
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tiofi  also,  is  singularly  unmusical.  What  ear  cfln  Uit* 
rate  such  ten  syllable  lines  as  **  Tojise  thyself  to  in* 
Tocation ;"  "  The  balmy  stream  of  vege^tion ;"  and 
others  of  the  same  sort,  where  the  unfortunate  last 
word  is  stretched  on  the  rack  to  make  it  furnish  the 
needful  number  of  syllables  ?  This  reminds  us  of  Dr« 
Case's  celebrated  distich, 

*'  Here*s  fourteen  pills,  for  thirteen  penoe ! 
Enough  in  any  man*!  coa-sci-ence.** 

In  other  in*^tances,  Mr.  Deare  errs  .on  the  side  of 
redundancy;  and  gives  us  eleven  syllable  verses  of 
which  it  is  impossible  to  make  metre.  He  sometimes 
even  uses  Alexandrines,  which,  as  he  ought  to  kDOW# 
are  not  admissible  in  blank  verse. 

A  Tratuiation  of  The  Georgics  of  PuhUus.  VirgUm 
MarOf  with  the  Original  Text ;  and  Notes  criticalf 
and  illustrative  of  Ancient  and  Modem  Husbandry* 
By  IViUiam  Stawelly  A,  M.  Rector  of  Kilmaboda^  wt 
the  Diocese  of  Cork.     Crown  8vo.  pp.  503. 

Tuis  translation  is  in  rhyme*  The  translator  mo« 
destly  declares  that  his  version  should  never  have  seeft 
the  lighty  if  Mr.  Sotheby's  version  had  be^n  accom- 
panied  by  notes.  Though  not  equal  to  Mr.  Sotheby's^ 
it  is,  however,  a  production  which  does  credit  to  Mr. 
Stawell.  Many  passages  are  rendered  with  ease, 
spirit,  and  fidelity.  The  notes  occupy  nearly  half  the 
volume,  and  are  both  amusing  and  instructive. 

The  two  First  Books  of  Ovid^s  Metamorphoses  ;  aHempied 
M  EngUsk  Verse.    By  W*  Mills,  late  a  SckokfTf 
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nn    Assistant i     in    Buntingford    Orammar    Schooti 
Crown  8vo«  pp,  115. 

If  this  were  the  production  of  a  full  grown  author, 
we  should  advise  him  not  to  publish  aj^ain.  But  ft  is, 
on  the  contrary,  the  work  of  a  youth  only  twenty, 
was  completed  in  a  short  period,  and  under  some  dis« 
advantageous  circumstances,  and  is  published  with  the 
motive  of  ascertaining  **  whether, the  translator  may 
be  likely  to  employ  himself  usefully  and  successfully, 
as  he  advances  in  age  and  experience,  on  the  Latin 
and  Greek  poets."  We,  therefore,  say  *'  Go  on." 
There  is  quite  merit  enough  in  the  version  to  authorize 
our  hoping  that  Mr.  Mills  will,  in  time,  translate 
with  more  spirit  and  grace. 

The  Satires  of  Juvenal:  translated  and  iltusf rated.  By 
Francis  Hodgson^  A,  M.  Fellow  of  Kings  College 
Cambridge*    4to*  pp.  6iU 

TfiAT  two  excellent  translations  of  Juvenal  should 
be.  published  within  five  years  was  more  than  could  rea* 
tonably  be  expected.  Such  has,  however,  been  the 
case.  Mr.  Hodgson  has  entered  the  lists  of  transla- 
tion with  Mr.  Gifford,  and  has  proved  himself  lairiy 
entitled  to  divide  the  prize  with  his  formidable  rival. 
His  version  is  faithful,  elegant,  and  highly  spirited, 
and  will,  doubtless,  be  always  considered  as  one  of 
the  best  versions  of  the  Romon  satirist* 

Latin  and  Italian  Poems  of  Milton^  translated  into 
English  Verse ;  and  a  Fragment  of' a  Cti?nmcntar^  on 
Paradise  Lost,     By  the  late  William  Coxvper,  Esq, 
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With  a  Prefect  hy  the  Editor;  and  Notes  of  tariou 
Authors.    4to.    pp.  3  J5. 

To  say  that  Cowper  has  done  justice  to  hfe  gHAi 
original  is  no  weak  praise ;  but  to  that  praise  he  is  an* 
doubtedly  entitled.  He  has  translated  both  the  Latin 
and  the  Italian  poems  %ith.a  grace,  and  spirit,  and 
fidelity,  such  as  are  not  often  found  in  translations. 
The  fragment  of  a  commentary  compeb  us  to  regret 
that  it  is  nothing  more  than  a  fragment. 

Petrarch  Translated;  in  a  Selection  of  his  Sonnets^  and 
Odes;  accompanied  with  Notes,  and  the  original  JtaUan; 
also  xiith  the  Head  of  Petrarch  frtrnt  an  antique  Bronze; 
by  the  Translator  of  Catullus.    8vo.  pp.  2o8« 

This  volume  is  the  production  of  a  writer  of  taste 
and  talent.  The  translation  is,  in  general,  well  ex- 
ecuted, and  the  notes  are  not,  as  is  often  the  case, 
mere  appendages  to  increase  the  size  of  the  book. 

Partenopex  de  Blois,  a  Romance^  in  four  Cantos.  Freefy 
translated  from  the  Trench  of  M,  k  Grand;  with 
Notes.    By  WUliam  Stewart  Rose.    4to,  pp.225.' 

A  MORS  pleasing  romance  than  Partenopex  de  Bloii 
was  never  listened  to,  by  knight  or  dame,  in  bower  or 
hall  Mr.  Stewart  has  done  more  than  justice  to  hii 
original.  The  story  excites,  and  keeps  up,  a  strpng 
interest;  the  descriptive  parts  are  eminently  beautiful; 
and  the  versification  has  a  freedom  and  melody  which, 
prove  Mr.  Stewart  to  possess  a  musical  ear«  and  a  high 
degree  of  skill* 
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*  .    '    " 

.Tie  Satires  of  Boileauf  translated;  ioith  some  Accotmf 
of  that  Poet's  Life  and  Writings.     8vo«  pp^  331. 

Many  passages  of  this  translation  are  executed 
,both  with  fidelity  and  spirit*  Others  are  sp  miserably 
done  that  they  will  nut  bear  reading.  There  is  s^till 
abundant  room  for  another  translator  of  Boileao.  It 
Is  astonishing  that  a  translator,  like  the  ont  under  re* 
^ew,  who  can  write  good  vierse,  should  hare  been  wb 
InftttentiTe  to  metre^  as  he  has  often  been* 


DRAMA. 

UNACTED  PLAYS, 


Xle  Test  of  Ghdlt ;  or  Traits  of  Antient  Superstitioat 
A  Dramatic  Tale.  By  the  late  Mr.  Joseph  Strxitt^ 
Author  of  the  Royal  and  Ecclesiastical  History  of 
England ;  Horda  Angel-Cynnan,  or  Manners  and  Cue* 
toms  of  the  English;  Spc.  8fC.  SfC.  SfC*  4to.  pp.  lip. 
In  the  same  Volume^  The  Bumpkin* s  Disaster ;  or  /t 
Journey  to  London :  containing  the  Whimsical  Adven* 
tures  of  Ploughshare  and  Clodpoll ;  incidental  to  which 
stre  described,  a  Consultation  of  the  Fairies  ;  including 
edso  the  Legendary  History  of  Waif  ham  Cross.  A 
Collection  of  Fragments.  By  the  late  Mr.  Joseph. 
Strutt,  pp.  55. 

Tbs  Test  of  Guilt  is  a  composition  which  scarcely 
^Ues  to  mediocrity.  The  same  may  be  said  of  tlie 
Fragments.     They!  show  their  author  to  have  been 
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s  man  of  an  elegant  mind,  and  consequently  ndt  i 
mere  dry  antiquary;  but  they  do  not  entitle  him  to 
a  place  among  the  poetical  brotherhood. 

Mudcal  DranuUf  with  Select  PoemSf  and  Ballads*    Bf 
John  Rannie.    Crown  8vo.  pp.  291* 

These  dramas  possess  a  respectable  share  of  roeriti 
jind  are  not,  we  think,  unworthy  of  being  introduced 
upon  the  stage*  We  are  sure  that  worse  musical 
jpieces  have  not  only  been  tolerated,  but  applauded* 
The  songs  scattered  through  them  are  often  elegaot 
and  poetical,  which  is  more  than  truth  will  allow  us 
to  say  of  the  majority  of  modem  son^.  The  poemsi 
which  fill  the  remainder  of  the  volumei  are  above  me* 
diocrity. 

Tie  Dramatic  Appellant^  No.  J.  Containing  The  Batwi 
of  Elbenbergh :  a  Tragedy  ^  in  Jive  Acts :  by  Ferdmand 
rullarton  H^estony  Esq,  Albert  and  Rosalie,  or  tk 
Fire  King:  a  Grand  MeUhDrama^  in  three  Ach, 
The  Wager :  a  Musical  Entertainment,  in  two  Acts, 
fVHUam  Tell:  a  Tragedy^  in  Jive  Acts.  By  Evgam 
Roche,  Esq.    8vo.  pp.  243. 

This  work  may  be  entitled  an  Asylum  for  rejected 
Dramas.  The  two  tragedies  contain  some  good  pas- 
sages, and  striking  situations,  but  are  certainly  not 
calculated  for  the  stage.  The  Melo  Drama  is  an  .in* 
different  composition,  and  the  Musical  entertainmeot 
has  no  merit  of  any  kind  to  recommend  it  to  notice* 

Solyman.    A  Tragedy,    In  Jive  Acts,     8vo.  pp.  ^. 

There  are  many  worse  tragedies  than  Soiyman 
which  have  been  well  received  by  the  public*    Tb# 
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filot  18  well  contrived,  the  characters  are  drawn  widi 
tolerable  spirit,  and  the  language  is  not  unpoetical. 

Mradatas  and  Panthea  ;  a  Tragedy^  in  Jive  Acts :  from 
ihe  Cyropasdia  of  Xenophon,  oy  John  Edwards^  of 
Old  Court  in  the  County  <f  Wicklaw,  Esq.     8vo.  pp. 

This  piece  was  written  nineteen  years  ago,  printed 
in  the  year  1803,  and  withheld  from  publication  till 
the  present  year.  It  has  few  gvo^  faults,  and  few 
striking  beauties.  Some  passages,  however,  justify  & 
belief  that  the  Author  is  not  without  poetical  talent* 

Tkt  Tatt  of  Portugal;  or.  The  Royal  Exiles.    A  Tra* 
gedy^jn five  Acts.     8vo.  pp.  69* 

This  tragedy  is  a  truly  miserable  composition.  It 
lias  neither  plot,,  character,  seutiment,  nor  language, 
to .  recommend  it.  We  have  not  been  able  to  £iud  a 
single  line,  which  is  worthy  of  praise. 

The.  Guardians  ;  or  the  Man  of  my  Choice.    A  Comedy f 

in  five  Acts.     8vo*  pp.  100* 

s  'Trc  writer  of  this  play  seems  to  have  been  desirous 
to- emulate  the  celebrated  Lope  de  Vega  in  rapidity  of 
composition^  He  tells  us  in  his  preface,  that  the 
Q-uardians  was  written  "  in  five  days."  The  comedy 
is  such  as  might  be  expected  from  such  unwise  haste* 

Jt  is,  in  all  respects,  a  very  imperfect  piece.  We  thinks 
owever,  that  the  author  is  not  without  talent ;  but  w« 
Seriously  advise  him  never  to  write  another  drama  in  to 
tkoxi  a  time  as  five  days. 

pp3 
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Anfigtut^f  a  Faru,  in  two  Jets.     8vo.  pp.  4$«. 

Tnis  farce  is  written  by  a  very  young  man,  and  tlierf 
-is,  therefore,  sortie  allowance  to  be  maoe  for  its  ^lefedk 
Thougb  it  is  eertarnly  not  caknlateil  for  tbe^stage,  and 
•H  n»t  v»ry  amvsing  in  the  perusa),  yetic  has  good  points 
enough  to  induce  U9  to  hope  that  ks  autbof  witlf  ^ 
betWr  in  time* 

ACTEt>  PLAtS, 

Tht  Wotfdt  n  Comedy^  in  fite  Jds.  Ab  perfofrntd  a^ 
tke.  Theatre  Royaly  Drary  Lane,  By  James  Ketmtj^ 
Esq,  8yo.  pp,  §^» 

This  is  a  legitimate  comedy;  not  one  of  those  fire 
act  farces,  which  modern  coitrtesy  allowd  to  Msume  the 
name  of  comedy.  It  has  no  whiniag  sentiment,  no  con* 
teroptib)^  clap-trapf,.  to  catch^  a  contemptible  applaosfi 
The  plot  is  simple,  but  well  imargined  ;  the  dialogue  il 
chaste  and  pointed ;  and  the  characters,  particularly 
those  of  Cheyiot  and  Echo,  are  drawn  wUh  tli^.  s]^ 
and  discrimination  of  a  master. 

Begone  DvU  Care;,  a  Comedy,  in  five  AeH.  A»  ferf^nfut 
at  the  Theatre  Royal^  Cordis  Gaftdem^  By  IW^Mi 
Reynoidsk     Svo  pp.  6.5. 

,  '^  Beoohs  dull  Care,"  though  not  one  of  the  bert- 
of  modern  comedies,  is  by  no  means  one  of  the  wers^ 
It;  is  full  of  incident,  and  keeps  attention  alivCr  Perfaapl 
some  alteration  for  the  better  might  be  made  in  tto 
mantier  of  winding'up  the  piece.  The  dialogue  U,  i4 
general,  sprightly  and  pleasant. 
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J^hfi  School  for  Juihftrs :  a  Comedy  ^  in  three  Acts.    As 

[     performed  at  the  Theatre  BayaLy  Haymarket^  by  their 

Majesty's  Servants  ^  from  the   Theatre  Roy  at  ^  Coveid 

Garden,     By  the  late  John  TohUiy  Esq.  Author  of  the 

^     Honey  Moon^  S^c,  SfC,     8vo»  pp.  45. 

Iir  this  comedy,    as   iu   Mr.  Tobin's  otker  pieces, 
there  is  much  that  is  borrowed^     Such,  however,  was 
•the  genius  of  Tobiu  that  whatever   he   borrowed    he 
made  his  owd,  by  the  manner  in  which  he  applied  ft. 
The  School  for  Authors  reminds  us  of  two  <or  three 
4ramas  by  writers  of  note.     But,  at  the  same  time,  it 
contaius  a  very  large  portion  of  original  matter.     It  is^ 
indeed,  a  drama  ot  high  merit.     The  dialogue  is  ele. 
jl^nt,  and  spirited,  and  abounds  with  flashes  of  genuine 
wit.     If  the  School  for  Authors  do  not  become  a  stock 
piece,  we  shall  be  tempted  to  think  vety  badly  of  the 
taste  of  the  Managers  and  the  Public. 

The  Wanderer  ;  or^  the  Rights  of  Hospitality  ;  a  Drafna, 
in  three  Acts,  As  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royals 
Covent  Garden*  Altered  from  the  Gernuui  of  Aug^us 
Von  KotzebuCf  by  Charles  Kemble,    8vo.  pp.  64. 

Tqb  literary  merits  of  this  drama  ai^  but  trifling. 
The  style  of  it  is  flat,  and  the  se;iti^ent&  ar^e  commou 
place.  Oi  character  it  has  little  or  nothing  to  boast, 
xet  it  is  Qot  uuiotenestiug.  The  (critical  situation,  i^ 
.which  the  hero  is  placed  excites  a  powerful  i^itercst, 
and  the  author  has  aoewo^iMisiderable  skill  io  pixxiuqing 
ftiage  cfecu 

Mais :  or  Love  in  the  Deserts.    An  Opera,  in  four  Acts  ; 
as  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drmy  Lane.    IVUi 
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a  fro  Words  hv  Way  of  Preface.  By  /.  JBnmia*, 
Esq,  Author  of  Fragments  in  the  Manner  of  Stemt^ 
4*c.  8vo,  pp.  83. 

Whether,  in  a  pecuniary  point  of  view,  Kaii 
answered  Mr.  Brandon's  expectations,  we  know  not 
It  is  to  be  hoped  that  it  did ;  for  he  has  nothing  to 
expect  from  it  on  the  score  of  reputation.  We  never 
perused  a  more  unattractive  drama.  It  has  neither 
character,  nor  contrivance,  nor  wit,  nor  elegance  of 
dialogue.  In  his  **  few  Words  by  Way  of  Preface," 
Mr.  Brandon  has  poured  forth  a  torrent  of  abase 
against  the  critics  who  dared  to  dislike  his  production, 
He  will  do  well,  in  future,  to  repress  his  anger^  whid 
can  have  no  other  effect  than  to  make  him  ridiculoos. 
If  he  mean  to  quarrel  with  all  those  who  think  his  play 
a  bad  one,  we  suspect  that  he  will  have  quit^  work 
enough  on  his  hands. 

The  Jew  of  Mogadorcy  a  Comic* Opera^  in  three  AcU* 
By  mciard  Camberkmdy  Esj.     8 vo»  pp.  J6. 

Thkks  is  not  much  of  novelty  iu  the  characters  or 
incidents  of  this  opera.  It  is,  however,  not  an  an* 
pleasing  piece.  The  dialogue  is  neatly  writteoi  aivl 
the  songs  are  elegit, 

Ttoo  Faces  under  a  Hood:  a  Comic  OperOf  in  three  Adi* 
As  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal^  Covent  Gardes. 
Written  by  T.  Dibdin,  Author  ofFm  MiUss  €^i  Jea 
and  Doctor;  Birth  Day;  SfC*  S^c*  Spc.  S^  -  Svo,  pp* 
80. 

^^  Two  Faces  under  a  Hood,"^  we  consider  as  one  sf. 
the  best  of  Mr.  Dibdin's  minor  pieces.    The  plot  is  wdl 
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contrived,  many  good  situations  occur,  tliere  is  much 
bustle  and  liveliness,  the  dialogue  is  tolerably  smart, 
and  the  songs  are  at  least  equal  to  the  general  run  of 
opera  songs* 

tfot  and  Counterplot,  or  the  Portrait  of  Michael  Cer^ 
xantes ;  a  Farce  in  two  Acts.  By  Charles  Kemble. 
As  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Haymarhet.  8vo« 
pp.41. 

Though  there  is  no  great  wit  or  elegance  in  this 
piece,  It  seems  well  calculated  for  stage  effect.  It  is 
fiill  of  bustle  and  ludicrous  incident,  and  keeps  the 
attention  alive* 

Ella  Rosenberg :  a  Melo  Drama.  In  two  Acts,  As  it  U 
performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Drury  Lane,  By 
James  Kenney,  Esq.     8vo«  pp«  41* 

This  is  one  of  the  best  Melo  Dramas  which  we 
have  read.  The  characters  are  well  marked,  the 
dialogue  is  neat,  and  the  story  excites  a  powerful  in* 
terest,  which  is  sustained  to  the  very  conclusion  of  the 
piece.  . 

The  Blind  Boy  :  a  Melo  Drama,  in  two  Acts,    As  per* 
formed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Covent  Garden.     8vo. 
pp.  S6^. 

Ik  a  Melo  Drama  we  are  not,  perhaps,  to  look  for 
much  delineation  of  character,  or  much  elegance  of 
dialogue.  The  Blind  Boy  does  not  contain  a  large 
portion  of  either.  It  is,  however,  by  no  means  a  cpu* 
temptible   production.     In    the   great   requisites   of 
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rivettiDg  tbe  attentioOy  and  exciting  Sjonpatby  for  lit 
BerOy  it  is  not  surpassed  b^  inany  pieces  of  the  sam^ 
kind. 

]$omfacio  and  Bri'^getina ;  or^  the  Knight  of  tie  Her' 
mttage  ;  or  the  Windmill  Turret ;  or  the  Spectre  of  tki 
North  ^kt  Gallery ;  a  nrw  gran4  Comick^  Tragickf 
Operaiickf  Pautomimicaly  Melo-dramatickf  Estraoth 
manza ;  "pith  a  Prelude.  As  performed  at  the  Theatre 
Roj/aly  Covfht  Garden  ;  altered  from  the  French  ofM, 
^artainvUkt  and  adapted  to  the  English  Stage^  Ijf 
7.  Dibdin^  Author  of  the  Jew  and  the  Voctoft  Cakinetf 
^c.  4*c.  ^c.  4rC'  i^'    ^^o*  PP*  ^* 

To  excite  a  laugh  was,  we  suppose,  the  sole  aim  of 
Mr.  Dibdin,  in  writing  this  burlesque  Melo-Drama^ 
which,  though  it  may,  perhaps,  be  tolerated  on  the 
8tac;e,  is  intolerable  in  the  closet*  We  fear  that  the 
laugh  will  sometimes  be  at  the  expence  of  the  Author, 
The  Prelude  is  soinewhat  better  than  the  piece  itself. 

Music  Mod.  A  Dramatic  Sketch  i  as  performeif  wU 
the  greatest  Applause^  at  the  Theatre  RoyaL,  Bof' 
market.  Written  bjf  Theodora  Edward  Mookf  &}• 
8vo.  pp.  33. 

**  Music  Mad"  is,  what  it  professes  to  be,  merely  a 
dramatic  sketch,  and  its  author  claims  for  it  little  or 
DO  merit*    it  iS|  however,  a  lively  and  laughable  triflep, 
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POETRY- 


EPIC  POEMS  AND  ROMANCES. 

Washington^    or  Uberty  Restored ':    A  Poem^ .  in 
Books,  by  Thomas  Nortkmore.     12mo.  pp.  263. 

*'  WASHiNGTjpN/'  gentle  reader,  is  nothing  less  than* 
an  epic  poem,  and  such  an  epic  poem,  as  not  Homcfi 
Virgil  and  Milton,  were  they  all  alive  now,  could-pos. 
fiibly  write !  The  author  has  composed  it  in  a  curious 
t^ay.  For  the  facts,  be  has  versified  the  Gazettes^  the 
Parliamentary  Debates,  and  Salmon's  Modern  History/ 
and  has  thus  spoiled  decent  prose,  by  turning  it  into 
limping  verse»  His  machinery  consists  of  the  Genius  of 
Liberty  and  half  a  dozen  devils;  and  the  devil  to  pay 
there  is  with  them  !  The  style  is.  deplorably  mean  and 
ludjcrous,  and  the  blank  verse  is  not  exactly  like  Mil- 
ton's. In  his  description  of  Satan's  shield,  the  author 
has  tried  his  strength  with  Homer,  and  has  fabricated 
a  shield,  which  is  fit  only  for  a  foul  fiend  with  horns,  a 
tail  and  cloven  feet.  Tb^re  is  but  one  thing  we  like 
ijn  Mr.  Northmore's  poem ;  it  is  the  hatred  which  b^ 
AiaDifests  against  arbitrary  powen 
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Tke  Four  Slaoa  of  Cptheraf  a  Romancef  in  ten  Ca9io$. 
By  tke  Rev.  Roiert  Bland,  Author  oJEdwy  and  Elgm^ 
aid  Sir  Everardm    8vo.  pp.  279' 

4 

Wbrs  we  invested  with  despotic  authority  over  Mr. 
Bland,  though  we  should  not  impose  on  him  such  a 
task  as  Mr.  Shandy  wished  to  impose  upon  My  Uncle 
Tohy,  we  should  be  tempted  to  infringe  so  iar  upon 
his  liberty,  as  to  command  him  to  give  existence  to  a 
Dumerous  poetical  progeny.  An  interesting  story,  ex* 
quisite  description,  glowing  diction,  and  a  free  and 
highly  musical  versification,  distinguish  the  romance  of 
the  Four' Slaves  of  Cythera.  When  such  is  the  case, 
no  person  can, wonder  that  we  arc  eager  to  have  mora 
|o^ns  from  the  pen  of  the  same  author^ 

^patdeh  Heroism;  or,  the  Battle  of  BmetttoaUei,  A 
Metrical  Rotnance,  By  John  Bemmr,  Esq.  Author  qf 
**  MimCt*  A  didactic  Poem,  ^c.  J^c.    8vo.  pp.  277* 

A  POST  could  not  desire  a  better  subject  than  tbf 
4teds  of  that  eventful  day 

«  When  Charlemain  ifi A  all  las  peenge  fell 
By  FoatwrabbM." 

Mr.  Belfour,  however,  has  failed  to  reach  the  ^'  height 
of  his  great  argument/^  There  is  a  languidness  ia  somil 
parts  of  his  poem,  and  an  abruptness  and  want  of  clear- 
ness in  others,  which  detract  heavily  fixim  the  merits  of 
the  work*  Of  mere  common  place  description  there  ii' 
infinitely  too  much.  Yet,  we  do  not  mean  to  say,  that' 
Ijie  poem  does  any  discredit  to  its  author.  On  the  coo- 
traryi  it  piroves  him  to  possesa  coosidemble  piwticif' 
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tftleffil/ftnd  We  doubt  not,  that  b^neijtt  e#brt  wfft^eivt^ 
Kim  to  a  larger  share  of  praise,  than  cam  he  vwatdled 
to  hiih  lor  this. 
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.         -       MISCEUiANEOUS  POETRY. 

Gertrude  of  Wyoming  ;  a  Pensytvaman  Tak.    And  other 
•  Poentit    By  Tkotme  Cam^Uf  Author  of  the  Plewtret 
^  Hope  J  ^C4    4to.  pp.  134. 

It  is  with  sorrow  that  we  see  Mr.  Campbell  giTiilg 
immortality  to  a  tale,  which  reflects  disgrace  on  hit 
countr/.  But  there  is  nothing  which  we  dtslike  in 
Gertrude  of  Wyoming  except  the  choice  of  the  subject. 
The  author  of  the  Pleasures  of  Hope  has  added  to  his 
fame  by  this  new  work.  Censure  must  be  silent,  after 
it  has  mentioned  a  very  few  passages,  where  extreme 
compression  of  meaning  has  produced  obscurity.  Th^ 
vest  of  the  poem  is.  either  temler,  or  picturesque,  or 
sublime.  The  smaller  poems  arc  chiefly  lyrical,  and 
are  written  with  a  truly  lyrical  enthusiasm. 

British  Georgicu     By  Jamee  Grahamcm     Aiot  pp.  342!. 

All  the  agricultucal  part  of  this  poem  we  dislike  ; 

all  the  poetical  part  of  it  we  admire.  No  offence  tf> 
'  Viriil,  but  we  deem  it  impossible  for  any  skill  to  give 

a  pleasing  effect  to  forming  precepts  in  verse.  Thfe 
'Fanner's^  CaleadMr  is  netroi  must,  of  necessity)  br 
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WMrtsmne^  When  Mr.  Grahame  quiti  t|^e  plough  and 
the  harrow,  and  sing»  of  man  and  the  beauties  of  nalur^ 
he  is  a  delightful  poet.  There  is  a  sweetiiesa,  a  siropli* 
city,  and  a  truth  of  colouring,  in  his  descriptions,  and 
a  fine  moral  tone  in  his  sentiments,  which  cannot  fail 
to  give  pleasure  to  every  reaikr  who  possesses  ieeiing, 
and  true  poetical  taste. 

Tke  Goblin  Oroom :  a  ToAp  (f  Dmtse.    By  R.  O.  Fcn^ 

wick,  Etq.    4to.  pp.  125. 

This  lively  and  laughable  poem  is  a  good  hamoured 
burlesque  upon  some  parts  of  the  Lay  of-  th^  Last 
Minstrel  and  Marmioji.  The  story  of  the  Goblin 
Groom  is  well  told,  and  in  flowing  vers^  The  auittor's 
,  turn  appears  to  have  been  merely  to  excite  a  smile,  not 
to  depreciate  or  deny  the  talents  t>f  the  author  whose 
works  he  parodies. 

XtfAr  Jane  Grmf,  a  TaUy  in  two  booh ;  with  MisceBdmOfi» 
Foemsy  in  EngUih  and  Latin.  By  Francis  Hodgson, 
A.  M.  Fetlvw  of'  Kin^s  College,  Cambridge,  and  Antkdr 
of  the  Translation  of  JuvtnaL    8vo.  pp.  352. 

Spbakivo  of  a  Critic,  Mr  Hodgson  say^, 

*<  Thoa  tnarliog  elf !  I  case  not  for  thy  rage» 
While  gentler  sools  endure  my  varied  p«ge» 
And  sometiniea  sinilef  and  sometimes  rancy  heie       "*' 
Not  ill  beMow'd  the  momentary  tear.*' 

.The  critic  must  be  an  ungentle  sou\  indeed, 'wito 
merely  endures  the  pages  of  Mr.4iodg^n.  For  our 
parts  we  look  on  them  with  much  warnuDr  Ijp^Ung^  ifflid 
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own. that  they  ar^  well  calculated  to  evcite  botb  .tbf 
smile  and  the  tear.  Among  the  numerous  poems  whicli 
his  volume  contains,  both  the  gay  and  the  pensive  may 
find  ample  gratification*  ^  Mr^  Hodgson  has  tried  the 
lighty  the  witty,  the  satirical,  the  pathetic,  and  tho 
tender  styles,  and  in  all  of  them  he  has  been  successful. 
We  assure  the  lovers  of  poetry,  that  his  volume  will 
afiford  them  a  rich  treat. 

Reliquei  of  Robert  Bums ;  consisting  chiefly  of  original 
Letters^  Poems ^  and  critical  Observations  §n  Scottish 
Songt^  Collected  and  published  by  R.  H.  Cromek^ 
8vo.  pp.  453.  • 

-  Much  )the- largest  part  of  this  volume  is  occupied  by 
prose  compositions,  which,  of- course,  do  not  com« 
under  our  cognizance.  The  poems  bear  the  stamp  of 
the  genius  of  Burns.  The  volume  forms  a  necessary 
and  valuable  supplement  to  the  edition  of  Bumss 
works,  which  was  published  by  Dr.  Currie.  Mr« 
Cromek  is  entitled  to  the  thanks  of  the  Public,  for  his 
laudable  industry,  in  collecting  and  preserving  these 
ReliqUes. 

Elements  of  Art,  a  Poem.;  in  Six  Cantos;  with  Notes^ 
and  a  Preface  ;  including  Strictures  on  the  State  ^  th^ 
ArtSy  Criticism^  Patronage,  and  Public  Taste.  By 
Martin  Archer  Shee,  R.  A.    8vo.     pp.  438. 

This  book,  as  a  preceptive  work,  deserves  to  be 
considered  as  **  the  Artist  s  Guide  /'  and  as  a  Poem  ft 
ensures  i6v  its  author  a  distinguished  place  among  con* 
touiporary  poets.    Mr.  Shee  delivers  his  precepts  with; 
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an  animation  and  grace  whicb  every  reader  mnftt  ad!^ 
mire.  There  is  an  abundance  of  point  in  his  lines,  and 
the  characters  which  he  brings  forward  are  drawn  with 
a  nice  and  discriminating  hand.  A  considerable  por- 
tion of  his  volume  is  occupied  by  the  notes,  many  of 
which  arc,  in  reality.  Essays,  of  sterling  merit. 

Poemif  hy  Sir  John  Carr.    8vo.  pp.  S28« 

Wb  cannot  hoYiestly  advise  Sir  John  Carr  to  cofu 
tinue  his  courtship  of  the  Moses.  They  do  not  seem 
«lisposcd  to  listen  to  his  suit.  We  fear  that  he  will 
always  be  a  Stranger  upon  Parnassus.  Some  of  his 
Tertes  arc  pretty,  and  this  is  the  utmost  which  we  can 
venture  to  say  in  their  praise. 

HofiB  lonkce :  a  Poem^  descriptive  of  the  I&moM  lihmdtf 

and  part  of  the  adjacent  Coast  of  Greece.     By   fFalter 

Bodwell  JFrighty  Eiq,  sometime  his  Britatmie  iff* 

Jestyfs  Consul  General  for  the  RepMie  i^  tit  Stve$ 

Islands,    Second  Edition.    8vo.  pp.  67. 

If  the  sale  of  books  were  in  proportion  to  their 
merit,  this  poem  would,  before  now,  have  passed 
through  many  more  than  two  editions.  Mr.  Wngbt'i 
poetry  breathes  a  classical  spirit,  which  is  worthy  of 
the  subject.  His  volume  displays  a  style  at  oAca 
chaste  and  glowing,  a  command  of  poet3<^  language, 
a  power  of  description,  and  a  musical  and  animated 
versification.  We  hope  that  the  loss  which  Mr^ 
Wright  mentions  in  his  preface,  will  not  prevent  him 
from  undertaking  the  larger  work  to  which  kcalludes* ' 
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ManHiM  Travesiied;   a   Tale  of  Mddem  times.    Hy 
Feter  Fry^  Esq.     8vo.  pp.  353. 

Wb  think  tliat  it  would  really  be  a  good  thing.  If 
the  parliament  were  to  pass  a  law^  making  it  at  least  ft 
transportable. offence  to  publish  such  wretched  doggrel 
as  Peter  Pry's.  In  that  case  Peter  I^ry  would  be 
transported  for  life.  He  has  contrived  to  fill  353 
pages  with  the  most  wretched  of  all  wretched  trash* 
Had  he  possessed  even  a  graiii  of  wit,  he  might  have 
made  something  laughable  out  of  the  amours  and  wars 
of  the  Duke  and  the  Darling,  which  i&  the  subject  he 
has  chosen.  But  he  never  blunders  upon  a  witty  ex- 
pression. Yet  he  has  the  audacity,  in  the  gros^t 
manner,  to  abuse  Walter  Scott,  one  of  whose  worst 
lines  is  worth  a  hundred  volumes  such  as  Marmion 
travestied. 

m 

PoemSy  (necer  before  pMished)  toriUen  chiefly  at  Brent'- 
hilly  in  Wiltshire.  By  the  Rev,  William  Lisle  Bmoksm 
Vol.  IV.     Small  8vo.  pp.  igji 

Did  we  liot  know  that  poet's  resolutions,  like  lover's 
Vows,  are  seldom  kept,  we  should  be  rather  alarmed 
by  a  hint,  which  i\Ir.  Bowles  has  thrown  out,  that  he 
has  bidden  adieu  to  the  Muse.  We  know,  too,  that» 
though  a  man  may  bid  adieu  to  the  Muse,  she 
will  come  again,  in  spite  of  himi  *^  She  will  come 
when  she  wUl  come/'  So  we'  do  not  despair  of  seeing 
a  fifth  volume  of  poems  by  Mr.  Bowles.  The  merit  of 
Mr.  Bowles  has  long  been  known^  aud  we  shall,  there* 

VOL.  VII.  Q  q 
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fore,  say  quite  enough  when  we  say  that  his  foortl 
volume  is  in  no  respect  inferior  to  those  which  pro 
ceded  it.  The  lyre  still  yields  to  his  touch  as  pathetic 
and  as  harmonious  tones  as  ever  it  did  at  any  foiviei 
.  period. 

Poemif  hy  Samuel  Egcrton  Bn/dgeSf  Esq.     The  fmarA 
EdilioHf  vith  many  Additions*    bmall  8vo.  pp,  224. 

Tub  largest  part  of  this  volume  has  been  five  and 
twenty  years  before  the  Public,  and  has  justly  re- 
ceived abundant  applause  from  every  person  of  feeliog 
4ind  poetical  taste.     Of  the  additions  many  have  ap- 

.  peared  in  the  Poetical  Register.  Can  it,  then,  be 
necessary  for  us  to  say,  that  Mr.  Bridges  has  formed 
his  style  on  the  purest  models,  and  that  his  composi- 

.  tions  are  such  as  will  hand  down  with  honour  his  Dane 
to  posterity  ? 

Philemon  ;  or^  the  Progress  of  Virtue  ;  a  Poem.  In  ttv 
Vohtmcs.  By  William  iMurence  Bro-wnc^  D,  D.  JWi- 
dpal  of  Marischal  College  and  University ^  Aherieen^ 
etc.     Small  8vo.    '2  Vols.  pp.  520. 

This  is  a  sort  of  metrical  biography.  It  traces  tbe 
progress  of  Philemon,  the  virtuous  man,  from  his 
birth  to  his  death.  Dr.  Brown  has,  we  think,  been 
'  somewhat  too  difiuse,  and  has  thus  rendered  hisposfli 
rather  heavy.  Nor  do  we  consider  the  celestial  tifi^ 
as«  happily  introduced.  The  poem,  nevertiieleiSi  is 
evidently  the  Work  of  a  man  of  talent.  Mftny  pilti 
of  it  are  written  with  a  poetical  spirit« 
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Sohttdsf  and  oiker  Poems.    By  Martha  tiarUon,    Small 

8vo.  2  vols.  pp.  348. 

Ih  these  two  voluiiies  thete  is  tntich  to  pfaise,  and 
little  to  condemn.  We  sometimes,  it  is*  true,  meet 
with  feeble  lines,  and  awkward  expressions ;  but  not  so 
often.  a»  to  excite  disgust.  These  faults^  too,  are  re» 
deemed  by  many  beauties.  Miss  Hanson  generally 
^rites  with  taste,  simplicity,  and  feeling,  and  her  verse 
IS  polished  and  musical. 

'T%tMi^ktr;  a  Poemi  in  jivn  Books.  Sy  Mrs,  West ^ 
Author  of  "  Letters  t9  a  Young  Man/*  Spc.  Spa 
Small  8vo*  pp.  242. 

• 

-  Iw  "  the  Mother'^  morality  and  poetry  are  happily 
tinited.  We  do  not  say  that  it  is  equally  poetical 
throughout.  The  author  certainly  flags  in  some  parts ; 
T)Ut  a  very  lafgfe  proportion  of  the  work  will  give  plea- 
ftUre  to  every  reader  of  taste.  The  poem  is  written  \ix 
lipirited  and  well  Constructed  blank  verse.  We  recora- 
meiid  this  volume  strongly  tb  all  who  are  toothers. 

irhe  Lion  and  the  Water^Wagtail :  a  Mock  Heroic  Poenii 
in  three  Cantos.    By  Castigator.     12mo.  pp.  174. 

Wfi  have  read  through  this  long  poein,  of  more  than 
three  thousand  lines,  with  no  other  feelings  than  those 
of  weariness  and  disgust.  The  author  is  not  witty,  but^ 
poor  fellowy  he  labours  hard  to  be  so.  He  has  all  the 
ilpiU  in  the  worid,  and  only  wants  the  power.  The 
Duke  of  York^  who  is  the  hero  of  the  poem>  and  ^ho 
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is  represented  as  a  patagon  of  military  merits  maxwell 
exclaim^  '*  Heaven  defend  fne  from  my  friends  {* 

The  Peacock  at  Homc'y  and  other  Poems.    By  Mn* 
Dorset*    Small  8vo.  pp.  126. 

AmoiTg  the  numerous  imitations  to  trhicii  **  tbe 
Butterfly's  Bair  has  given  rise,  '*  the  Peacock  at  HiMne^ 
is  indisputably  by  far  the  best.  It  is  not  meiely  t 
pfoduction  for  little  ebildren,  but  may  be  read  widi 
pleasure  by  *'  fchiidren  of  a  )ai]ger  growth.*  Mn« 
Dorset's  other  poems  arc  etegiint  compositions.  Tbe 
style  is  uniformly  graceful  and  utlaffectod^alldtheK^ 
sification  flowing  and  ^gorous. 

The  Farm  House,  a  Tale:  wUh  Amatory^  Pattmlt 
Elegiac,  and  MisceliantoHS  Poems,  Sotmeigt  ^c*  Bf 
James  Murray  Lacey,    Small  8vo,  pp.  220. 

Mr.  Lac£y  has  evidently  not  yet  learned  thenece»» 
sary  art  of  blotting  ;  nor  the  sound  though  paradoxical 
truth,  that  half  is  better  than  the  whole.  He  has  too 
parental  an  affection  for  all  his  literary  progeny,  tiad 
he  excluded  from  his  volume  one  third  of  the  pieces, 
and  carefully  corrected  the  remainder,  his  volone 
would  have  been  more  valuable.  Poetical  talent  ht 
undoubtedly  possesses.  Sonic  of  his  poems,  particaltriy 
of  his  amatory  poems,  are  above  mediocrity.  We  sen* 
ously  recommend  to  him  not  to  be  seduced  iato  • ' 
slovenly  style,  by  the  facility  of  comp08itiofi,'wlii€ii|'ii 
he  tells  us,  he  possesses. 

J  Poetical  Picture  ^Ametfca,  hemg  OisePHUioiUf  9mk 
during  a  Residence  of  several  ¥iur9f  mi  jHemmdmf^ 
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UTorfolkp  in  Virgima  ;  illustrative  of  th  Manners  and 
Customs  of  the  Inhabitants;  and  interspersed  with 
Anecdotes^  arising  from  a  general  Intercourse  mth 
Society  in  that  Country^  from  the  Year  1799  l^  1807. 
By  a, Lady.     Smsili  8vo.  pp.  177' 

T^E  Aiitboress  of  this  **  Poetical  Picture**  woulj,  we 
'IChink,  liave  acted  more  wisely,  had  she  writt(sn  her 
observations  iq  humble  prose.  Her  work  might  then, 
j^rhaps,  as  she  spems  an  intelligent  woman^  have  been 
read  with  pleasure.  In  its  present  shape  it  does  not 
give  any  thing  like  pleasure.  The  Pictgre  is  not  a 
poetical  one  i  it  b^  i^otbiug  of  poetry  in  its  composi- 
Ijon. 

w 

Cdmilfa  de  fhriar^f  and  other  Poems.    By  an  Ojfficefs 
Wife.    Small  8vo.  pp.  159* 

Tifis  little  volume  is  prefaced  by  some  lines,  of 
piithetic  sweetness,  addressed  to  the  reviewers.  Hard 
qmst  be  the  heart  which  is  not  softened  by  them,  and 
jnspirisd  with  the  kindest  wishes  for  the  welfare  of  the, 
writer.  Her  solie  object  in  publishing,  she  states  to  be, 
U>  enable  her 

**  To  bear  to  healing  springs 
<*  IV  i^ed  i^unded  Husband  of  lier  heart.^' 

We  hope  that  her  volume  b^s  fully  au&wered  its  laivl<» 
able  purpose.  Her  poems  do  not  stand  in  need  of  any 
introductory  apology*  Though  now  and  then  incor- 
refCf,  ihey  are  worthy  of  .praise,  for  their  elegance  and 
JMqap)icity«  They  prove  the  author  to  possess  poetical 
powers,  an4  <^  ]pur«  and  cultivated  miiul. 

9q3 
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ITie  Saihr  Boys  ^  Voenu  In  Tour  Cantos^  Ilhuiratici 
of  the  Navy  of  Great  Britain.  By  H.  C.  Esq.  Antkw 
of  the  Fisher  Boy.    gmall  8yp.  pp.  208. 

THOueH  this  poem  is  exceedingly  incorrect,  and 
contains  a  vast  numbcf  of  lame,  inharraoniuus  lines,  it 
is  far  superior  to  the  *•  Fishef  Bo)  "  by  the  same  author. 
The  character  of  the  Sailor  Boy  is  well  supported,  and 
his  adventures  pre  told  with  spirit,  and  in  a  natural 
manner.  It  is  a  pity  that  Mr.  H.  C*  will  uot  endea> 
vour  to  acquire  a  better  s^yle,  and  to  rendef'  bjs  vejpti- 
fication  less  offcnsiyely  riigged. 

The  Hermitage,    or  Views  of  Life  and   Manners.    J 
Poem,  with  Notes.    Small  8vo.  pp,  10^. 

In  the  moral  strain  of  this  poem,  and  in  the  style  of 
versification,  there  is  much  that  reminds  us  of  Cowper, 
and  of  Cowper  too  in  his  best  parts.  The  author  of  the 
Hermitage  is  evidently  an  accurate  observe^,  apd  be 
nvrites  with  great  feeling  and  force^  His  prose  is  not 
inferior  to  his  verse. 

Poetic  Amustment^  consisting  of  a  Sample  rf  Soimett, 
Epistolary  Poems,  Moral  Tales,  and  MisceUaneom 
Pieces.  By  Thomas  Beck^  Author  of  The  Age  ff 
Frivolity;  The  Passions  taught  by  Truth;  TheMiif 
sion ;  and  other  Poems.    Small  8vo.  pp.  204. 

Incorrect  and  rugged  as  Mr.  Beck's  verses  spnetines 
are,  there  is,  nevertheless,  much  in  his  voHime  which 
may  be  read  with  satisfaction.  Humorous  com^xwilion 
seems  to  be  the  kind  iu  which  he  k^  niost  is^cesfftil* 
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Some  of  his  serious  pieces  are,  however,  well  written* 
Mis  moral  and  religious  principles  are  entitled  to  un* 
qualified  praise, 

Samieis  of  the  Eighteenth  Century,  and  other  small  Poems  ^ 

Small  8v9.  pp.  145. 

The&e  is  considerable  quaintncss  in  some  of  these 
Sonnets,  but  they,  nevertheless,  abound  with  feeling 
and  poetry.  Among  the  small  poems  which  conclude 
the  volume,  the  imitations  of  Horace  ^hold  the  first 
place  in  merit.  We  have  seldom,  if  everi  seen  imita* 
tions  more  playful  and  elegant. 

Ronald,  a  Legendary  Tale;  with  other  Poems.    Small 

8vo.  pp.  106, 

Thbhe  is  nothing  in  this  volume  which  can  particu* 
larly  offend  the  reader ;  nor  is  tlrare  any  thing  in  it  which 
can  afibrd  him  much  pleasure.  It  may  serve  to  pass 
away  an  idle  half  hour^  and  will  be  forgotten  in  as 
short  a  time. 

Brighton f  a  Poem;  descriptive  of  the  Place  and  Parts 
adjacent;  and  other  Poems,  ny  Mary  Uoyd.  Small 
9vo.  pp.  88. 

The  V'riter  of  this  volume  will  do  well  to  revise  with 
more  care  her  next  production.  Her  present  work 
has  many  metrical  and  even  grammatical  faults, 
Brighton  contains  a  few  good  descriptive  passages,  and 
tha  smaller  poems  are  not  without  poetical  ideate, 

Q  q  4 


60O  • 

Miscelianeous  Poetry^  by  Thomas  Green f  Jim.  ^f  JUm^ 

fooL     12mo.  yp.  131* 

The  verses  contained  in  this  volume  are  sucb  as,  to 
use  the  words  of  a  celebrated  author,  plight  have  been 
vritteii  "  by  mapy  men,  many  women,  and  many  chil- 
dren." There  is  no  poetry  in  them ;  nor  do  they  af- 
ford the  slightest  reason  to  hope  that  their  writer  will 
^ver  becopae  a  poet.  It  is  an  act  of  kindness  iq  us  to 
tell  jyjr.  Greeu  this  unytrelcome  truth. 

Rudigar  the  Dane.    A  Legendary   Tale.     By  Eagles* 
Jield  Smith,  Bsq.    Small  8vo.  pp.  47* 

This  is  by  far  the  best  poem  wc  have  seen  from  the 
pen  of  Mr.  Smith.  Though  it  is  pcpasipnfilly  rugged, 
feeble,  aiid  incorrect,  it  has,  on  the  whole,  considem- 
ble  merit.  Hhe  story  is  interesting  and  wel)  told,  and 
Several  passages  are  anipiafed  and  poetical* 

Monody  on  the  Death  of  Sir  John  Moore.  By  M*  G« 
JjewtSf  Recited  at  Drury  Lane  Theatre  by  Mr*.  PoaxU, 
prohibited  on  the  third  ^ight  by  the  Lord  Chamberlain^ 

'  and  quoted  by  Mr.  Tierney  in  theHous^  of  Commons^ 
on  Tuesday ^  May  9.    Small  4to.  pp.  1^. 

Were  Solomon  himself  now  alive,  it  would  pusde 
him  to  find  out  any  cause .  which  could  have  induced 
the  Lord  Chamberlain  to  prohibit  the  recitatioQ  0^ 
these  lines.  We  have  not  been  able  to  discover  a  tii^ 
word  capable  of  giving  offence.  The  Monody  seeais  to 
be  a  haiity  production,  and  is  not  ^qud  to  VMmf.^ 
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Mr.I-ewis's  former  compositions.    It  i^,  nevertheless, 
jcvidently  the  wprk  of  »  man  of  genius. 

An  Elegiflc  Tribute  to  tie  Memory  of  Lieut.  Gen.  Sir 
John  Mooff.    Bjf  ^rs.  Cockle.    4to.  pp.  14. 

This  Elegiac  Tribute  does  credit  to  the  feelings  and 
talents  of  the  Author.  It  contains  several  pleasing 
passages,  apd  nothing  which  calls  for  any  severity  of 
censure. 

A  Monody  on  the  Eight  Honourable  IVilUam  Pitt,  dedi^ 
cated  by  Permission  to  her  Grace  the  Duphess  of' Rich" 
tnond.  By  the  Reo.  Robert  Dealtry,  LL.D^  4to. 
pp.  18. 

Dr.  DEAtTRT  h^s  contrjved,  under  thp  title  of  a 
Monody,  to  produce  one  of  the  most  ludicrous  compor 
sitions,  which  ever  came  from  the  press,  ^e  tells  us 
of  Melville,  "  poor  Pitt's  fast  friend,"  of  *^  grog,  girl, 
liddle,  and  ppstphaisc  ^nd  four;'^  and  of  many  other 
i^hiogs  equally  funny,  and  then  calls  out, 

«*  Hats  off,  my  coantrymen !  for  glory  lit. 

Aim}  give  threo  cheers^-*'  The  meorary  of  Pitt  1'  '* 

Tlie  Doctor  U  very  fond  of  calling  in  *^  apt  alliteration'!, 
artfu)  aid."  In  his  first  page  we  have  a  beautifully' 
alliterative  line, 

•■  Peerless  pre-eroineoee  prood  Pitt  profelaiin  !** 

fn  his  eleventh  page  the  Doctor  treats  us  with  some 
fiews.  We  fear,  however,  that,  in  two  lines  out  of 
four,  his  reason  is  as  defective  as  his  rhyme.  He 
d^^ribcs  Mr.  Pitt  as  the  man. 
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**  Who  btde  the  payment  of  •ar  tpecie  cea8e« 
Yet  made  the  credit  of  our  bank  increase ; 
And  perseTeriog  iu  a  sinking  fond, 
Ol  all  oar  debt  the  liquidation  found." 

Elegy  on  Sir  John  Moore^  K.B.  dtdicated^  by  Fermiaium^ 
to  his  Grace  the  Duke  of  Bichmond.  By  the  Rev. 
Robert  Dealtry^  LL.D*    4to.  pp.  7, 

EccE  itcrnm  Crispinus !  Behuld  the  Doctor  again ! 
This  poem,  however,  is  not  as  bad  as  his  Monody  ;  for 
It  is  only  a  quarter  the  length  of  the  Monody.  It 
barely  fills  three  pages.  Take  notice,  reader,  we  do 
But  complain  of  its  shortness*  Que  beautiful  image 
from  this  goodly  Elegy  we  must  transplant  into  our 
pages. 

M  While  Honour*  ivide  awake,  bade  Terror  sleep." 

This,  we  suppose,  will  be  quite  enough  for  any  of  our 
readers, 

The  Bibliomania,  an  Epistle  to  Richard  Ifeber,  ^sq*    By 
John  Fer rial' i  M.D*    4to.  pp.  14. 

Thx  chief  fault  which  we  have  to  find  with  ^this 
epistle  is^  that  it  is  too  abort.  This  b  a  fault  which 
we  seldom  have  occasion  to  find.  '*  The  Bibliofnavia" 
is  a  pleasant  composition.  The  satire,  which  is  jostl^ 
deserved  by  the  objects  of  it,  is  pointed,  without  being' 
violent  and  scurrilous.  / 

An  Ode  on  thf  D^ath  ofldeut^  Colp  George  J.  B*  Tucher, 

4to.    pp,  13* 

This  Ode  has  an  abundance  of  sitooke^  witliottta 
single  spark  of  fire«    It  is  all  .*^  douhW  4MbWt  Pnl 
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aqd  trouble/'  to  no  purpose.  The  Author  mfstakes 
the  darkest  obscurity  for  sublimity,  and  harsh  inver- 
sion^  and  a  clutter  of  sounding  words,  for  poetic  spirit 
and  diction.  Yet  he  rates  his  powers  highly,  and  talks 
of  his  '*  splendid  verse,''  and  his  hopes  of  making 
known  to  the  furthest  ends  of  the  earth,  the  virtue^  of 
his  hero.  Good  things  should  not  be  too  cheap,  and 
he,  therefore^  values  at  h^lf  a  prown  his  hundred  and 
thirty  lines. 

A  Solemn^  Sentimental^  and  Reprobatory  Epistle  to  Mrs^ 
Clarke.  By  Peter  Pindar^  Esq*  A  new  Edition^  with 
Curr^ctions  and  Additions,     4to.  pp.  13. 

The  subject  chosen  by  Peter  is  a  good  one,  (we 
mean  for  wit  and  satire,)  but  he  has  made  very  little 
of  it.  His  epistle  is,  in  tfuth,  a  lame  production, 
which,  unless  we  are  woefully  mistaken,  will  never 
be  read  twice,  and  whif:h  it  is  a  work  of  labour  tu  read 
e¥eD  pace, 

An  Heroic  Epistle^  addressed  to  G,  •  L,  Wardle^  Esq. 

•  M.  P.  On  the  Charges  preferred  by  him,  sutaini  hu 

Royal  Highness  the  Duke  ofYork^  end  the  Fimtdaikm 

of  those  Charges*    By  Mentor  Britannicus.    4tO«  *pp. 

26. 

Mr.  Mentor  Britaknipvs  is  one  of  the  worst 
writers,  that  ever  put  pen  to  paper.  He  has  not 
given  us  a  single  good  line.  He  would  fain  be 
witty  and  severe,  but  he  does  not  know  how,  **  The 
Muse^^'  he  says,  **  is  perhaps  his  best  and  deatest 
friend.'^  If  that  be  the  case,  we  really  pity  him.  Poor 
fellow  t  what  .a  friendless  creature  he  must  be! 
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Europe:  I4ne$  on  tie  Present  War^    By  Reginald  H^ 

her^  A.M^    8vo,  pp.40.. 

Those  who  have  read  the  poem  of  ^'  Palestine,"  in 
the  second  volume  of  the  Poetical  Agister,  will  sit 
flown  to  the  perusal  of  Mr.  H^her's  present  poem, 
with  tlie  expectation  of  being  (liglily  gratified.  Nor 
will  their  expeptations  be  disappointed;  His  lines,  as 
be  modestly  calls  them,  are  worthy  the  importance  of 
the  subject.  The  thoughts,  the  diption,  ^nd  the  v^r« 
siiication  are  truly  poetical. 

Jberia's  Crisis^  a  Fragmfnt  of  an  Epic  Poem^  in  three 
-Parts,  First  Party  UsurpcUions  corrupt  Agents ^  fod 
Stratagems f  and  diabolical  ProgresSf  Second  Party  the 
Discomfiture  of  Usurpation  from  the  Valour  qfPatriotj 
ism.  Third  rart,  the  base  temporary  Exultatiod  of 
Usurpation.     8vo.  pp.  66. 

What,  in  the  name  of  wonder!  could  induce  the 
author  of  this  fragment  to  think  of  writing  poetry  f 
He  is  just  as  fit  to  be  a  poet,  as  a  man  born  deaf  is  t^. 
be  a  judge  of  music.  An  Epic,  too !  Lord  have  mfiUCJ 
upou  ml  It  is  a  happy  circumstance  for  w  thai  be 
left  Ae  ^  second  and  third  parts  in  an  UDfinish«d«lite 
at  Madrid."    The  following  is  a  fair  specimen. 

•*  The  feigned  friends  advanced  tow'rd^  Maflridy 
In  Saint  Sebastian  leaving  garmonSf 
Parap'iona,  Figueras,  Barcelona, 
When  half  the  mask  ior  deep  intent  was  stript.** 

The  notes  are  amusing.  The  author  seems  capable. of 
giving  information  relative  (p  Spain*  We  a<jlvise  biiQi 
however,  always  to  print  his  pxos^  in  the  usual  ^ay. 
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Me  will  find  it  much  better  to  do  so^  ttian  to  cut  it  into 
lengths,  under  the  mistaken  idea  that  he  is  making 
Vene. 

The  Thespiad.     8vo.  pf.  50. 

Thk  author  of  the  Thespiad  is  a  man  of  taste  and 
judgment.  His  characters  of  living  actors  are  always 
spirited  and  poetical,  and,  for  the  most  part,  just  and 
candid.  We  hope  that  this  is  not  the  last  time  he  will 
act  as  the  censor  of  actors  and  authors. 

Kenneth  and  Fenella,    A  Legendary  Tale.     By  the  Rev. 
T.  S.  Whalley^  D.D.    8vo.  pp.  55. 

This  is  an  interesting  tale ;  though  not  quite  as  in- 
teresting as  the  author  might,  with  a  little  more  care, 
have  made  it.  He  himself  modestly  speaks  of  it  as  an 
unfinished  sketch,  and  laments  that  his  **  imagination 
is  clouded,  and  his  ardour  cooled  by  old  age  and  iniir- 
mities»''  One  fault  of  his  composition  is,  the  form  of 
his  stanza,  which  is  not  calculated  for  a  long  poem« 

Faction^  a  Poem.    8to.  pp.  85* 

Tqis  poem  contains  1051  lines,  with  numch*odtf  and 
Toiuminous  notes.  If  we  were  invested  with  despotic 
power,  and  had  a  spite  against  any  man  of  poetical  taste, 
we  do  not  know  how  we  could  gratify  our  revenge  more 
completely,  than  by  compelling  him  to  read  this  thing, 
denominated  **  Faction.'^  We  think  that  such  a  punish- 
ment would  make)  him  very  careful  not  to  give  us  fresh 
•ofience.  The  author  of  "  Faction"  won  Id  fain  be 
witty ;  but  he  who  threshes  mere  straw  will  never  g^t 
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otit  fttiy  wheat  f  n  the  opening  of  his  po^m  he  desiM 
to  be  taught^  "  to  strike  the  jarring  lyre.  He  certainly 
has  had  an  able  preceptor;  never  did  a  lyreyiel^  mor^ 
dissonant  notes  than  that  which  he  strikes  with  such  a 
clumsy  hand* 

Courtship  at  Oxford.     With  other  Poems,     8vo.  pp,  30* 

These  arc  pleasant  and  well'-writteD  political 
trifles.  The  author  is  a  man  of  wit  and  poetical  talent. 
He  does  not,  however,  combine  the  character  of  the 
prophet  with  that  of  the  poet.  The  prediction  in  his 
*'  Courtship  at  Oxford''  has  been  falsified  by  the  events 
the  old  lady  of  whom  he  writes,  having  chosen  the 
suitor  whose  rejection  he  predicted. 

The  Bellum  Catilinarivm  of  SaUust  travestiedm  Tnscribed 
to  the  liight  Hon,  George  Canntng,  M.  P,  one  of  his 
Alojcsfj/'s  prineipal  Secretaries  qf  State,  Jpc,  4-c.  ^c* 
8vo.  pp.  1(). 

This  travesty  has  too  more  t<o.do  with  Sallust's  war 
of  Catiline^  than  it  has  with  the  History  of  Jack  the 
Giant  Killer,  It  is  a  lampoon  upon  the  administration 
of  "  All  the  Talents ;"  and  is  a  so-so  production,  not 
offending  by  any  gross  nonsensei  nor  deserving  any 
praise  iov  wit  or  pointed  satire.  A  newspaper  would 
have  been  the  best  vehicle  for  giving  it  to  the  public* 

Sonnets  for  the  Year  ISOp;  consisting  of  Mts,  Cltarke's 
Garland^  Miss  Taylor's  fVreath;  and  others,  ^ 
Cosmo  Triplet,  Esq,  A,S,R.I,     8vo.  pp.  48< 

This  is  a  curious  production,  and  must  have  cost  the 
author  aome  trouble.     It  consists  of  forty-one  somietii 
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.on  the  legkimate  model.    The   afithor  is  evidently 
.  accustomed  to  the  composition  of  the  regular  sonnet. 

His  versesy  too,  are  more  humorous  than  the  generality 

of  political  pasquinades. 

The  Council  of  Hogs^  a  descriptive  Poem;  containing  a 
patriotic  Oration  to  the  Swinish  Multitude.  8vo,  pp. 
15. 

Th  e  author  of  this  poem  has  not  talent  enough  to 
fill  the  office  of  Poet  Laureat  to  the  Hogs.  The  learned 
pig  had  certainly  a  larger  share  of  intellect  than  he 
has.  One  of  his  highest  flights  of  wit  consists  in  calling 
a  person  a  ^^  Great  Boar/'  and  then  asking,  in  a  note^ 
.if  "  Bore"  would  not  be  a  better  reading.  This  piece 
of  wit  is  such  a  favourite  with  him,  that  he  uses  it  twice 
within  four  pages ! 

Mercy,    A  Poem*    8vo.  pp.  15. 

The  bill  for  the  protection  of  animals,  which  was 
brought  into  the  House  of  Poers,  by  Lord  Erskine, 
gave  rise  to  this  poem.  The  author  of  Mercy  is  a  be- 
nevolent man,  and  many  of  his  verses  are  good ;  but 
he  has  not  quite  done  justice  to  his  subject. 


SATIRE. 


FjigHsh  Bards,  and  Scotch  Reviewers;  a  Satire.  ^By 
Lord  Bi/ron,  Second  Edition,  with  considerable  Ad» 
diiions  and  Alterations,    Crown  8vo.  pp.  9^* 

Thb  luckless  wights  who  have  brought  down  upon 
themselves  the  hostility  of  Lord  Byron  have  amplf 
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cause  to  irgret  tlieir  rashness.  He  widens  tlie  scoifrgfc 
-of  satire  with  a  vigorous  and  unrelenting  band.  We 
do  not  recollect  that  any  thing  half  so  severe  ds  this 
poem  has  appeared  since  the  days  of  the  Baviad  and 
the  Maeviad.  Though  in  some  instances  yire  mini  dis- 
sent from  the  judgment  passed  by  his  Lordship,  we 
'think  that  the  censure  which  he  bestows  is  generally 
well  merited  by  the  objects  of  it,  and  that  he  has  done 
a  considerable  service  to  the  cause  of  justice  and  of 
good  taste. 

The  Age  of  Frivolittf :  a  Poem.  Addressed  to  iht  Faskkn^ 
able,  the  Busy^  and  the  Retigious  World.  By  ThomH 
Beck.  Author  of  "  Poetic  Anrnstmenti*  '•  The  Passimt 
taught  by  Truth  ;"  and  other  Poems.  Third  Editioaj 
rmsed  and  enlarged.    Small  8vo.  pp.  156. 

This  poem  is  divided  into  three  parts :  Amusementj 
Occupation,  Religion.  Under  these  heads  Mr.  Beck 
attacks  the  reigning  foibles  and  vices  of  the  age.  His 
weapon  is  rather  of  the  flail  kind,  and  he  lays  about 
him  with  it  unmercifully.  In  plain  English,  he  if 
often  coarse,  and  he  sometimes  misdirects  his  satires 
At  the  same  time  it  must  be  owned  that  he  possesses 
stron*;  satirical  powers ;  that  numerous  passaiges  of 
his  poem  arc  spirited  and  epigrammatic;  and  that,  in 
most  instances,  the  censure  which  he  bestows  is  well 
deserved  by  those  who  are  its  objects* 

The  Popish  Dvoan,  or.  Political  Sanhedrim.    A  SaHriad 
Poem.    By  Erinaceus. ,  8vo.  pp.  6o. 

In  point  of  style  and  versification,  Erinaceus  is  su- 
ferior  to  the  common  run  of  political  verse  writeiff 
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and  in  throwing  out  virulent  abuse,  and  making  baM 
and  groundless  charges,  he  will  not  find  many  who 
can  rival  him.  Amongst  violent  and  libellous  produc- 
tions, his  poem  is  one  of  the  most  libellous  and  vio* 
lent.  He  cannot  be  ignorant  that  had  a  writer  belong- 
ing to  the  party  which  he  attacks,  indulged  himself  in 
less  than  half  of  the  scurrility  of  "The  Popish  Divan," 
the  mild  and  benevolent  Sir  Vicary  would  have  been 
instantly  set  to  work,  to  silence  and  punish  the  offender. 
How  true  is  the  vulgar  adage,  which  says,  that  **  one 
nan  may  steal  a  horse,  when  another  must  not  look 
over  the  hedge!" 

Tke  Scotiad,  or  Wise  Men  of  the  North  Iff  A  serio'comtc 
and  Satiric  Poem.  In  three  Cantos,  By  Macro^ 
8vo.  pp.  62, 

We  know  not  in  what  country  Macro  was  born,  but 
we  are  sure  that,  as  an  author,  he  does  it  no  honour* 
He  is  not  one  of  the  wise  men.  His  three  cantos  of 
doggrel,  with  their  numerous  notes,  do  not  contain  a 
gleam  of  wit  or  humour,  nor  a  grain  of  common  sense. 
He  is  inveterately,  radically,  incurably  dull ! 

Sir  Fr antic f  the  Reformer  ;  or  the  Humours  of  tke  Crown 
and  Anchor:  a  Poem^  in  two  Cantos,  By  SfC.  4*c. 
Esquire,  Author  of — Nothing.     8vo,  pp.  88. 

With  a  want  of  justice  and  candor.  Esquire  Et  cetera 
may,  perhaps,  justly  be  charged ;  with  a  want  of  wit 
he  certainly  cannot.  There  is  an  abundance  of  spirit 
and  drollery  in  his  poem.    He  is,  indeed,  no  contempti- 

VOL.  VII.  li  r 
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ble  imitator  of  Butler.    This  praise  even  his  enemies 
will  not,  we  think,  be  disposed  to  deny  him. 

One  more  Peep  at  the  Royal  Academy  ;  or  Odes  to  Bjoyd 
JcademicianSf  ^c.  SfC.  By  Peter  Pindar,  Esq.  4to. 
pp.  40. 

When  Peter  Pindar  gets  hold  of  the  R,  A.'»  he 
seems  to  revive,  like  Antaeus  who  gained  fresh  vigour 
by  touching  the  ground.  In  these  odes  he  has  made 
some  good  hits^  and  manifested  a  portion  of  that  ho* 
xnourous  spirit  which  we  were  almost  disposed  to  be* 
lieve  had  entirely  forsaken  him. 

r'     '      'I    '  '  rn 

REPUBLICATIONS  OF  ANCIENT  POETRY. 

jin  exact  History  of  the  Battle  of  Fhdden :  in  Fene, 
Written  about  the  Time  of  Queen  Elizabeth.  In  xoMch 
are  related  matiy  Facts  not  to  he  found  in  the  EngUsk 
History,  Published  from  a  curious  MS.  in  the  Library, 
of  John  Askew,  Esq.  of  Palinshum^  Northumberland; 
xvith  Notes,  by  Roi&t  Lambe,  Vicar  of  Norham* 
Small  8vo.  pp.  2Q7. 

This  is  a  republication,  without  any  ameiidmen(S| 
from  the  edition  published  forty  years  since  by  Mr. 
Lam  be.    Those  who  wish  for  a  correct  edition  must' 
consult  Mr.  Weber's.     Some  of  Mr.  Lambe's  critical 
suggestions,  in  the  notes,  are  worthy  of  notice. 
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TRANSLATIONS. 

Tie  Iliad  of  Horner^  translated  into  English  Blank 
Verse,  By  the  Rev,  James  Marrke^  A,  M,  late  Stuz 
dent  of  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  Rector  of  Betshanger, 
in  the  County  of  Kent,  and  Vicar  of  FloxDer,  North* 
umptonshire.     8vo.    2  vols.  pp.  679' 

Cowper's  blank  verse  translation  of  the  Iliad  will 
not,  we  think,  be  superseded  by  Mr.  Morrice's  transla- 
tion, which  is  frequently  deficient  both  in  dignity  and 
grace.  We  must,  nevertheless,  own  that,  in  some 
parts,  Mr.  Morrice  has  displayed  a  respectable  portion 
of  poetical  talent* 

The  Remains  qfllesiod  the  Ascrcean,  translated  from,  the. 
Greek,  into  lingUsh  Verse  ;  imth  a  preliminary  bisserta'^. 
tion  and  Notes.    By  Charles  Abraham  Elton.     Small 
8vo.  pp.  390. 

There  seems  reason  to  believe  that  we  shall,  in 
time,  possess  standard  translations  of  all  the  classical 
authors.  Flesiud  has  hitherto  been  known  to  the  English 
reader  only  by  the  feeble  version  of  Cook.  He  has 
now  had  ample  justice  «lonc  to  him  by  Mr.  Elton. 
We  do  not,  indeed,  hesitate  to  say,  that  Mr.  Elton  has 
left  nothing  to  hope  from  any  future  translator.  The 
dissertation  and  notes  manifest  great  critical  knowledge, 
and  are  elegantly  written. 

Poems  and  Translations,  from  the  Minor  Greek  Ports  and 
0fhi'rs  ;  written  chiefly  between  the  Ages  of  tun  and  su» 
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teen^  by  a  Lady,  Dedicated^  by  Permission,  to  Her 
R,  H.  the  Princess  Charlotte  (^  Wales.  Small  8vo. 
pp.  !222. 

This  is  a  volume  which  it  is  not  possible  to  retd 
without  astonishment.  Some  of  the  poems  which  it 
contains  were  written  at  the  early  ages  of  seven  and 
eight.  If,  indeed,  the  volume  were  filled  with  mere 
verses,  there  would  be  nothing  to  wonder  at.  There 
are  numbers  who  scribble  at  an  early  period.  But  the 
wonder  is,  that  a  person  so  young  should  wjritc  good 
poetry.  The  translations  are  from  the  Greek,  lltin, 
Italian,  and  French,  and  are  executed  with  vigour  and 
grace.  The  originals  arc  animated,  correct,  and  ele- 
gant, and  the  versification  h  exceedingly  musical.  In 
blank  verse  also,  that  most  difficult  species  of  verse, 
this  lady  writes  as  well  as  she  does  in  rhyme. 

Poems.  Consisting  of  Translations  from  the  Greekt 
Latin,  and  Italian,  With  some  Originals.  By  Mru 
Ware^  of  Ware-hill,  Herts.    Small  8vo.  pp.  230. 

This  volume  does  credit  to  the  learning,  taste,  and 
talents  of  Mrs.  Ware.  The  translations,  which  are 
from  some  of  the  best  authors  in  the  Greek,  Latin,  and 
Italian  languages,  are  not  merely  done  into  English,  but 
executed  with  spirit.  The  original  pieces  are  elegant 
and  pleasing. 

The  Satires  of  A.  Persius  Flaccus,  translated,  with  Nota 
on  the  Original,  by  the  Rev.  R  H&ioes,  A.  M.  8?o. 
pp.  170. 

This  translation  is  paraphrastic,  but  is  executed 
with  spirit.    It  ought  to  find  a  place  in  every  collectioa 
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ef  versions  from  the  Latiti  poets.  The  notes,  likewise^ 
are  numerouS|  and  display  great  reading  and  critical 
knowledge. 

Imitations  and  Translations  from  the  Ancient  and  Modern 
Classics  f  together  with  Original  Poems  never  before  pub* 
Ushed,  Collected  by  J,  C.  Hobhouse,  B.A,ojf  Trinity 
CollegCy  Cambridge.  8vo,  pp.  255. 

The  principal  contributors  to  this  elegant  voluma 
are  the  Editor  and  Lord  Byron.  The  portion  furnished 
by  the  Editor  consists  chiefly  of  translations.  They 
arc  executed  with  taste  and  poetical  spirit.  Among 
the  poems  of  Lord  Byron  are  some,  of  an  amatory 
kind,  which  possess  exquisite  sweetness  and  tenderness* 
All  the  poems  in  the  volume  are  worthy  of  praise. 

Fables  and  Satires,  with  a  Preface  on  the  Esopean  FabUf 
•    By  Sir  Brooke  Boothbi/y    Bart.     Small  8vo.  2  vols. 

pp.  488. 

'(    

The  Fables  contained  in  these  two  volumes  are 
chiefly  translated  from  Phaedrus,  Avienus,  and  several 
other  ancient  and  modern  writers ;  only  a  few  are 
originals.  Sir  Brooke  Booth  by  has  done  great  justice 
in  his  translations,  which  arc  close,  concise,  and  hap* 
pily  turned.  The  satires,  four  in  number,  are  pleasant 
compositions. 

Jl  Pastor  FidOf  or  the  Faithful  Shepherd^    a  Pastoral 
Tragic  Comedy,  attempted  in  English  Blank   Verse, 
Jrom  the^  Italian  of  Signor  Cavalier  Giovan?a  Battista 
GuarifU.    8vo.  pp.  249- 
Th  E  present  translator  declares  that  he  was  induced 
to  engage  in  his  "task  by  ''  a  strong  iropresiuoa  tha^ 
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notwithstanding  the  old  translation  in  rhyme  by  Srf 
ttichard  Fanshaw,  the  English  reader  has  still  to  be 
introduced  to  the  beauty,  the  sublimity,  and  the  ex- 
qui»ite  tenderness  of  Guarini ;"  and  he  expresses  bis 
ft'ars  that  "  he  has  perhaps  been  too  adventurous.*' 
That  he  felt  such  an  impression  we  rejoice;  that  he 
has  been  too  adventurous  we  deny.  The  success  of  bis 
attempt  proves  that  he  was  in  the  right  to  dare.  His 
translation  is  elegant,  faithful,  and  spirited  ;  and  is  uot 
likely,  we  think,  to  be  speedily  sunpasscd. 

.  KOclect  Idylh ;  or  Pastoral  Poems.  Translated  from  tie 
German  of  Solomon  Gessner,  By  George  Baker ^  A,  M» 
Crown  8vo.  pp.  250\ 

.  This  is,  we  belieye,  the  first  attempt  which  bas 
been  made  to  translate,  or  at  least  to  translate  any 
nuntbcr  of,  the  Idylls  of  Gessner  into  English  verse. 
Mr.  Baker  has  been  successful  in  his  attempt*  He  has 
selected  from  his  author,  with  judgment;  his  transla- 
tion is  elegant  and  poetical,  and  it  will  doubtless  find 
a  place  in  the  library  of  every  lover  of  poetry. 

Holomon :  a  Sacred  Drama,     Translated  Jrom  the  Ger- 
man of  Khpstock.     By  Robert  Huish,     8vo.  pp.  26l. 

This  sacred  drama  is  intolerably  long  and  intolera* 
bly  dull.  We  have  read  it  through,  because  it  was 
ont  duty  to  do' so;  but  we  seriously  fjpubt  whether 
any  person,  except  a  reviewer,  and  thut^  too,  a  very 
conscientious  reviewer,  will  ever  perfomi  •  the  sanw 
achievement.  To  render  the  task  of  reviewing  his  work 
more  disagreeable,  which  was  quite  unnecessary,  tlM 
translator  ha^  set  at  d^'fiancv  all  tlte  lawn  of  ▼•rtUii^ 
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tion.  He  threatens  us  with  three  more  dramas,  and 
an  original  poem  of  ten  cantos ;  but  we  hope  that  he 
will  relent,  and  not  behave  with  such  unmerciful  se* 
verity. 


DRAMA. 

UNACTED  PLAYS. 


PantAea,  Queen  of  Susia,  a  Tragedy ^  in  Jive  Acts.  8vo. 

pp.  89. 

We  do  not  know  that  this  is  the  worst  tragedy  in 
the  world;  though  we  are  much  inclined  to  believe 
that  it  is.  At  all  events  we  are  quite  sure  that  there 
caimot  be  a  woi-se.  It  is  one  heavy  mass  of  nonsense 
and  dulness,  unenlightened  by  a  single  ray  of  genius, 
or  even  of  sense.  To  say  a  word  more  about  it  would 
be  a  shameful  waste  of  time  and  paper. 

The  Abdication  of  Ferdinand;  or,  Napoleon  oTBayonnci 
an  Historical  Play,  in  Jive  Acts.     8vo.  pp.  77' 

If  the  author  of  this  piece  be  not  entirely  divested 
of  common  sense,  he  will  never  again  think  of  writing 
a  play.  He  has  not  one  of  the  qualities  which  a  dra- 
matic author  should  possess.  His  drama  is,  to  say  no 
worse,  a  tame,  drawling  performance,  guiltless  di  any 
thing  like  poetry,  and  the  metre  in  which  it  is  written 
is  such  an  up  and  down  hobbling  sort  of  metre,  that  to 
read  it  or  listen  to  ]t>  is  a  heavy  penance  to  any  person 
who  has  a  tolerable  ear. 
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ACTED  PLAYS. 

ilan  and  Wife  ;  or  more  Secrets  than  One :  a  Comedp,  rs 
^ve  Acts.     As  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Driay 
Lane.    By  Samuel  James  Arnold  Esq.     8vo.  pp.  fil. 

This  comedy  is  said  to  have  been  received  with 
general  applause,  and  we  are  glad  that  it  was  so  re- 
ccivedy  as  it  is  a  comedy  of  sterling  merit.  The  plot  \$ 
well  contrived  and  well  carried  on ;  the  characters  are 
naturally  drawn;  a  powerful  interest  is  excited;  and 
the  winding  up  of  the  piece  is  skilfully  managed.  Tht 
dialogue  is  neat  and  lively,  and  not  without  an  occar 
sional  seasoning  of  wit  and  humour* 

Gricving's  a  Folly :  a  Comedy,  in  Jive  Acts,     As  jier* 
formed  by  the  Drury  Lane  Cofnpanyy  at  the  lA/cem 
Theatre^  Strand.    By  Richard  Leigh  Esq,     8vo.  pp. 
72. 

We  do  not  know  what  reception  this  piece  met  witl 
6n  the  first  night,  but,  had  we  been  at  the  Theatre,  we 
should  most  heartily  have  given  our  voices  for  a  second 
representation.  Gricving's  a  Folly  is  much  above 
mediocrity.  The  plot  is  good,  the  incidents  are  well 
arranged,  the  characters  are  quite  in  nature,  and  kept 
up  with  spirit,  and  the  dialogue  is  generally  correct  mi 
spirited. 

The  Foundling  if  the  Forest:  a  Play,  in  three  Acts;  turn 
performing  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Haymarket,.  wkh  tht 
vtost  distinguished  Success*    £iy  WilUam  jDl'wotf^  Af* 
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Author  ofy  *  Adrian  and  Orrila/  *  Hero  of  the  North* 
*  Hunter  of  the  AlpSy  SfC.  4*c.     8vo.  pp.  72. 

If  to  keep  up  the  attention  of  the  auditor  or  reader, 
from  the  opening  to  the  conclusion  of  a  piece,  be  a 
merit  in  a  dramatic  production,  that  merit  the  Found- 
ling of  the  Forest  undoubtedly  possesses.  Nor  is  that 
its  only  merit.  The  characters  are  well  supported. 
The  dialogue,  with  the  exception  of  some  passages  in 
which  the  author  is  too  pompous  or  too  flowery,  is* 
written  with  correctness  and  animation.  We  wish  that 
Mr.  Dimond  would  attempt  a  drama  in  the  good  old 
•tyl«  of  blank  verse.  There  are  circumstances  which 
induce  us  to  think  that  he  would  not  be  unsuccessful  ia 
the  attempt. 

Venoniy  or  the  Novice  cf  St,  Marks:  a  Drama,  in  Threti 
Acts,     By  M,  G,  Lewis,    8vo.  pp.  103. 

VfiNONi  is  in  a  great  measure  translated  from  a 
French  play  in  four  acts  called  **  Les  Victimet 
Cloitrees."  Mr.  Lewis  has  very  skilfully  adapted  th« 
<)riginal  drama  to  the  English  stage.  Venoni  is  a  piec^ 
which  excites  an  interest  so  strong  as  to  be  painfuh 
The  dialogue  is  sometimes  turgid,  but,  on  the  whole. 
is  well  written. 

Safe  and  Sound ;  an  Opera :  in  Three  Acts^  performed^ 
at  the  Lyceum  Theatre^  London,     Written  by  Theodore 
Edvmrd  Hook,  Esq,  Author  of^*"  Killing  no  Murder  ;* 
*«  Tekeli;'  SfC.  SfC,     The  Music  by  Mr,  Hook,  Sen. 
&VO.  pp.  70. 

In  his  preface,  Mr.  Hook  informs  the  reader  that 
Im  seeks  uo  reputation  from  this  piece,  and  that  k% 
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hopes  tome  allowance  will  be  made  for  its  defectSf 
it  having  been  written  in  less  than  a  week,  solely  for 
the  purpose  of  introducing  the  music  from  the  pen  of 
his  father,  of  whom  he  speaks  with  a  truly  filial  affeo 
tion.  For  so  hasty  a  composition  it  is  really  credit- 
able to  his  pen.  We  hupe,  however,  that  he  will  not 
get  into  a.  habit  of  writing  au  opera  in  a  week. 

Not  at  Home :  a  Dramatic  Entertainment^  as  performedf 
tcith  general  Approhatwuy  by  the  Drury  Lane  Company^ 
at  the  Lyceum  Theatre.  Written  by  R.  C.  Dallas, 
Esq.  Author  of  Elements  of  Self-Knowledge^  Perdoalj 
Aubrey,  ^c*    8vo.  pp.  40. 

Mr.  Dallas  has  been  so  successful  in  this  Dra- 
matic  Entertainment,  that,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  he  will 
give  us  more  of  the  same  sort.  The  plot  is  well  con- 
trived, the  characters,  especially  those  of  Lovell  and 
Spectre,  are  naturally  and  forcibly  drawn,  and  the  di- 
alogue is  neat  and  sprightly. 

Killing  no  Murder :  a  Farce :  in  two  Jets,  as  performed 
with  great  Applause  at  the  Theatre  Royal,  Haymarhet: 
together  with  a  Preface,  and  the  Scene  suppressed  by 
Order  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain.  Written  6y  Theodore 
Edward  Hook,  Es^.  The  Music  by  Mr.  Hook^  Sen. 
8vo.  pp.  6*4. 

If  this  farce  had  no  other  merit  than  that  of  hvnng 
•ccasioned  Mr.  Hook  to  write  the  preface  to  it,  we 
should  still  be  glad  that  it  is  published.  The  preface 
is  a  delicious  morsel!  We  cannot  sufficiently  thank  Mr. 
Hook,  for  the  chastisement  which  he  has  inflicted  apoa 
th^  sleek,  puritanical  deputy  of  the  Lord  Chamberlain* 
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The  Farce  iUelf  we  consider  as  one  of  the  best  of  Mr. 
Hook's  productions.  It  is  a  bustling,  well-con- 
ftructed  farce,  and  deserves  the  plaudits  which  it  re- 
ceived. 

Yesy  or  No  f  a  Musical  Farce ^  in  two  Acts.  By  /. 
Focockj  Esq,  As  performed  with  universal  Jpp/ause 
at  the  Theatre  Roi/al,  Haymarket.  The  Music  composed 
by  Mr.  C.  Smith.    8vo.  pp.  38. 

Mr.  Pocock  modestly  declares  that  "  conscious  of 
inability  and  inexperience,  his  sol^  attempt  was  to  con- 
trive a  few  ludicrous  incidents,  a  few  comic  situations, 
to  display  the  peculiar  powers  of  the  performers,"  and, 
he  adds,  that  his  Farce  is  a  '^  mere  sketch,''  and  "  a 
trifle."  We  think  that  he  has  underrated  his  powers. 
His  sketch  proves  that  he  has  at  least  talents  lor  farce 
writing.  It  is  a  lively,  laughable  piece.  Let  him  pro- 
ceed. 

The  Vintagers;  a  Musical  Romance^  in  two  Acts.  By 
Edmund  John  Eyre^  of  the  Theatres  Royal^  Drury 
Lancy  and  Maymarket ;  formerly  of  Pembroke  College^ 
Cambridge.  As  performed  at  the  Theatre  Royal  Hay*' 
markct.^  The  Music  composed  by  Mr.  Bishop.  Svo. 
pp.3(^. 

^*  The  Vintagers,"  though^  not  remarkable  for 
wit,  or  elegance  of  dialogue,  is  a  very  tolerable  trifle, 
which,  aided  by  music,  scenery,  and  acting,  may  pass 
muster  as  well  as  nine  tenths  of  its  brethren. 
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CATALOGUE. 

18O8--1809. 

SOMB  occasional  Verses,  on  the  opening  of  the  Reading 

Literary  Institution.    By  John  Berkeley  Monck,  Esq. 

For  the  Benefit  of  the  Reading  Girls'  School.     4to. 
An  Elegy  on  the  Demolition  of  the  leaden  Spires  of 

Lincoln  Minster;  distributed  in  Lincolnshire,  as  a 

Christmas  Box,    1807,   from    the   President  of  the 

Royal  Society.     To  which  is  added  a  Parody,  sent 

in  return,  as  a  New  Year's  Gift.     4to. 
OuTLiN  ES  of  English  History,  in  Verse.    By  Elizabeth 

Rowsc.     8vo. 
La  F^te  Royalc ;  or  the  Visit  to  Stowe.     A  Poem,  in 

two  Cantos.     12mo. 
Charles's  Small-clothes.     A  National  Ode.     By  the 

Author  of  the  Foxiad.     4to. 
The    Imperial  Conspirator  overthrown;   or  Spanish 

Poison  for  Subjugation.    The  last  Act  of  a  long 
■    Tragedy.     By  H.  S.  Edwards,  Esq.     Bvo. 
MusiE   Seatonianse :    a.  complete   Collection    of   the 
•    Cambridge  Prize  Poems,  from  the  first  Institution 

of  that  Premium   by  the  Rev.  Thomas  Seaton  in 

1750  to  ISCXj.     2  vols.     8vo. 
Military  Promotions;  or  the  Duke  and  his Dulcinea. 

A  Satirical  Poem. 
The  Stanzas  of  an  English  Friend  to  the  Patriots  of 

Spain.     4to. 
A  Selfxtion  of  Poems,  by  Charles  Smart,  Newark. 

2  vols.     l^mo. 
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A  Collection  of  Songs,  Moral»  Sentimental,  In&tnic* 
tive,  and  Amusing.  Selected  and  revised  by  the 
Rev.  James  Plumptre,  M.  A.  Feilow  of  Clare  Hall. 
Volume  the  third.     ]2mo. 

The  Bees :  a  Poem,  in  four  Books,  With  Notes,  moral, 
political,  and  philosophical.  By  John  Evans,  M.D. 
F.R.M.S.  Edin.     Book  II.     4to. 

The  Invocation,  a  Parody ;  addressed  to  the  Right 
Hon.  Spencer  Percival,  Chancellor  of  the  Exchequer, 
on  his  Silence  during  the  Debate  on  his  Majesty's 
Speech  in  the  House  of  Commons,  Thursday,  Jan. 
21,  1808;  Written  and  Dedicated  to  Sir  Francis 
Burdett,  Ba,rU  M.  P.     By  John  Blunt,     8vo. 

The  Lash,  a  Satire,  without  Notes.     Svo, 

Poems  on  various  Subjects.  %y  Henry  Richard  Wood, 
Esq.     Small  8vo. 

The  Royal  Urniad,  with  a  Diilogue  between,  and  an 
interesting  Picture  of,  our  mcst  gracious  Queen,  ^d 
her  lovely  and  must  amiabfe  Daughters.  By  T. 
Hague.     8vo. 

The  Caledonian  Musical  Museuno,  or  complete  Vocal 
Library ;  containing,  among  mtny  others,  200  Songs 
by  Burns,  and  embellished  with,  a  Head  and  Fac- 
simile (never  before  published)  of  the  immortal 
Bard.  The  whole  edited  by  his  Son.  3  vols, 
12mo. 

Valentine's  Day;  or,  the  Amorous  Knight  and  the 
Belle  Widow.     In  three  Acts.     8vo. 

The  Muses'  Bower,  embellished  with  the  Beauties  of 
English  Poetry.     Small  8vo.     4  vols. 

The  Jew  of  iMalta,  an  Historical  Tragedy,  with  Notes, 
by  W.  Shone,  Esq.  exhibiting  the  cruel  Policy  of 
Popish  Governments.     8vo. 


622 

Beitish  Loyalty,  or  long  live  the  King ;  a  dramatie 
Effusion,  in  two  Acts ;  with  Songs  and  Dances*    By 

Joseph  Moser,  Esq.  D.L.  one  of  kis  Majesty's  Jus- 
tices of  the  Peace,  for  Middlesex,  Essex*  &c.    8vo. 
C.AHILLA,   or  the  deserted  Sister,   founded  on   well 

known  Circumstances,  and,  inscribed   to   a  Right 

Hon.  Lady.    4to. 
Yarnishando;  a  Serio-Coraic  Poem,  addressed  to 

Collectors  of  Paintings.    By  an  Admirer  of  the  Arts. 

4to. 
Short  Pieces,  in  Verse.    By  Clcricus.     8vo. 
The  School  for  Oratory,  or  a  peep  at  the  Forum,  a 

Farce ;  dedicated  to  t\e  Society  for  the  Suppression 

of  Vice.     8vo. 
Mbdka  and  Jason,  traislated  from  Ovid.     12mo'. 
Poetry  for  Children,  entirely  original,  by  the  Authop 

of  Mrs.  Leicester's  School.     2  vols. 
The  Meteor;  or  a  Skort  Blaze  but  a  Bright  One,  a 

Farce,  in  two  Acts.    8vo. 
The  Jubilee,  by  Josq)h  Kemp.     8vo. 
Emancipation,  oi  Peter,  Martin,  and  the  Squire,  a 

Tale  in  llhyme,  vith  Notes,  exhibiting  Sketches  of 

eminent  public  Characters.     8vo. 
LA^'^te  i\e  la  Rose,  or  the  Dramatic  Flowers ;  a  Holi- 
day Present  for  young  People.    By  Mrs.  B.  HooIg. 

24mo. 
The  Eagle's  Mask.     By  Tom  Tit.    24mo. 
The  Cat's  Concert,  or  Grimalkin's  Disasters. 
The  Turtle  Dove,  a  Tale,  by  a  Gentleman. 
An  lieroical  Epistle  to  Sir  Hew,  with  a  Word  to  Sif 

Arthur.     4to. 
The  Montem,  a  Musical  Entertainment,  in  two  Acts. 

By  the  Rev.  Henry  Rowe,  LL.B.  Rector  of  RingshalV 

in  Suifolk.     8vo. 
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Donna  Ignez  de  Castro :  a  Tragedy  from  the  Portu- 

gucze  of  Nicola  Luiz,     With  Remarks  on  the  History 

of  that   unfortunate   Lady.      By  John  Adamson. 

8vo. 
The  Patriot's  Vision,  a  Poem.     To  which  is  added  a 

Monody  on  the  peath  of  the  Right  Hon.  Charles 

James  Fox. 
^A  Poem  on  Astronomy,  with  new  and  exact  I\Ia)is, 

containing  the  Number  of  Stars  in  each  Constclia. 

tion,  their  Ascension  and  Declination.     By  S.  Ville- 

mer.     8vo. 
An  Epistle  to  Sir  Arthur,  with  a  Word  or  two  to  the 

approvers  of  his  Convention. 
The  Flowers  at  Court.     By  Mr?.  Reeve,  12mo« 
The  Pride  of  Birth,  an  Imitation  of  the  Eighth  Satire 

of  Juvenal,  and  adapted  to  the  present  Times. 
The  Holidays,  or  Application  rewarded,  and  Indolence 

disgraced,  a  Poem. 
P-ETUS  and  Arria,  a  Tragedy  in  five  Acts.     To  which 

is  prefixed  a  Letter,  addressed  to  Thomas  Sheridan 

Esq.  on  the  present  State  of  the  English  Stage. 

8vo. 
The  Cyprian  of  St.  Stephen's,  or  Princely  Protection 

illustrated  ;  in  a  Poetical  Flight  to  the  Pierian  Spring* 

By  Samuel  Satiricus. 
Ly  Tang,  an  Imperial  Poem,  in  Chinese,     By  Kien 

Lung.     With  a  Translation  and  Notes,  by  btephen 

Weston,  F.R.S.  F.S.A. 


the  end. 


Printed  by  Law  ud  Gilbert  St.  John's  Square,  LondML 


ERRATA. 

P.    10,  Jinc  16,  for  Cot  rtaii  lot 

160,  ti  del«  the  femiGoIon,  which,  in  a  fow  coplesa  Is  to 

be  found  in  the  middle  of  the  line 
160>  \i  for  oughU  mad  aught 

239,    '  '*  Lips  and  Eyes/*  was  sent,  to  the  Printer  bj 

mistake.    It  is,  if  I  remember  right,  a  poem  of 

Carew's. 
599,  5b  fir  How  rtad  Fl«w« 


\ 


t 


i 


■  ■.-J- ■■"■''■;■■  ■■'■•'.•  '•  '•■■'  ■■ 

■ 

3CT  -nan 

^  ■« 

1 

